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CHRISTINE;

OR

WOMAN'S TRIALS AND TRIUMPHS.

CHAPTER I.

THE FARM-HO USE.

THnE hands of the wooden clock pointed to halfpast five. Mrs.

Elliot bustled about her kitchen getting-supper ready for the "men-
folks," who were out haying. The table was already set, sad the
whole room presented a picture of neatness and comfort. The floor
was uncarpeted, but very white, for Mrs. Elliot was one of the most
notable of housewives. A turned-up bed, neatly curtained by a
blue and white woven quilt, occupied one corner of the room; a

pine table stood between the windows, and wooden chairs were set
back stiffly against the wall at regular distances, looking as prim
as if they were the old maids of their race. A pole hung a few
inches below the ceiling, where some cup-towels, as white as the
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THE FARM-HOUSia 1514 C H R IS T I N E.

driven snow, were deposited. The fire-place was large; a tin
baker stood before it, and the tea-kettle hung from the crane. On
the nantel-piece were a cluster of tall iron candlesticks, and near
by them the Farmer's Almanac hanging on a nail. This volume
bore the marks of frequent usage, as well it might, for no day
passed in which farmer Elliot did not peruse its pages, although
he had already more than once read its purely literary portions
from the history of Farmer Thrifty, whose fences were always in
good repair, to that of the unfortunate Thriftless, who, not only
neglected these, but whose tools were always lost, or out of order,
when wanted. The anecdotes, poetry, and conundrums in the
appendix had also received their due share of Attention. It was a
book of general reference, containing, as it did, much useful infor-
mation aside from that particularly referring to the weather, and
its worth was enhanced by marginal notes in Mr. Elliot's upright'
handwriting, which served as chronological records of important
events which had occurred on the farm, or in the household.

A large basket of work stood upon a small light-stand near a
window, and close by it, on a low cricket, sat a young girl whose
work had fallen from her lap to the floor, reading an old newspa-
per.

" Christine ! Christine !" exclaimed her mother, suddenly pausing'
in one of her rapid journeys between the cellar and the kitchen,
"1Don't you see the tea-kettle is boiling? Get up and put the tea
to steep."

Christine rose, went to the closet, and taking a china tea-pot
from the shelf, poured some tea-leaves from the canister into
it; then approaching the fire-place, she leaned awkwardly over the
tin baker, and began to fill the tea-pot with hot water.I

The tea-kettle slipped; a little hot water burnt Christine's fin-
gers; she started aside; her dress caught on the baker and nearly
overturned it, and in her confused attempt to set it upright again,
the tea-pot slipped from her hand, fell against the tall andiron, and

broke into several pieces. The pan, too, slipped out of the baker,
and over went the nice cream biscuit into the ashes.

" Oh, dear !" exclaimed poor Christine, horrified, standing
aghast at 'the. ruin she had wrought, and "Goodness me 1"
screamed the shrill voice of her mother, as she sprang to the
rescue.

"Christine Elliot ! you are the most shiftless girl that ever
was V" she exclaimed, as she snatched the biscuit from the hearth
before they could be much injured. Then, for the first time,
seeing the fragments of the tea-pot, she burst out into a fit
of passion-

"Are you a fool? What possessed you to take that tea-pot, to
steep the tea in? Get out of my sight ! You were born to be

the plague of my life. Don't open your lips to me, Miss
To think of taking my best china tea-pot to set on the coals!
Oh, you are the most provoking girl that ever was ."

But Christine heard no more. She had slipped out of the room
into the garden.

Tears of shame and anger filled her eyes, as she threw herself
at full length on the ground, burying her face in the grass, as she
sobbed out, "I wish I was dead! Everybody hates me. I wish
the grass grew over my grave !"

Her sister Bessie, who was picking currants for supper, looked
at her compassionately. She did not appear surprised, for she had
too often seen Christine in like fits of despondency and passion.

She allowed her to weep for a while; then, at last, sitting down
by her sister, she threw her arms around her neck, and drawing
her head into her lap, she bent over her and kissed her brow.

"What is the matter now ?" she asked.
Christine, amid tears and sobs, told of her mishaps,. concluding,

"Mother is right. I am the plague of her life! Oh, why was I
ever born? I am of no use to anybody in the world'! What have

I to live for ?"
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It was a strange sight. That young girl, in the morning of
life, when all should have been bright in the present and full
of promise for the future, longing to fling away the gift of exist-
ence -- and her wild words and convulsive sobs illy-harmonized
with the quiet beauty of the scene. All else was peaceful there.
The hot sun was sinking slowly in the west, and the clear, blue
sky above, the soft, green grass beneath her, breathed the very
spirit of tranquillity. The prolonged shrill sound of the grass-
hoppers, the hum of bees, the distant lowing of cattle, and the
click of the scythe in the hay-field near, all seemed suited to
the place, and detracted nothing from the beauty around.

The brown, unpainted farm-house, with its low roof and irregu-
lar windows, might perhaps in itself have been rather unsightly,
but situated as -it was, on an elevated table-land, surrounded
by wooded hills on one side and sloping fields on the other, while
far below, through thick foliage, gleamed the clear waters of a
lake-it added all that was wanting to what had else been but
a picture of still life. Its huge barn standing near the road, with
its large barn-yard fenced in rather rudely by logs, betokened
plenty; and a fine orchard opposite, its gnarled old trees loaded
with fruit, said the same; hens and chickens clucked and chirped
around; and a flock of geese, headed by a grey old gander, who,
with the rest, was decked in a three-cornered yoke of wood,
stalked along majestically, stretching. their necks as if their deco-
rations had been, instead of a mark of demerit, a token of distine-
tion; nor are these the only geese in this world who glory in their
shame.

The tall well-sweep and dripping bucket were not wanting in
this rural picture, and taken altogether it would have been
hard to find, even in New England, a more cheerful, comfortable
farm-house and surroundings.

Meanwhile, Christine's sobs had grown fainter and fainter, as
she lay half on the grass, half on her sister's bosom, and at last,

like a grieved child, a long-drawn sigh alone escaped her at
intervals.

Bessie had said nothing; she had only smoothed the disordered
hair of her sister, and kissed her softly; but now, as she saw that
the paroxysm of grief was over, she said aloud, as if in answer to
her own thoughts, "Yes, something ought to be done. If you
could only go away somewhere, my dear."

"Ohlif I only could !" exclaimed Christine, with a sudden burst
of hope; then, checking herself, she bitterly added, "But what's
the use of talking! I never shall. Here I must stay and drag
out my life. Get up in the morning, scrub, wash 4ishes, churn,
and do all sorts of drudgery, till night comes, and sleep only to go
over the same thing the next day. Oh, it is not living, Bessie!
I must have a change-I shall die-I shall grow crazy, or, what
is worse, I shall grow wicked, as I do every day. I know it," she
went on, with a fresh burst of sobs, "I feel impatient-I get
angry-I don't try to please mother, or, if I do, my heart isn't in
it, and I go wrong-and, if I do feel sorry, the very next time I'm
tempted, I do the same thing; and so grow worse and worse-
worse and worse ."

Tears streamed over Christine's face as she spoke-" What did
God put me here for ?" she exclaimed, and, as Bessie quickly inter-

rupted her with, "Oh, Christine !" she went on-
"I know it's wicked, but oh, Bessie! I do have such thoughts.

I ask myself what I am here for, where I do no good, and
only grow bad; and I ask if it was a ,good God who placed
me here. Then I say to myself, He knew that I couldn't grow
better, and :* it right for Him to punish me for it ?"

" Oh, ChriL 1e !" again repeated Bessie, with a look of distress,
"don't talk sc Don't think of such things !"

"But, I mud think.. Why, that isn't half so bad as I think
sometimes. Sometimes, I don't know as there is a God-but not
often, Bessie dear," she went on, as she saw the look of horror that
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crossed her sister's face, "Not often, Bessie; but, didn't such
a thought ever flash through your mind, and a great many others
like it?"

" Never-never !" repeated Bessie.
"Then I am different from everybody else," was Christine's

inward exclamation. "Mother is right. I am odd, and I don't
know but she's right when she says, I'm 'half cracked.' Am
I crazy ?. Am I going to be ?" and Christine tormented herself
with a thousand fearful forebodings.

Bessie had again commenced her task of picking currants, and
at last Christine began to help her, so that soon the bowl was
heaped with the bright transparent fruit.

They were only just in time, for Mrs. Elliot came to the door
that led into the garden.

"Girls!" she exclaimed, "ain't you most ready with them
currants, or are you going to spend the rest of the day in the
garden ?"

She spoke angrily, for the broken tea-pot had given a sad shock
to her temper; and her feelings may be sympathized with when
we remember that this tea-pot had been for years a sort of house-
hold god, resting on the top shelf of the closet, as on an altar,
to be worshipped by moth'er and children at a safe distance.

"Coming, mother," replied Bessie's clear voice, as they quickly
obeyed the summons; while Mrs. Elliot took the tin horn from
its place and blew a blast, shrill, loud and fierce, as -if she
had been the herald who summoned a beleaguered castle to
surrender. This having been accomplished, she made no further
demonstrations of ill-temper, save in the quickened step with
which she hastened from one room to another, in the prosecution
of-her household duties.

Her summons was speedily answered; for a bevy of men, whose
simple garb, consisting of pantaloons and shirt alone, gave full
play to their muscular and sinewy forms, with bronzed faces and

glowing cheeks, walked slowly up from the-hay field, lifting their

straw hats and wiping the perspiration from their heated brows as

they came.
They entered the back porch, where water and towels were in

readiness ; the tin wash-basin, which served each in turn, glistened

like silver, while the towel, which hung from a roller, was as

white as it is in the nature of cloth to be.
The supper was smoking upon the table, and a few well-timed

compliments to Mrs. Elliot on its excellence, served to disperse
the cloud which had gathered on her brow; and, though she

could notavoid a reproachful glance at Christine when she passed

her her cup of tea, yet on the whole she had recovered her usual

good temper.
Little was said during the process of dispatching the meal,

which was soon accomplished; and the whole party, headed

by Farmer Elliot, started briskly for the field again, for a

load of hay was to be deposited in the barn ere the day's work

was done.
"P1 wash the dishes, girls," said Mrs. Elliot, "and you must

go and get the cows and milk."
Christine heard and obeyed this command gladly, for she was

always ready for a walk; and, snatching up her sun-bonnet, she
was soon on her way, accompanied by Bessie.

They walked along some distance in silence. At last Christine

spoke-
" I'd give all the world if I were rich."

What if you were ?" replied Bessie, replacing the bars which

led into the pasture-field which they had just entered. "What

would you. do with it ?"
"I would learn everything. Then I would have a splendid

house, where I would have all the great people, the writers,
and all sorts of talented persons come; and I would help the poor

18, CHRISTINE.
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20 CHRISTINE.

authors, who struggle oi and die sometimes in the midst of their
struggles, and- yet," she went on thinking aloud, "perhaps,
those very trials of theirs but make their talents known, as the
oyster must die before the pearl is brought to light. I might,
perhaps, keep the oyster alive but the pearl concealed. But, no,
I'm talking nonsense; genius will come out, it can't be hidden;
and, it is like a plant that in poor- soil grows, indeed, and
flourishes for a time-but, though it may blossom, doesn't live out
half its days, because it's too delicate to thrive in cold, bleak
places; but, when transplanted into a rich soil, grows more and
more luxuriant and beautiful, because it is where God meant it to
be. How I should rejoice to do this transplanting. It would be
almost equal to being one of them."

She paused and blushed deeply, for Bessie's laugh brought her
back to earth.

"What a queer girl you are, Christine! I declare it is so
funny to hear you talk. I don't half know what you mean, I'm
sure. Now, if I was rich--- but her air castles were speedily
dissipated by a vision of oxen and cows walking slowly towards
the bars. One cow, Bessie's quick eye saw, was missing.

"Old Grizzle isn't here," she said, and leaving Christine to fol-
low the main herd, she scampered off in pursuit of the straggler.
She soon returned, driving Old Grizzle in triumph, and the whole
herd were soon safely lodged in the barn-yard.

Then came the milking, where Bessie, as usual, quietly and
successfully performed her task, while poor Christine, stool and
pail in hand, vainly pursued the cows, who, taught by past. expe-
rience, well knew that her hand was unskillful, and walked off as
often as she approached them. When, at last, one was cornered,
she was sure to take her seat on the wrong side, and, after getting
fairly ssettled, the milk would not come, or, if she did obtain a lit-
tle, it was followed by an impatient kick of the cow, who would
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again walk off; to be pursued by Christine as before; while all
the while the rapid and musical flow of the milk in Bessie's pail,
tantalized her poor sister.

"I shall never be good for anything," the girl would say to
herself, and with bitter Inortification she would submit to have
her pail half filled from Bessie's, and see more than half the task
performed by her brisk sister.

The milking was hardly over, when the heavily loaded hay-
cart slowly entered the barn, and the fragrant load was speedily
pitched off by brawny and powerful arms.

The day's work was over, and the men sauntered around, talk-
ing of the crops of this or that neighbor, or seated in the low
rooms of the farm-house, discussed the merits. of sheep, horses,
and oxen.

Mrs. Elliot listened with interest to all such conversations, and
occasionally took part in them; Bessie strayed off with James
Cameron, a smart and handsome youth, who was assisting her
father during the haying season, while Christine, tired of listening
to what she felt no interest in, crept off to the second story,
an unfinished chamber where boxes, chests, and all sorts of simi-
lar articles, were stored.

At one end of the room stood a loom, in which was a web of
cloth yet unfinished; an old red chest stood near by which con-
tained, together with a lot of old rubbish, several old-fashioned
novels, some complete, but oftener wanting either one or two
volumes.

Christine had read them again and again, but she never
wearied of the woes of Julia de Roubigny, or of the heroic Thad-
deus of Warsaw; she wept over these, shuddered with poor Emily
in the mysterious Castle of Udolpho, and laughed and wondered
in turn over the pages of Don Quixote.

In these books she forgot herself, and too often forgot her
tasks also, so that she was rudely recalled from the realms
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of imagination to the actual, which disgusted her more than ever.
In fact, she lived almost entirely in a world. of her own, and
walked mechanically about, thinking of something faijffderent
from that on which she was engaged. The result was w
might have been expected. Her kind-hearted but practical
mother, at last, had her small stock-of patiene\Aittexhausted by
Christine's continual drafts upon it; andhaving on'several occa-
sions given her tasks tg perform, and on her non-appearance after
a sufficient length of time, discovered the culprit poring-over
a book, while the work was-still undone, she had positively forbid-
den any more reading.

As well might she ave forbidden the birds to fly or fish
to swim.

She hid the books, but Christine seemed to have an instinctive
knowledge where they were; and, though she did not read in her
mother's presence, she snatched every opportunity to enjoy the
forbidden pleasure.

Seated in the old loom, she would read for hours in the moon-
light, Vr weave wild and fanciful visions there of her own. .I

A fabric of a far different kind from that which the shuttle of
her good mother constructed there, it was, indeed; and, as that
mother, in despair, had given up the task of making her child
understand her operations in the loom, so would Christine have
found it equally hopeless to have explained her web of mingled
thoughts to her mother.

They could never understand each other. It was a marvel to
each that the other could be interested in her chosen employ-
ments. "How you can. read so much," her mother would say,
"I can't see; and books, too, that you know by heart. But,
then, you ar so odd, I hadn't ought to be surprised at any of
your freaks."

In her turn, Christine wondered at her mother's unfailing and
unflagging interest in cleaning, washing, ironing, and baking; and,
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if her indolence annoyed her mother, Mrs. Elliot's untiring acti-
vity,in turn,, wearied her.

Bessie was much like her mother. Very pretty, healthy, active,
and cheerful, she was the light of the house.

She, no more than her mother, understood Christine's odd fan-
cies, but she loved her sister' sincerely, and pitied her extremely:
Christine was grateful for her sympathy, though, had she been
conscious that it was bestowed upod her, on account of what she
prized more than life, her gratitude night have been overpowered
by ahtonishment and horror at that ill-judging sympathy, which,
had it been possible, would have --ken away from her, as an evil,
the only ling which made life endurable to her.

Her father, a sturdy old farmer, would have had still less patience
with her, had he understood her better. That she would never
amount to much was his private opinion; further than that, except
a sort of liking for her, he thought but little of her. He was
proud of his sweet Bessie, as he was of having the best tilled
farm in the vicinity, and her sprightly, winning ways were always
a delight to him.

"It isn't nateral," he would say to his wife, "to see a young
one so still and quiet as Christine always was. Now Bessie was
always as brisk and full of sport as a young kitten, and it's queer
what ails Christine. If she does dance around a bit now and
then, in a moment or two she's as sober as ;ever. I don't like to
see an old head on young shoulders; but let her take her own
course."

In about this way, he usually dismissed her from his tights,
and thus, in a measure, alone, Christine's childhood ha' passed,
and her youth was passing. Her eager, unsatisfied mind preyed
upon her body; she grew thin and pale. She wanted something,
she knew not what-conscious of a void that she knew not how
to fill, she was always restless and unhappy. She had, at school,
found comparative quiet; there her mind was employed, and she

v
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THE VILLAGE.

longed, oh, how ardently, to learn. That was now the one. idea

of her life, and she delved and worked over her school books, at

times discouraged, indeed, and well-nigh despairing, yet never

ready to give up the task she had set before her. She almost

envied her blithe sister, Bessie, sometimes, as she saw her cheer-

ful, happy, and contented in her home, and contrasted her own

stormy, aspiring spirit with hers, but when she asked herself if

she would be willing to exchange, "No, no," her whole soul

would cry. "Better to struggle always, if the goal is never

reached, than to pass on through life with calm indifference.

Rather the hillside, bleak and cold though it may be, so that my

course be upward, than the plain, bathed in sunshine, if I may

never go beyond it."

25

CHAPTER II.

THE VILLAGE.

MRS. ELLIOT stood in an attitude of deep reflection, in the
centre of the floor, broom in hand. She was looking intently on
the bright row of milk-pans, which were resting on a bench out-
side of the door, for the purpose of drying in the warm sun; but
she was not thinking of them.

The dash of the milk in the churn, for Bessie was churning in
the back porch, suddenly recalled her from her reverie, and she
hurried thither.

"Bessie," said she, "we're out of tea, and coffee, and sugar.
What is going to be done ?"

"Get some more, mother, I suppose,",replied Bessie, wiping a
drop of buttermilk from her cheek, which the refractory churn
dash had thrown up.

"Yes, yes," said her mother, impatiently, "but how? The
men-folks can't go; they're all too busy, and they can't stop to
catch the horse and harness him. Besides the old horse is lame,
and the colt is too frisky for women to drive."

"Well, then, mother; why can't Christine. or I go ?"
"Christine !" repeated Mrs. Elliot. "Why, you might as well

send a baby. She'd set the basket 'down and run off after a
flower, or she'd fall down herself. Something would be sure to
happen to her, for something always is happening-" and she
drew along sigh.

"I'll go, then," said Bessie; "but I guess she'd better go, too.

N
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TRE VILLAGE- 27

It's going to be pretty warm to-day, and, if I have to walk, I
should like some help about carrying the bundles. The butter is

coming," she said, giving a series of violent dashes up and down,
and lifting off the cover from the tall churn. Sure enough there

floated the butter, golden islands in a sea of buttermilk-.
" What have we got to sell?" asked, Bessie, as she heaped the

rich golden mass into a tray, washing it, patting it skillfully,
salting it, and mouldingit, till, in round balls, it laid there, look-

ing tempting enough for any epicure.
"Eggs and butter, I suppose," was lher mother's reply.
"It's too warm to carry butter, mother; eggs to-day must do,

and we have got plenty. So, if you'll fill a basket, I'll slip on a

dress, and be ready in a jiffy. Where's Christine ?" she asked,
as she followed her mother to the dairy, where the new butter

was speedily deposited, and Mrs. Elliot skimmed the rich, thick

cream off the tops of the pans, and put it into a stone pot, to be

ready for the next churning.
"I don't know, I'm sure. I sent her to make the beds, but I

dare say she has got her nose stuck in a book, for she's been gone
long enough to make forty beds."

"Oh well, I'll find her," said -Bessie, and singing a merry song,
she sprang up the unfinished stairway to the room where she

supposed her sister to be.
There Christine stood, book in hand, by the side of a bed,

whose quilts and pillows were heaped together on a chair.

"What are you doing, Chris ?"
The girl started, threw down her book, and replied rather con-

fusedly:
"Waiting for the beds to air."
Bessie laughed.
"Well, I guess they're aired enough now. Step round to the

back side, and I'll help you make them, for I want you to go
with me to the village. Now," said Bessie, after the task was

finished," put on your best dress, and we'll be off soon, before it
gets any hotter."

Not many minuteshad elapsed, when the two girls, basket in
hand, sallied forth for the village, accompanied by their mother
as, far as the barn, which she entered, to search for eggs, to
replace those which she had sent away, and the cackling of hens
soQn denoted that the invasion had taken place.

The girls walked on together, well satisfied with their attire,
though a city belle would have laughed it to scorn. A simple
calico dress, muslin cape, and straw bonnet, plainly trimmed, con-
stituted the whole of their best attire, and, though cheap and
plain, Bessie's clear complexion, sparkling eyes, and lithe and
vigorous form, added grace to' what she wore. She did, indeed,
look very pretty, while, as for Christine, neither silks nor laces
could have redeemed her from positive plainness. iRich dress
would but have attracted attention to her large features, sallow
cheeks, and gaunt form. She well knew that she was not beautiful,
but as yet she did not regret it. She was passionately fond of the
beauties of nature, and, as she walked along, the balmy air, the
waving trees, smooth fields, and distant hills, filled her with a
wild delight. The sight of such beauty seemed to pervade her
whole being, and thrilled to her very soul. At last she could no
longer keep silence. She burst forth impetuously:

" Oh, Bessie, isn't it beautiful ?"
"What, Christine ?" was the chilling reply.
"Oh, everything," resumed Christine, too much excited to heed

her sister'g lack of sympathy. "Look all round. It is so glorious.
Oh, Bessie, sometimes when I look on these beautiful scenes, I
feel sure that, in some faint degree, I can understand the pleasure
that God must feel in creating such glorious things; and, Bessie,
I'll tell you how I think Gdd made us in His own image: He has
given us a little of that power of creating. Now, painters must
have such beautiful visions, and poets and all great men and
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women must see such lovely creations in their own minds, because

we, every-day sort of people, you know, have the same thing, in a

measure. I can't express it clearly, but you know, Bessie, what I

mean."
"No, I'm sure I don't, Chris," cried her sister, with a gay

laugh.
"We try and try," ent on Christine, half aloud, "to bring out

our ideas, but God hasn't given us quite power enough to do it

here-we never can express fully what is so beautiful in our

thoughts; but in Heaven, Bessie-in Heaven, it will be so joyful,
because there we shall be able to do it perfectly. 'We shall be
satisfied when we awake in His likeness.'"

"If we ever get there," said Bessie, in a very solemn tone; for
it was a part of her religion to speak solemnly, and Christine's
method of talking of such things in her usual voice and manner,
never seemed quite right to her. r\ .

"Do you know what spoils this earth, Bessie?"
"The fall of man, I suppose."
"Yes, I suppose that is the far back cause of it; but I was

thinking of this dissatisfied spirit that we all have-this yearning
after something beyond; it's that that'spoils everything. It must
be the fall, I think, for the animals don't have it. They are
happy; but we all feel it. You feel that, don't you, Bessie, as if
you were reaching, reaching forward continually for something.
Don't you?" and she listened anxiously for the reply.

"I don't know what you mean," said Bessie. "Why, no; I'm
pretty well contented.",

"Well, then," suddenly exclaimed Christine, "I know what the
reason is: it's because God has put you in the right place-that
makes you satisfied. Why hasn't He put me there, too? Why
hasn't He given me a work to do ?"

"I am sure, Christine, you have work enough-more than you
like to do."I

A

"Oh, that isn't what I mean. You don't understand me-I
wish somebody could. Shall I ever find anybody that will-
somebody that will show me the right way ?"

Bessie was silent for some time; she was weary of the conver-
sation, and, merely saying, "If you could try to be a little more
like other people, dear Chris, we should all be so glad," she
relapsed again into silence.

"Now, we're just half-way to the village," said Bessie, as they
climbed up a steep hill, and paused for a moment on its summit.
"I'm pretty tired-ain't you ?"

"Not very," said Christine, absently; then suddenly, as her eye
rested on the basket of eggs, which Bessie had set down for a few
minutes, she exclaimed, "I do believe Iam the most selfish girl in
the world. Here ive let you carry that heavy basket all the
way .

" Well, that's no matter," said Bessie; "you may help the rest
of the way, and then it will be all right. Do you know how
much eggs are a dozen ?"

"No."

"Well, they were ninepence last time we sold any, and they
ought to be as much as that now. Let me see "-and she went
into a series of calculations, as they proceeded, while Christine
answered "yes" and "no " at random, whenever appealed to; for
she was engrossed again in her own reflections.

"Let's rest again," said Bessie, as they stood on the top of a
hill, at whose foot lay the village.

Christine willingly consented, for she could have spent hours
gazing at the landscape outspread before her.

Neat dwellings lay interspersed with broad fields, on one ,side,
while the country, in its inequalities of hill and valley, dotted
with an occasional farm-house, stretched far away on the other.
All was silent, when suddenly a bell struck on their ears.

"It is only nine o'clock," said Bessie, for this wps the bell of
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the academy-a tall building, whose spire gleamed through the
trees which crowned a hill on the opposite side of a stream which
flowed through the centre of the village. '

"How I should like to go to the academy, this term-shouldn't
you, Christine?" said Bessie.

"Oh, so much !" replied her sister.
"The girls say they have first-rate times," continued Bessie.

"There are a great many scholars, and they have social parties at
the houses where they board, and they are going to have an exhi-
bition before long. I mean to go to that, anyway."

"How will you manage to?" asked Christine. "Father wouldn't
go-and in the evening, so, I don't -see how you could."

" Why," replied Bessie, blushing, "James Cameron is going to
take me, and you are going, too." ,

"You are a dear, good, thoughtful sister," replied Christine,
"I should really like it very much."

" Yes," said Bessie, "and they are going to have a play, a real
play, Pizarro; one of the girls told me all about it; she is going
to be one of the actors in it. Now, if we only went, we might
have a part. I could do it as well as Kate McKenzie; but, we'll
see it, anyhow-wont we, Chris, dear ?

"If wq can," replied Christine, as they walked slowly down the
hill and entered the main street of the village.

Amity was. not a large place, but it boasted of two physicians,
whose rival factions divided the town, a lawyer, and, one or two
merchants, whose stores contained almost every article that could
be mentioned; ribbons and dress goods for the outer, as well
as groceries for the supply of the inner man. There were,
also, some mills in the place, which gave their name to the vil-
lage, for it was oftener called .the Mills, than by any other title.
Grist-mills, wool-carding, saw, and paper-mills, were scattered
along the little stream which flowed through the village; there
were; also, blacksmiths' and shoemakers' shops; nor was there
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wanting a hotel, whose creaking sign-boa-d made known that
here was the Traveller's Home.

True, the advent of a traveller was a rare occurrence, but there
had been a time when it had* been in flourishing circumstances;
when it had been a stage tavern, its stable boasting of four horses,
who replaced the four wearied ones daily at about noon, giving
thereby opportunity for travellers to satisfy their hunger, and to
Mrs. O'Reilly opportunity, likewise, to display her culinary skill;
but these halcyon days were over. A relative of the proprietor
of the stage line had established himself as an inn-keeper in the
next village, some six miles distant; and, to Mrs. O'Reilly's great
disgust, as well as to that of travellers also-as by this arrange-
ment their dinner hour was somewhat retarded---the change of
horses was effected there.

Mrs. O'Reilly, therefore, was compelled to rest on the laurels
won in the past, but, with praiseworthy perseverance,. she still
kept public-house, though her great dining-room was now never
used except in the winter, when it was sometimes called into
requisition on the occasion of a ball. At such times, she was
in her glory, and showed then what her powers might be, had
she only been given a field for their exercise.

But, strange to say, in this thriving village, there was neither
editor, meeting-house, or resident minister. Elder Wiggins,
indeed, was "the stated supply".once in four weeks, and held
forth in the Academy regularly every fourth Sabbath. Nearly
all the village flocked to hear him on these occasions; yet they
seemed content with this, and made no exertion to increase the
frequency of his sermons.

Bessie and. Christine had now entered Mr. Emerson's store,
which was the principal one in Amity. It was a long, low, red
building, which served also as post-office, for he was one of the
chief dignitaries of the village, being, not only postmaster, but
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first selectman. He was a little, dapper man, and prided himself
not a little on his good manners.

He bowed gracefully, as he imagined, at least, to the girls,
as they approached the counter.

"Good morning, Misses Elliot," he said, giving his yard-stick,
whieh he held in his hand, a flourish. "It is a luxuriant
morning."

" Yes, very pleasant," replied Bessie, "but rather warm."
" Oh, excessively so, excessively so. I told Mrs. Emerson this

morning, it would be. But, what can I do for you, this morn-
ing? Shall I show you some dress goods? I have some beauti-
ful new styles for summer wear," and he began to throw piles of
goods on the counter.

" Oh, no, Mr. Emerson," exclainm ~Bessie, "I don't want to bay
a dress; I won't trouble youto show them."

"No trouble-not the least, Bessie; as I often remark to Mrs.
Emerson, it's my business to show my goods."

"But, really, Mr. Emerson, I have no time to examine them
this morning. Have you any nice tea*?".

" Oh, some of the very best. I carried some home to Mrs.
Emerson, and she declared it was the best we had had for a long
time." .

" And would you like to buy some eggs ?"
" Oh, yes, they come just in the right time. I was remarking

this morning to Mrs. Emerson that we must try some fresh eggs;
and nobody sends fresher eggs to market, than Farmer Elliot."

While the bargain was being completed, Christine turned
away, for she had too often heard the same allusions to Mrs.
Emerson to be at all amused by their frequency; it rather excited
her anger-for, if village gossip spoke truly, Mrs. Emerson, so far
from being considered of importance by her husband, was in fact
a mere cipher in her home; and, although her husband never sold
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a dress to a lady customer without asserting that Mrs. Emerson
had, or was going to have, one precisely similar, it was considered
rather a singular phenomenon, by the good ladies of Amity, that
she never appeared in public dressed in any of these superabun-
dant garments. It was, indeed, a pretty generally admitted fact,
that Mr. Emerson's smiles and graces of manner were reserved for
the public alone.

The bargain was at last concluded, and the girls left the store,
closely attended, as far as the door, by Mr. Emerson, who, amid a
profusion of bows and smiles, bade them good morning.

"Now, Chris," said Bessie, "where shall we go to take
dinner ?"

The doctor's large, white house stood invitingly near, but
Bessie declared her intention of dining with Mrs. O'Reilly; not
because her house was an inn, for that was hardly remembered
'y the villagers, but, if the truth must be known, because Mrs.
O'Reilly always could tell all the news; and Bessie, though a
good-hearted girl in the main, was, in this respect, unlike the
generality of hersex, in being the least bit in the world fond of
gossip.

So she walked through the little garden, and entered, without
knocking, Mrs. O'Reilly's kitchen. All was spotlessly clean there
for the good lady was her own housemaid, and prided herself r
little on her household skill.

There sat the mistress of the house herself, in a low rocking-
chair, for her work was "done up" long since, and she was
busily engaged in sewing.

She was a tall, and rather stout woman, who, in her younger
days, had made some pretensions to beauty. Even now, the
widow bestowed a good deal of care on her personal appearance.
Her thick, black hair was always neatly arranged, her dress
always smart, and her eyes retained all their old sparkle and fire.

She greeted her visitors with great cordiality, and bustled
2*
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about to take their bonnets and capes, which, having been accom-
plished, she threw open her parlor, and insisted on their walking
in. Ifwas not a large room, but it was as neat as the kitchen;
for Mrs. O'Reilly was a sworn enemy to dirt in all its forms, and
it was a boast of hers, that any one might go from the top to the
bottom of her house, on a voyage of discovery, and be unable to
bring off even a tea-spoonful of dirt as a trophy. This room
rejoiced in a carpet, which was the product of the widow's own
loom; its wool had been sheared from her sheep, then spun, dyed,
and woven into the fabric by her own hand. Stiff, green
paper curtains shielded the windows, and rustled at every passing
breeze.

The fire-place ws filled with branches of evergreens, and tall,
dried grasses, in tall vases, stood in the corner of the room. Two
or three glass lamps served as mantel-ornaments, and a lounge,
which was a specimen of Mrs. O'Reilly's powers in the upholstery
line, and which did her credit, also; several cane-seat chairs,
a table, and a looking-glass, the latter tastefully trimmed with
green leaves, composed the furniture of the apartment.

Mrs. O'Reilly glanced at all around with no little pride, for her
parlor was, in her opinion, extremely yell-furnished; and, having
seated herself and her guests to her satisfaction, she began to talk
with great volubility.

Christine sat near the table, upon which laid one or two books,
and she was soon too much engrossed in the contents of one, to
heed the conversation going on. She was so entirely absorbed
that she did not reply to one or two remarks which Mrs. O'Reilly
addressed to her.

"1Well, let her read," said her hostess, good-naturedly;. " but,
she beats all the gals I ever see for likin' books. How different
folks is ? Now, I couldn't be hired to sit down and read a book
clean through to wunst, and she wouldn't like no better .fun.
Well, as I was saying, " she went on, "it makes me as mad as

-f

a parched pea to hear Emerson, my dea and ny darling his wife,
before folks, when I know how ugly he is behind the curtain.
She's too meek and quiet. If I only had him a week or two, I'd
bring him into the traces. I'd make him stan' round ; at any
rate, we'd have a fight, and see who cum out best. I only wish I
had him to manage a little while."

"I wish you had," replied Bessie, laughing; for she had an
indistinct remembrance of having heard, that, even in the lifetime
of Mr. O'Reilly, his wife had held the reins of government.

" He's no more fit to be selectman than I be," said the widow,
her broad, red face growing redder as she spoke, "and, if I could
vote, I'd do my best to get him out of office. Did you hear how
mean he served me about the post-office? You know I had been
post-mistress always,.after my poor, dear husband died, and never
dreampt of being turned out. I don't believe there was a soul in
the village that ever dreampt of it either, till that old skin-flint of
an Emerson managed to get me out, and himself in. I Wouldn't
have cared so much for the money it brought in, for, thank good-
ness! I ain't beholden to post-offices for my livin'," continued the
widow, drawing up her tall figure to its full height; "but, ef
you'll believe it, the mean, contemptible puppy actually had the
impudence to say, that the reason I mustn't keep it was, because I
peeked into the letters."

Her voice had gradually risen while she was speaking, and her
eyes flashed fire. "What do you think of that ?" she exclaimed.

"I shouldn't care," replied Bessie, soothingly. "Everybody at
the Mills knows you," and, therefore, ever- body believed Mr. Emer-
son, was her mental addition, which she wisely kept to herself. Ah,
those little friendly asides !

But, of course, Mrs. O'Reilly would be the only one startled
were they made public; or if some flat conversations, all propriety
and made up of honeyed words, might suddenly be well-seasoned
with the spice of truth, and it may be a little wickedness, could
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the unspoken thoughts that have flited through the minds
of each at once find utterance, of course, they are few in number.
Talleyrand was a monster, indeed, to say that the use of language
is to conceal one's thoughts! Of course, that principle, in every-
day life, is rarely acted upon! Oh, no! The frank expression
of our thoughts to each other, is the general rule, and any occa-
sional departure from this, the exception. -V

"Care for old Emerson ? Not the snap of my finger. He
isn't worth talking about," replied Mrs. O'Reilly.

"Have you heard anything about the exhibition lately 2" asked
Bessie, quite willing to change the subject of conversation.

"Heard ? I guess I have. It's nothing but exhibition from
morning till night. I think it's perfectly ridiculous, too! It's
shameful for people to encourage sech things. To think of actin'
a play. I don't so much wonder at the young folks, for they
can't be expected to have good judgment; but, when I see sech
folks as Dr. Lewis, and Square Mercer, and the Preceptor, all
in fur it, I must say I'm perfectly astonished. There's queer
goins on, I can tell ye; rehearsals and rehearsals !"

"But when is it to come off?"
"To-morrow night."
"Shan't you go ?" asked Bessie. -

Oh, I may: I. haven't quite made up my mind," was the
reply; "but now it's getting towards dinner-time, and I must go
out and see to it."

"Let me help you," said Bessie, and leaving Christine to her
book, they were soon busily engaged together, Bessie setting the
table handily, and talking as fast as ever of all the topics of
interest at the Mills.

Suddenly, a carriage drove up to the door, and a lady alighted
from it.

Oh ! Mrs. O'Reilly," exclaimed Bessie, who had been looking
out of the window, "here is a stranger--a lady "
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"Oh, a traveller," replied that lady, in a very unconcerned tone,
as if it was an every-day occurrence, though, in fact, she was as
much surprised as Bessie.

She hastened to the door, and ushered the new comer into the

parlor, examining her, with one steady glance, from head to foot,
and taking in her whole wardrobe at once.

A lady, every tone of her sweet, low voice, every gesture of her
small, white hand, proclaimed her to be, and though her simple
travelling costume, to Mrs. O'Reilly's unpractised eyes, did not

appear suited to her position, yet she treated her, almost involun-
tarily, with great respect.

"Will you have your trunk taken to your room, ma'am ?" asked
the landlady.

"No. I imagine I am quite near my journey's end, and I do
not wish any unnecessary delay."

This she said half to herself; then turning to Mrs. O'Reilly again,
she asked: "Can you tell me, my good woman, the direction to
Mr. John Elliot's house, and the distance there ?"

"So you're going' there, be you ?" was the widow's truly Yankee

reply.
The lady simply bowed in return.
" Well, now, if that haint queer! Why his gals is here this

very day, and they are a goin' home right after dinner. Here's
one on um," and she led the abashed Christine, who had dropped
her book, and been gazing admiringly at the stranger, abruptly
forward.

The lady said nothing, but gazed at the blushing, shrinking girl
searchingly. Christine felt, to her very heart, that cold, keen
penetrating glance, as if her whole system were laid bare before it.

" Her sister is in t'other room," continued Mrs. O'Reilly, and
calling, "Bessie! Bessie !" she hastened to bring her forward
also.

"So this is one of my nieces !" said the stranger, as the landlady
I
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disappeared, as if thinking aloud. "Perhaps you may have heard
your father speak of your aunt Frothingham ?"

"Oh, often! dear aunt !" Christine was on the point of crying
out, enthusiastically, for though but little had ever been said of
her, yet that little had been of a nature to make her, aunt Fro-
thingham an object of peculiar interest to Christine, and her
father's beautiful sister had figured largely in her day-dreams.

She had hardly hoped ever to see her, yet how she had longed
for it. She had been so confident that her 'aunt Julia would
understand and love her, that she had felt almost an insane desire
to meet her. Now her wish was granted, and yet, like so many
things ardently longed for, it brought with it only keen disappoint-
ment.

The chill that crept over her, as those bright, cold eyes surveyed
her, effectually prevented her from making herself ridiculous by
yielding to her first impulse, to spring to her aunt, wind her arms

,around her neck, and tell her how she had longed for this meet-
ing. She knew, instinctively, that such an outburst would be
most distasteful to the lady before her; that so far from under-
standing her, her aunt saw in her only an awkward, homely,
country girl, with whose higher nature she could never feel the
least sympathy, and whose wild imaginings would 'seem to her
only a fit subject for ridicule. Christine's mind was a sealed
book, and her aunt did not possess the power to open it. All
these, and many similar thoughts, rushed through the girl's mind,
as ,she stood silently and awkwardly before her newly-found
relative.

Mrs. Frothingham was, perhaps, equally disappointed, and,
perhaps, did not relish the idea of an introduction' to another
niece of the same sort, for, as Mrs. O'Reilly reappeared, followed
by Bessie, she said, rather impatiently turning from the glass,
where she had been arranging her 'thick, clustering curls, "Pray,
my good woman, is it not dinner-time? I am very hungry ;" and,

4

rather against her will,'Mrs. O'Reilly, with unsatisfied curiosity,
was forced to go back to the kitchen, leaving Bessie, smiling and
blushing, to undergo the same scrutiny to which Christine had
been subjected.

Evidently, Bessie made a more favorable impression, for Mrs.
Frothingham stepped forward, and offered her hand kindly, saying,
"Bessie, I am your aunt Julia."

In a moment, Bessie's arms were flung around her, and warm
kisses were showered on her cheek.

" That will do, child-that will do 1" exclaimed the lady, half
surprised, half pleased, as she unwound the girl's clinging arms,
and escaped from her embrace.

" Then it seems you have heard of me. Your sister, -here, did
not appear to know who I was, when I announced myself."

"Oh, father and mother oft~n speak of you, dear auntie, and
they will be so glad to see you. It is only two miles from

here," Bessie went on, eagerly; "can't you go right on without
waiting for anything ?"

"Oh no, child, no! Don't starve me in your delight ; after

dinner, we will go as soon as possible. But now tell me, how
is your father? Is he well ?"

Bessie replied to these, and numerous inquiries, first drawing a
chair close to her aunt, and taking her small and jewelled hand

admiringly in her own. #
Christine, silent and stiff, sat at a little distance, looking down

if, by chance, Mrs. Frothingham's glance rested on her, though,
whenever she felt that she was unnoticed, her eyes were fixed on

her aunt's face.
She was certainly a very handsome woman. Her jet black

hair curled naturally, and was arranged with much taste, so as to

display the fine shape of her head, and not. to hide the small,
white ear. Her features were regular, her complexion dark, but
clear, and her mouth, though rather too large, was redeemed from
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plainness by her white and well-shaped teeth, which she displayed
frequently in her smiles. Her eyes were large and bright, and,
her whole countenance was animated and brilliant; but, notwith-
standing her beauty, which was undeniable, for her figure was
well-developed and symmetrical; and the little foot, in its brdwn
gaiter, which peeped out from the folds of her dark dress, might
almost have rivalled that celebrated one of Cinderella's; yet Chris-
tine felt that there was something wanting.

It was not grace, for everymovement of her aunt was full of it;
in short, her manner was one of her greatest charms. There was
a sort of indolent repose,- a quiet elegance, that pervaded her
whole person, which seemed to leave nothing to be desired to add
to her loveliness. Nor, could there have been any fault found
with her face or figure; yet Christine saw, at once, that hers was
the beauty of the outward alone, that soul was wanting there.

intellect she might possess, but not heart; and, as we turn, dis-
appointed, from a lovely flower on which Nature has bestowed
every gift, but fragrance, so did Christine, with a sigh, end her
protracted survey of the lovely woman before her.

She thought of all that she had heard of her aunt's history.
She imagined her as she was, a.young and artless country
girl, who, in her simple beauty, had captivated the heart of the
dashing man of the world, who had. withstood the charms and-
graces of myriad belles.

She thought of her, placed by her husband, young, and all
unused to the conventionalities of society, in the midst of his own
circle, among his own high-bred and aristocratic family, who did
not.disguise their contempt of, and dislike to, his young wife.

Christine had heard that such had been her aunt's lot, and she
had imagined her desolate, unhappy, and unappreciated. She had
sympathized with her in her loneliness, and had longed to see her
and cheer her in this, and the greater sorrow that had since come
upon her, the death of her husband, leaving her alone, unshielded

by him, without money and without friends; since, as Christine
had imagined, her pride, lest her unhappiness should be discovered

by the kind but ill-judging sympathy of her own relatives, had
prevented her keeping up much knowledge of them; and his
friends, no doubt, remained estranged from her.

But this romantic picture had no existence in reality. True,
she had been at first regarded with contemptuous dislike by
the family into which she had married; but Julia Frothingham
was not so easily to be trampled upon. She had been a simple
wild-flower, indeed, but, transplanted into the hot-bed of fashion,
soon blossomed into more brilliant beauty than ever.

She knew that she was beautiful, and saw, also, that beauty
was power; and, ere long, with well-disguised delight, as a leader
of fashion, she saw her mother-in-law and sisters following, where
she led the way. She was triumphant; what did she care that

they hated her in their hearts ?
So she queened it, toher heart's content, till her husband's

death; then it was to be the turn of her relations to triumph, for
they were wealthy, and she was poor, and must be dependent

upon them. But, no; to their horror and disgust she determined

to open a boarding-school, and had persevered. Her success

here, also, had been wonderful. She had a large and flourishing
school, admittance to which .was eagerly sought for, since it had
become, under her politic management, so fashionable that it was
considered almost an essential requisite to a fashionable edu-
cation to have finished at Mrs. Frothingham's.

Engrossed in her world, she had hardly bestowed a thought on
her country brother, who alone was left of a once large family.
But, of late, the thought of him had frequently obtruded itself
upon her. He had always been her favorite brother. He had, in
her childhood, been her constant playmate; in her girlhood, her
unfailing friend. To him, she had confided all her hopes and
fears before her marriage, and, in her widowhood, he had
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promptly, and with hearty warmth, offered her a home. He was
still, to her, the brave and manly youth that she had seen him
last, and all the affection of which she was capable, she lavished
upon him.

So it had happened that she had yielded to the yearning, that
turned her steps to the old homestead, where her own childhood
and youth had passed.

In the meantime, dinner was announced by Mrs. O'Reilly;- and
Bessie had, with no little pride, made known to the good woman
that Mrs. Frothingham was her aunt; upon which that lady was
at once besieged by questions, and overwhelmed with exclama,
tions of wonder by the hostess, who had known Julia Elliot when
she was a child.

Mrs. Frothingham's freezing dignity of manner, affected her
questioner no more than the wind that tossed her hair; and, find-
ing that there was no other refuge than flight, Julia gladly
availed herself of this, as soon as dinner was over; and, hardly
had she gone from one door, accompanied by her nieces, than
Mrs. O'Reilly was seen issuing from the other, tying her bonnet
strings as she went; hurrying to impart to the neighbors the
information that Julia Elliot had come to Amity-to wonder why
she had never been'before, since he marriage, and why she came
now-together with any number of other equally important mat-
ters. In fact, ere two hours had passed, the history of Julia
Frothingham, from her childhood up to the present time, had
been canvassed by nearly everybody in town.-

The ride to the homestead was rather a silent one. Christine
would not, for the world, have intruded upon the reverie into
which her aunt had fallen; and, fearful that.Bessie would do so,
she entered into a whispered conversation with her.

She imagined that she understood the feelings with which Julia
again passed over the spots so familiar to her childhood, and so
endeared to her by pleasant associations. I
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She attributed to Julia all the crowding thoughts that filled her

own dreamy mind, as she placed herself in imagination in her

position, and felt for her acute anguish, that the recollection of

the lost lover of her youth must cause her.
Christine might have spared herself all this.
Mrs. Frothingham would have laughed her own right merry,

silvery, and slightly sarcastic laugh, had she known what. was

passing in her niece's mind, and Christine would have been hor-

rified had she known how little, place the thoughts she had

imagined held in her aunt's reverie.
It is well that we cannot see all that is passing in the breasts of

each other. If we are sometimes misunderstood now, we should

be as little known were our hidden feelings laid bare to general

inspection.
Then, as now, the practical and poetical could never fully appre-

ciate the qualities peculiar to each other, and if the wise arrange-
ment, by which, now, each instinctively keeps those sentiments,
which he feels would be distasteful to the other, in the back-

ground, should be annulled, many, who now imagine themselves

friends, might be parted for ever.
Then, as now, those who are congenial would be drawn

together, but not as now, would those, whom slight bonds hold,
remain united.

A sudden turn in the road brought the low, brown farm-house

into view.- Familiarity with the scene never destroyed the charm

of the quiet landscape to Christine, and she would have been

surprised had she realized that.the plainness of the house made
more of an impression on her aunt than the beauty of its situation.

They were greeted, on their arrival, with great cordiality.
Mrs. Elliot ushered her sister-in-law into the fore-room, where the
stiffly-arranged furniture, and a certain something in the air, gave

one an uncomfortable feeling, similar to that experienced by a
mariner landing on an uninhabited island. In truth, that fore-
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room was almost an unknown land. Opened only on great
occasions, for all practical purposes, it might as well have been
dropped off from the house. When quite a young child, Chris-
tine had felt almost afraid of it, and, if obliged to pass through it,'
had always gone with suspended breath and quickened step, and
now that the feeling of awe was lost, it was still a desolate and
uninviting place to her.

Mrs. Frothingham had laid aside her bonnet and shawl in the
little bedroom, which she knew, in old times, was the spare room,
and now she anxiously asked for John.

Mrs. Elliot instantly seized the tin horn, and blew the accus-
tomed summons, and ere long the sturdy form of the farmer was
seen coming up the hill.

"lHe is coming !" said his wife, looking out of the window, and
at the words the tide of worldliness, for a moment, flowed back
front the submerged heart of the woman of fashion, as she
sprang to meet her darling and only brother.

But her beaming smile, which, for a moment, supplied all that
was wanting to her perfect beauty, died out, as the actual, rough-
looking farmer took the place of the imaginary young and hand-
some brother, whom she had half expected to see. She had for-
gotten the lapse of years, and that time, which had touched her
so lightly, united with hard labor, had made him prematurely old
and grey.

He knew her instantly, but with him the time of romance, if it
had ever existed, had long since passed, and his welcome, though
cordial, was not what she had pictured it. It chilled her, and
instantly she was the polished woman of the world again.

She. smiled at herself for the solitary bit of romance that had'
yet lingered about her. It had been the one oasis in her desert
heart, and now that had lost its freshness, and ere long would be
entirely buried by the sands of time. Her eyes were opened, and
she saw him as he was, sturdy, honest, and practical, rough, but

none the less worthy of respect, well suited to his home, plain and

simple as it was; and that home seemed less homelike every
moment to her. Its low ceilings and small windows, its absence

of draperies, its utter simplicity, made it seem dreary indeed, and
she yawned at the bare idea of spending. any length of time in

such a place with no other society than that of her brother's
family and those similar to it.

She answered with frankness John's inquiries as to her situa-

tion, and gave him the credit of being sincere in his expressions

of pleasure that it was so prosperous. He, in turn, made known

to her his purchases of land, explained to her what wood lots and

pasture lands he had added to the old farm, and with no little

exultation told her of his last year's harvests, and his prospects
for the present. To all this, and to the !roubles incident to'farm-
irg, the weevil, the potato rot, the rust, and many others, she

listened with polite attention, for this called into play one of the

qualities which she had cultivatedin society, the art of appear-

ing nterested in what was quite indifferent to her.

She only thought that John had grown very narrow-minded,
but philosophically saying to herself, "We all change," she dis-

missed the subject from her mind.
At supper-time, she was secretly disgusted at being seated at

table without a napkin, and with a' two-pronged steel fork; but

these were minor troubles compared with having around the same

board the laborers of the farm; not only the sons of neighboring

farmers, but really low and ignorant fellows, who plunged their own

knives into the butter, their own teaspoons into the sugar, and helped

themselves to any, or all, of the viands placed' there, in the same

primitive fashion. There was a natural dignity and propriety of

manner about her brother and some of his laborers which would

have prevented any of the grosser violations of etiquette, and it

was all the- more astonishing to Mrs. Frothingham, that he could

bear the want of it in others with such equanimity.

I-
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"I cannot stay here long," was her conclusion, "but, I will
repay to John in part, now that it is in my power, his kindness
to me."t

So, after supper was over, sitting with John in the twilight, as,
she had done so many times when they were children, she began:

"6You have tio fine daughters, John."
He looked at her somewhat surprised, to see if she was sincere.

The comp ure of her features was unruffled.
"Well, as to that," he replied, "they're well enough. Any-

body can see which is the smartest; so, of course, it isn't worth
while for me to try to hide it."

'Which ?" asked his sister.
"Why, Bessie, of course."
"She is very pretty, and Christine is hopelessly plain," replied

Julia, musingly: then, after a pause, she added, "They ought, to
be well-educated. You know what I mean, John. Something
more is required, in these times, than when we were young; and,
of course, they have no opportunity here. Now, if you are will-
ing, I will take both of them to educate."

"Thank 'you, Julia ; you mean well," replied Mr. Elliot, "but,
still it would be all nonsense. . They are a plain farmer's
daughters ; and, if they should go with you, and get their heads
full of all sorts of notions, that may do very well for some girls,
it would only disgust them with home and our plain way of liv-
ing, just as it has you, Julia. They may go to school here-they
may learn as much as they need; for women don't need to learn
much to be good -rives and mothers, and that will do for them."

"I don't agree with you, John," returned his sister.X
"Of course not," interrupted Mr. Elliot; "I don't expect you

to; but, my mind's made up. Besides, they don't want to go."
"Will you leave it to them ?" asked Mrs. Frothingham, whom

a little opposition only rendered more urgent to gain her
cause.

14
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Mr. Elliot glanced out of the window; there was his pretty
Bessie coming towards the house, while James Cameron walked

by her side, bearing two pails of milk foaming from the cows.
"Yes, ask Bessie," said the shrewd old man, pretty confident.

what her decision would be.
"Bessie, come here 1" and the maiden obeyed the summons. As

.she stood there, her long, flaxen hair a little dishevelled by the
night air, but only displaying more fully its golden abundance, her
transparent ooinplexion, bright, blue eyes, and mouth, dimplin'g
into smiles, made her altogether, as her father thought, nor was
he alone in his opinion, the prettiest girl in the country. Chris-
tine had followed her; and a more striking contrast could hardly
have been found, than she presented.

Her form lacked the roundness that gave to Bessie's fresh and
youthful figure its charm. Her dark, gleaming eyes, the only
redeeming feature in her face, were deep-set, and thus gave a hol-
low expression to her countenance. Her sallow complexion never
deepened into a tinge of color; and there was a sad, eager expres-
sion on her whole face, when it settled into quiet, that was far
from pleasing. She slipped into a chair, near the door, to feast
her eyes on the beauty of her aunt's countenance, which pleased
her as any beauty did.

"Bessie," said her father, "your aunt says she'll take you
to her school, and educate you; but, I tell her that it isn't worth
while, to unfit you girls for your true position in life; that you
had rather stay to home with your father and mother, to help
them along, now that they are going down the hill of life, and
never leave them, without it's to go to homes of your own. 'Now,
wan't I right ?"

",Stop, Bessie," said her .aunt, as she was about to reply. "Had

you not rather leave home for awhile; to be educated-to learn
how to live-to have your mind expanded and cultivated-than
to go on in a quiet, humdrum way all your life? It would not

I
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be deserting your father or mother, or neglecting your duty
to them-it would only be performing a duty to yourself, that of
cultivation."

"Fiddle-stick !" exclaimed the farmer. "Walk in, James!" to
the young man who stood in the door. "Bessie, my child,
decide."

"Decide for yourself!" interposed Mrs. Frothingham.
Bessie was about to speak, when suddenly her glance rested on

Christine, who, with parted lips, eager eyes, and hands convul-
sively clasped together, was looking at her with an intensity of
anxiety that went to her sister's heart.

"Father, I do not want to go, but, do let Christine. Do let
her, dear father," she continued, leaning her cheek, caressingly,
against his brow, and smoothing his thin locks with -her soft
hand. "Aunt Julia, I should never learn much. I doit like it,
to tell theta truth, but Christine loves books, oh, so dearly! Let
her go !"

"Certainly," said Mrs. Frothingham, coldly, "if you consent,
John."

"I will see," he replied; and, in an agony of hope and fear, fo-
in no other way can Christine's state- of mind be described, she
passed a wakeful night, for .to-morrow would be a crisis in
her fate.

THE EXHIBITION. 49

CHAPTER III.

THE EXHIBITION.

THE workmen had long before finished their breakfasts and
gone to the hay-field, when Mrs. Frothingham entered the kit-
chen, which also served as dining-room; for Mrs. Elliot, well
knowing that her usual breakfast hour would seem unreasonably
early to her guest, had allowed her to sleep quietly on, and now
had prepared a second meal.

Chr istine had been out to gather strawberries for her aunt, and
their rich scarlet hue contrasted well with the snowy table-cloth.
The nicest of cream biscuit smoked there, and there, too, was the
sweetest of butter; coffee that had exhausted Mrs. Elliot's skill,
and many other dainties--in fact, everything that could tempt a
delicate appetite.

Mrs. Frothingham was dressed in a white muslin wrapper,
which, confined at the waist, flowed back, displaying a skirt
elegantly embroidered; her little foot was encased in the prettiest
of toilet slippers, and her hair was half-hidden, half-revealed under
a light breakfast-cap; on no occasion did she neglect her toilet,
and now, as ever, she looked the very impersonation of delicacy
and refinement, and about as much in place in that lowly
kitchen-as a tiara of pearls would have done on her good sister-
in-law's slightly disordered tress~s.

Christine undertook the task of serving her. aunt, but often
forgot to discharge her duties, so absorbed was she ii admiration
of her beautiful relative.

3
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Mrs. Frothingham was not slow to perceive the impression her
beauty had produced on her niece, nor was she insensible to this
unintentional flattery. It somewhat softened her feelings towards
the girl, and made the idea of taking her home with her, rather
more palatable.

"Well, Christine," she said, "are you going back with me?"
Her tone was kind, and, with less embarrassment than usual,

the girl replied, " I don't know, but I hope so."
Her voice was sweet and clear, and th pleased her aunt's

fastidious taste.
"I may make something of her yet," she thought. "At any-

rate, she shall go."
"Miranda," she said, turning to her sister-in-law, who stood

near, "are you not willing to let me take Christine under my.
charge for awhile ?"

"Well, yes," replied Mrs. Elliot, "as I was telling John last
night, she isn't good for much to home, for she never was handy at
anything; but she's a pretty good girl after all," she went on, for
once in her life, observing the tears that rushed to her daughter's
eyes, "and if she could be qualified for a teacher, she might do
well. So John and I concluded that if you would let her pay for
her tuition after awhile, by teaching in your school, she might go;
otherwise she can't, for John says he won't be beholden to any-
body, if it is his sister, though we're both jist as much obliged to
you."

"Very well," replied Mrs. Frothingham, "that need be no,
objection. If she proves capable, I shall be only too glad of her
services as teacher. So we will consider it settled. She is
to go."

Chr' tine's eyes flashed with wild delight; she sprang to the
door, for e could no longer control herself, and flying up stairs
to her sa actuary, the unfinished chamber, she exclaimed, "I am
going! I am going !" as if the old room, which had witnessed her'

f
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sorrow and loneliness so often in the past, had been a living
thing, and could sympathize now with her in her present happi-
ness.

So delighted was she, that she had, in this far greater pleasure,
quite forgotten that which was in store for her on that very evening
-the exhibition at the Academy. She was reminded of it, ere
long, by Bessie, who came to tell her how glad she was that her
sister's long cherished desire to go to school was to be gratified,
and to talk over, also, the evening's entertainment.

A play neither had ever seen. Christine, indeed, had read all
of Shakespeare's, which she had borrowed of the doctor. She
had laughed and wept, by turns, as she had pored over those
wonderful volumes; but though she knew that they were some-
times acted, she had but' a vague idea of the manner in which it
was done.

"Everything comes together, don't it, Bessie, dear ?" said
Christine. "I should have thought it was enough to go to the
exhibition, and yet I am going with aunt Julia, too. It is almost
too much. I can hardly believe that I really am going."

Bessie replied kindly, and though, in her heart, she feared that
her sister's pleasure would not be so great as she anticipated, she
forbore to damp her joy by any of her own forebodings.

The day passed swiftly away, and at the appointed hour, James
Cameron drove up to the door with his wagon, ready for its
load.

Mrs. Prothingham had accepted their invitation to accompany
them, and with Bessie and James occupied the only seat, while
Christine sat behind on a cricket. All were in the best possible
spirits, and merry laughter filled the air, as they drove slowly
down the road to the Mills.

The Academy was brightly lighted, and crowds of villagers
were already on their way thither, as our party alighted from the

wagon, leaving James to tie his horse to the fence, at a little dis-
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tance, where I great many other horses, attached to all manner
of vehicles, were already fastened.

The entrance of Mrs. Frothingham created quite a sensation,
but the whispered remarks on her dress and appearance were
interrupted by a twitch of the green baize curtain, which hunk
down, concealing the stage from view.

It rose slowly, and displayed a wide platform which had been
built over the dais where the preceptor usually sat; -the walls and
sides that bounded this were tastefully draped with cambric,
which the imagination of the audience was expected to invest
with the various scenery appropriate to the different occasions.

There was breathless silence in the assembly, and all gazed
fixedly on the fair young daughter of the lawyer, who, in the
person of Elvira, lay, in a graceful attitude, on a couch. Very
pretty she looked in her white dress, the color coming and going
in her cheek, as she felt, rather than saw, the gaze of so large an
assembly. Valverde's entrance, a tall and not particularly grace-
ful youth, however, somewhat relieved her, and though she forgot
to rise at the proper time, and her voice, at first, was quite
inaudible, in a few moments she so far recovered herself as to
speak distinctly, though it was evident that she was thinking
more of saying her part correctly than of putting any emotion
into her words.

Valverde amply made up for any deficiencies in this line. He
shouted his part at the top of his voice, and his exclamation,
"Hear me, Elvira !" was given in a tone, and with an attitude, as
if he had been addressing an army about to give battle.

It was evident that he had made what, in theatrical parlance,
would be called "a decided hit;" and not even )Pizarro, on his
entrance, dressed in the brilliant uniform of Squir4 Mercer, which
had seen service in the general muster field, where that worthy
soldier had distinguished himself as one of the aids, could entirely
overshadow the glory of the fortunate Valverde.
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Pizarro's voice was equally loud as that of his secretary, and,
like him, he. so roared out every remark he made, that ere long
he became quite hoarse from his exertions. He paced up and
down on the stage, as if he had been walking on a wager against

time; he swung his arms and rattled his sword to such a degree
that the audience were fairly electrified. So fierce was he that

Christine actually trembled when the captive Orozembo was
dragged in; and, though she admired, she half wondered at his

boldness in braving thetyrant to his face.
Cora, Rolla, and Alonzo, each had their full share of admira-

tion; in fact, never did a company play to a more indulgent
or appreciative (which means the same thing) audience. Each of
the players had his circle of friends and admirers present; and, if
Cora did occasionally forget her speech, Alonzo was so obliging
as to reply to what she ought to have said, and there was no
unnecessary delay.

The play had been condensed by the actors, partly from the
lack of performers to enact subordinate parts; for, though there
had been a great supply of volunteers for Alonzo, Pizarro, and
Rolla, there had been an equal scarcity of soldiers and other
subordinates, and the transitions from one scene to another were,
therefore, necessarily abrupt; but the scenes which were given
were so powerfully rendered thai they certainly overbalanced any
minor defects.

Cora's anguish, indeed, was quite overpowering. She had for-
gotten, it is true, all that she ought to have said, and would have
been placed in an awkward position, had it not suddenly occurred
to her to faint away, a phase in her agony for which her fellow-
performers were as unprepared as the audience; and their conse-
quent perturbation was certainly the most natural part of the
play, and caused that scene, also, to be universally admired.

Rolla's death struggles were truly frightful to behold. Many
such death scenes would have exhausted him in reality. H

THE EXHIBITION#
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rolled over and over-he groaned deep, unearthly groans-he
waved his arms wildly-and, in short, prolonged. his dying ago-
nies to a most unmerciful length of time. It was evident that he
felt that this was his final appearance, and he was resolved to
nake the most of his last gasp.

He did at last subside into comparative quiet; but it is uncer-
tain whether he had decided to die even then, for before he had
time to commence another convulsion, the curtain fell.

So ended the great exhibition, which had served for food for
conversation for weeks previous, and did so for weeks to come,

After the first burst of admiration was over, came the reaction,
as is usual in all such cases of rapturous delight. Mothers rejoiced
that their daughters had not been engaged in such a public affair,
and poor Cora and Elvira were universally pronounced bold. It
was discovered that nearly every lady in the village had, all the
while, considered it highly improper, and would on no account
have allowed her daughter to take part in it. It was also stated
that the majority of the young men attending the academy could,
not have been induced to have made such fools of themselves as
to have personated Rolla and Pizarro. On the other hand, state-
ments were made by the actors which went to prove quite the
contrary; and so great was the excitement, that the exhibition on
which the preceptor had counted so much to increase the popu-
larity of his school, bid fair to have an entirely different effect.
He received letters from the trustees, requesting explanations.

He explained, reasoned, persuaded, and was at last only too
glad to have the subject dropped entirely, with the assurance
that as it was the first, so it should be the last exhibition Qf the
sort, under his administration, at least.

Of all these civil troubles, Farmer Elliot's family knew but lit-
tle. They were too far removed from the village to enter with
great zest into the topics of the day ; and, just now, too, in addi-
tion to the duties of the farm, Christine was going away.

She had never been a personage of so much importance before,
nor was she destined to remain so long.

Her wardrobe was very speedily got in order, and, with her
aunt, she started on her first journey. How much she enjoyed
her sail in the steamboat. How delightful it was to pass down
the beautiful river, looking at the scenery in quietdeft to her own
thoughts-for Mrs. Frothingham sat by, reading a new book.
Christine wondered at her calmness, for she herself was in a rap-
turous state of excitement. All was so new to her, and all was to
be so delightful in her new situation, that she felt perfectly
happy.

The change from the steamboat to the cars at last, which was

necessary to be made, aroused her aunt; and they were soon
whirling along towards her new home.

If she had enjoyed the quiet gliding of the steamboat, the
rapid, exhilarating motion of the cars suited still better her eager
and restless mood. It seemed to her almost as if she was flying,
like Sinbad, on the roc's back, as she caught now a glimpse of
rocks-now of smooth fields-and again of pleasant villages-in
her .rapid course.

"We are near our journey's end, Christine," said her aunt.
" I am glad enough. It is so terribly tedious to travel-a day
actually seems as long as a week."

Christine made no reply, for she could not sympathize at all
with the remark. To her, it seemed one of the greatest pleasures
imaginable, to be able to go over the world when and where she
chose.

I
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though rich, there. Her foot sank into the soft carpet, whose

deep, rich colors harmonized well with the heavy green curtains
which shaded the bay-windows, where soft lace drapery also fell.
A small marble table stood in the centre of the room, directly
under a chandelier, and a large mirror, opposite the door, reflected

the quaint-looking chairs, with their straight and carved backs,
so perfectly, that, at first, Christine took it to be the entrance into
another apartment, and had been startled- to perceive a stranger

girl there.
"Oh, how beautiful it is 1" was her thought, as she contrasted

all around her with her own plainly-furnished home, and it seemed
to her, that in so lovely a spot, it would be impossible to be other-
wise than happy.

She had yet to learn that happiness is wholly unaffected by
externals.

She had sunk back on a luxurious lounge, half closing her eyes,
and giving herself up to a sort of passive enjoyment, when Mrs.

Rogers reappeared.
"II will show you your chamber, Miss," she said; and Christine

followed her through a tesselated hall, whose lofty walls and hei(
own echoing footsteps, reminded her of pal-aces of which she had
read. Up a winding stairway she followed her guide through
another hall to a chamber, whose door stood open. She entered
it and was again alone.

"Can this be mine ?" was her delighted thought, as she glanced
at the furniture of pale blue and gilt, the pretty chairs, the low
bedstead, the bright carpet, and best of all, a small bookcase con-
taining a few books.

The chamber was, indeed, very prettily, though simply, fur'-
nished, but to Christine's inexperienced eyes it was magnificent
indeed.

From the window she gazed with new delight, for it com-
manded a fine view of the grounds around the building, and the

3*
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CHAPTER IV.

WOODLAND VALE.

IT was at the close of a pleasant day that Christine and he.
aunt reached Woodland Vale, where was situated Mrs. Frothing-
ham's school. It was not a large town, and she seemed to be
well known as a personage of distinction, by the crowd of loiterers
around the depot. They made way for her respectfully, as she
entered her carriage, leaving her servant to attend to her
baggage. It was a plain but elegant vehicle, displaying, as did
everything else about its owner, her good taste.

A short ride brought them to the Seminary, a large, stone
building, surrounded by extensive grounds, tastefully laid out,
while tall trees were scattered around, singly or in small clumps,
giving an air of naturalness to the grounds, which would else
have seemed too artificial.

Mrs. Frothingham was met at the door by the housekeeper, a
tall and stately personage, who greeted her mistress with great
respect, and looked at the plainly-dressed Christine with no little
surprise.

" This is my niece, Miss Christine Elliot, Mrs. Rogers," said
Mrs. Frothingham. "Have you a room in readiness for her ?"

iI will have one in a few moments, Ma'am," replied Mrs. ]Iogers,
ushering Christine into a small but elegantly-furnished apartment,
called the reception-room.

Christine had never seen anything so beautiful, yet all was plain,
II,

if
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sunset clouds of crimson and gold, in all their gorgeous and ever-

changing beauty, were outspread before her.

She had stood there for a long while, all unconscious of the

lapse of time, when a light rap was heard at her door, and her

aunt entered. She was dressed in a bright blue silk; she. wore

also a delicate lace stomacher, and updersleeves of the same rich

material. Her whole attire was tasteful and becoming in the

extreme, and if she had been in doubt as to her taste, Chris-

tine's glance of admiration might have satisfied a more exacting
artist.

"What, Christine ! your dress not yet changed ?" she said, in a

tone of surprise.
"I forgot, dear aunt," was Christine's timid reply. "It was so

beautiful here that I did not realize how late it was."

"I dislike dilatoriness exceedingly," was Mrs. Frothingham's

answer. "The tea-bell will soon ring, so pray proceed at once

to change your dress."
Fortunately Christine was not detained by doubts as to which

dress she should put on. She had but one best dress, her pink
calico, which she quietly assumed, and in a few moments she was

ready to accompany her aunt, who- had been waiting for her. to

complete her toilet.
She glanced at her niece, and, merely saying, ",We will soon

remedy all that," led, the way to another apartment, a large
drawing-room.

Here, too, was everything that a luxurious taste could desire.

Over all the elegant trifles there, Christine cast one hurried glance
and hastened to gaze at the paintings with which the walls were
hung.

"Oh, how lovely !" she exclaimed, pausing before a landscape,
whose quiet beauty reminded her most forcibly of her own home.
but before the next, Mariana, she held her breath with an
emotion, half pleasure, half pain. That beautiful, hopeless face

-weary with hope deferred! Its expression went to her heart.
She knew, even before its name was given, the history of that
lovely woman. She had felt too keenly the unrest and eager
longing depicted there, not to sympathize deeply with this in
another, and gazing there, she forgot that it was but a painting,
and tears rushed to her eyes.

She was recalled from her reverie by a sweet and plaintive
melody. Mrs. Frothingham had seated herself at the piano, and
touched its keys with a master hand. The music, the painting on
which she had gazed so long, the stillness of the hour combined,
had raised Christine to the highest pitch of excitement. She
could bear it no longer, but flung herself on a couch, while tears
that she could not restrain, and whose cause she would have been
unable to tell, flowed fast over her cheeks. She wept on noise-
lessly, with a blissful sense of relief, when suddenly the tea-bell
rang, and her aunt called to her to come into the dining-room.
Ashamed of her tear-stained face, she obeyed.

"Bless me! What have we here !" exclaimed Mrs. Frothing-
ham, in a tone of annoyance, as she glanced at the girl in the
bright light. "For mercy's sake, what are you crying about?
Are you home-sick ?"

"No."
"Then, what in the name of common sense is the matter ?"
"I don't know," murmured Christine.
"Nonsensical! You must know. What was it that made you

cry? Speak-I must be told."
Her tone was imperative, and Christine replied, simply, "I

think it was your music, Aunt Julia."
Mrs. Frothingham shrugged her shoulders. "More nonsensical

still," was her impatient reply.
She said nothing more till they were about leaving the table,

then she suddenly turned to her niece, and went on-
"Christine, there is nothing that I dislike more than affectation,
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and the affectation of sentimentality is certainly one of the most
disgusting phases of .that odious trait. I see a tendency to that
in you, and must insist on your correcting it at once. Let me see
no more of it."

"Indeed, aunt Julia," began the girl, with eyes again swiim-
ming with tears; but Mrs. Frothingham interrupted her-

" There is no occasion for any display of your temper. That I
certainly shall not permit. Control yourself at once, or retire to
your room."

Christine was accustomed to self-control. She repressed the
sobs that were ready to burst forth; nd with a mingled feeling
of sadness and awe, gazed on her aunt.

Was it possible that her sweet lips could syllable such cold,
stern words? Could she, so delicate and beautiful, be harsh?

"It must be because I am so unprepossessing," was her
thought. "Nobody can love me-nobody can understand me."

With deep humility, Christine returned to the parlor, and witb
a sad feeling of loneliness, she sat there once more, reserved
and silent.

Mrs. Frothingham flung herself on a couch with a book in her
hand; but, though she appeared to. be reading, she was intently
studying Christine's face. She prided herself on her penetration
in reading character, but this .time she was at fault. Sulky she
pronounced her, as she gazed on the sad face and downcast eyes'
of the girl before her, and, with a vague feeling of dislike, she
turned again to her book.

Why was I so fot i as. to plague myself with her ?" she
asked herself: An ignorant, silly, ill-tempered, and awkward
girl. Well, I have done it, and must make the best of it," was
her mental reply.,

Christine, what are you in such a brown study about?" she
said, aloud.

"Nothing," replied Christine, timidly, for she had seen enough

I
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of telling her real thoughts; nothing should tempt her to do that

again.
"Pshaw !" said Mrs. Frothingham-" I detest equivocation-.

but, I might have known better than to ask such a question. I
see you have not quite recovered your temper. I hope a night's
sleep will restore you to your usual sweetness, at least."

"We shall have a good deal to do to-morrow," she resumed,
after a silence which Christine did not venture to break. "You
must go to town and get some dresses, to make you presentable
before school commences. The vacation is now nearly over, and
you have no time to spare. I should advise you now to retire;
Mrs. Rogers may conduct you again to your room, or do you
think that you remember where it is ?"

I can find it, I think, replied Christine, rising and approach-
ing the door. She hesitated, turned back, and stopped
again.

What now ?" said Mrs. Frothiugham, coldly.
Please forgive me !" exclaimed Christine, impetuously. "I

am so sorry to have offended you."ay
You can best prove your sorrow by avoiding a repetition of

your offence," replied Mrs. Frothingham. "Certainly, I forgive
you. Good-night."

Good-night,"7 said Christine, as, with eyes dim with tears, and
heart swelling with sorrow at this cold reception of her advances,
she sought her chamber. By turns angry with herself and again
with her aunt, she lay weeping on her couch. She had imagined
that, placed in a different positio',-she should be better under-
stood, and, therefore, happier; but now she felt confident that
this had been a delusive hope. She must still repress the expres.
sion of her thoughts, still go on wearily and unhappily, perhaps,-
her life long. Her heart rebelled at this, and, as of old, she
angrily asked, "Why was I made so unlovely? So different
from Bessie-from all the world? [ will not try to improve," she

/
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bitterly thought. "God made me hateful, and as he has made me,
so let me remain. It is no fault of mine."

With such, and still wilder and more bitter thoughts, she fell.

asleep.
She awoke the next morning with an indistinct recollection of

some painful event which had happened to her, and as she dressed

herself, and recalled her yesterday's experience, she resolved on a

line of conduct for the future.
"I will treat my aunt respectfully, but with coldness equal to

her own. I will trouble her with no expressions of love, or, in

fact, of any other emotion. I will do as poor Bessie used to ad-

vise me, appear at least like other people; but, thank heaven, my

thoughts are my own. So tlat I keep them to myself she has no

right to interfere."
Quietly Christine bade her aunt good morning, and forced her-

self to reply, with outward politeness, to the remarks addressed to

her.
Mrs. Frothingham contrasted the calm exterior of her niece with

the stormy outbursts of the previous night, and congratulated her-

self on the improvement visible in her. ' "I can mould her as I

choose," she said to herself, little dreaming that on the night before

she had been as the softened steel, easily to be moulded, and that

now this calm manner betokened only a return to such hardness

that she would more easily break than bend.
Breakfast over, they prepared for a visit to the city.
Mrs. Frothingham, before starting, charged Christine not to ex-

hibit any of her half-savage delight and astonishment at what she.
might see. A fish of the eye was all her reply, as they left the
house.

No fashionable lady could have shown more indifference than

did Christine, as they entered shop after shop making the various

purchases. She allowed her aunt to decide what she would buy
without a word, and followed her mechanically from counter to
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counter. The knowledge that all these articles were bought for
her did not soften her in the least towards her aunt.

I'It is her own selfish pride that prompts it," she said to her-
self; "why should I be grateful for it? Besides," she added, bit-
terly, "to be grateful is to to be sentimental, which I must avoid."

They next went to a dressmaker, who held a long consultation
with Mrs. Frothingham, and proceeded to fit Christine, who stood
as passive ast ever, At last, all was done, and they returned to
Woodland Vale.

"I hope you are satisfied with your wardrobe," said Mrs. Froth-
ingham.

"It is very handsome," replied Christine, "and I am much
obliged to you."

The tone was as cold as. Julia's, but the words were proper, and
Mrs. Frothingham was satisfied. She was more than that, she was
pleased, for Christine was growing quiet and lady-like.
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CHAPTER V.

SCHOOL-LIFE.

IT was the morning on which the term commenced. For seve-
ral days past, 6ne or two pupils, from a long distance, had arrived
at the seminary. and now a whole bevy of girls, from sixteen to
eighteen years'of age, assembled at Mrs. Frothingham's.

With what stately grace she welcomed them; it was more like
the reception of a queen than an interview between teacher and
pupil. Many a fair girl envied her the graceful inclination of the
head, and the quiet elegance of her manners, and not even the
haughtiest scion of a haughty family ventured to assume any airs
in her presence.

All was decorous and quiet in the house, for noise of any kind
was as sedulously guarded against as if it had been a crime. Mrs.
Rogers was, in her way, as good a manager as Mrs. Frothingham
herself, whose manners she aped so far as a naturally high and
fierce temper could allow her to do so. She ruled with a rod of
iron over the domestics, and in this department Mrs. Frothingham
never interfered, satisfied, so that all went well, she never checked
the exercise of her authority.

Mrs. Frothingham, herself, taught nothing.

She had a full corps of teachers, whom, as well as her pupils,
it was her province to oversee-and she discharged her duties ad-
mirably. Nothing escaped her eye, and nothing could prevent her
setting right whatever was amiss. She was never severe, yet

nothing was dreaded more than a summons to her private

parlor.
What transpired in that room was never made public, and the

mystery that shrouded it made it more dreaded than any publicity
could have done.

Mrs. Frothingham's soirdes, which occurred once a fortnight, were
also a peculiar feature of her establishment. They were attended
by all the ilite in the town, and by them alone, so that a card of
invitation was as eagerly sought by a lady of doubtful position,
who was making that desperate struggle to get into "the first so-
ciety," as is a raft by a drowning man. The girls of the higher
classes were always present on these occasions, unless some misde-
meanor had caused them to forfeit their right of appearing there
and no one knew better than did Mrs. Frothingham how to make
a party pass off well.

Her pupils were allowed to mingle freely with the opposite sex
on these occasions, but her Argus eye was upon them, and as assi-
duously as their own mothers could have done, did she watch the
progress of a flirtation, ready to check it'at any time, did it degen-
erate into regular love-making, or did it seem not just an eligible
match.

Matches were not frequent at Mrs. Frothingham's, and the few
which had been kindled there had been entirely satisfactory to the
friends on both sides, and though it of course increased her cares,
she preferredkeeping up her soirees as they were oie great secret
of her popularity.

" Any one can tell Mrs. Frothingham's gadtaes," said the
mothers, "their manners are so perfect wIh dey enter society.
They do not appear like novices, but agif theylhd been accus-
tomed to it their whole lives."

And why should they not? For sbiety theyvere fitted. To
shine in the circles of fashion was thegnd and i of their educa-
tion and ambition. For that end, they jabbered French, sang

/
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Italian, played the piano, harp, or guitar, and danced every imagin-
able figure.

By degrees, Christine began to be accustomed to the novel ways
of her aunt's household. She. had actually arrived at the point of
acquitting herself with credit at the table, where, at first, she had
betrayed utter ignorance of the use of finger-bQwls "and nut-pickers,
and had also been quite forgetful that napkins were intended for

use, not ornament.
In these matters, she had been drilled before the arrival of the

pupils, and had now only to be glanced at by her aunt's vigilant
eye, to remember and put in practice all that was required of her.

In school, too, there was the most rigorous attention paid to
propriety of manner. A careless or awkward attitude was more
severely reprimanded than a failure in a lesson, and here poor
Christine found herself most frequently at fault. Engrossed in.
her studies she would bend- over her book, till, too weary to
remain in that position, she would lean back ,carelessly to rest
tierself, forgetting that there was such a thing as grace, till'
reminded, by the sharp voice of Miss.Blanchette, that "Miss Elliot,
was forgetting herself."

She began soon to take dancing lessons, and here her awkward-
xess was more than ever conspicuous.

Monsieur Chapparel shrugged his shoulders when he glanced
at her standing stiffly before .him-

'"Mon Dieu !" he exclaimed, when he saw her graceless attempt
to take the first steps; and her consciousness that she was not
only awkward, but that thirty pairs of eyes were fixed upon her,
and that she was an object of ridicule to those same thirty owners
of visual organs, only increased her embarrassment and stupidity.
She was at last given up by the Professor, with an impatient
charge to practice in her own apartment, and sitting down at one
end of the long hall, she looked on with a mingled feeling of envy
and disgust at the dancers there-

IJ-

She was extremely unhappy, for painfully sensitive to ridicule,
which she was too proud. to show, she hated herself and all around
her. "Better that I had remained in my own home," she
thought, "than to come here to be despised."

Tears rushed to her eyes, for she felt that she was unnoticed,
and might allow them to fall. She held her handkerchief to her
eyes and wept quietly, and, as she supposed, unobserved. At
length she ceased to weep, and glanced again at the gay girls who
were circling round and round the room, to the delight of their
teacher.

A couple came close by Christine, and one exclaimed, "Let me
stop! I must tie my slipper-lacing; it is broken. Take some other
partner !" and she sank on the bench where Christine was sitting.

"Ah, Miss Elliot," she said, "you are resting, too, I perceive."
"I have not been dancing," was Christine's reply.
"Not dancing! You don't like it, perhaps."
"I don't know anything about it," answered Christine. "This

is my first lesson, and if I can judge anything from that, I detest
it and the sound of a violin even."

Her companion threw back a cloud of flaxen curls that had
fallen over her face as she bent over to fasten her lacing, which,
after all, was not broken, and laughed a right merry laugh.

aAh, Miss Elliot," she said, "it won't be long before you tell me
tbat there is nothing in the world so delightful as dancing. Look
now, at Terese Vaughan waltzing with Monsieur Chapparel-is she
not lovely? How graceful she is !"

"But I am so stupid," sighed Christine, "I shall never learn.
I feel so awkward hopping and standing on one foot, and drawing
up the other, and all that sort of thing. I can never do it before
such a host."

"Oh, I know all about that," replied the girl. "I have been
through it all, and, if you wouldn't be offended, I think I could
help you to take the steps in your own room."
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- "Will you, indeed ?" How kind !" exclaimed Christine.

"I will come after tea, to-night, shall I .

"Yes, if you will."
"And now, before I go, for that sweet polka is altogether too

fascinating to be resisted, and I must go and find a partner to

dance with, let me introduce myself to you. You haven't an idea

who I am, I know, now have you ?"
"No," replied Christine, simply.
Her companion laughed.
"'I have not that honor,' you should have said, Miss Elliot, but

I'll excuse you. In fact, this whole interview has been far from

being according to rule. I should have said, 'Miss Elliot?' in an

inquiring tone, on which you should have graciously inclined

your head. I should then have said, 'Miss Annie Murray,' on

which you should have taken my offered hand, and assured Miss

Murray of the pleasure it gave you to make her acquaintance, &c.,
&c. Then we should have talked of the weather, the dancers,
&c.; but, alas, we cannot remedy the past. Good-bye," and with a

smile and wave of the hand, Annie Murray had joined the dancers.
Christine watched her slight figure, as she whirled around the

room, with no little interest. She was extremely graceful, and
was by no-means the least attractive in the room. There were

others there far handsomer, but there was a certain something
about Annie that involuntarily attracted and fixed one's attention.

Not one of her features, in itself, was beautiful, but she was

generally allowed by all to be very pretty, nevertheless. Her com-

plexion was, indeed, uncommonly clear, her eyes bright, her smile
s~veet and frank, and her manners easy, graceful, and entirely
unaffected.

This freedom from affectation might have been her chief charm,
for it could not be claimed for many of Mrs. Frothingham's pupils,
who displayed every variety, from that of listless languor, to
hauteur and coldness.<4 V-
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The polka was over, and Annie chatted gaily with many of her
schoolmates. She did not again approach Christine until the
close of the lesson, when, as she passed her, on her way to her
room, she said, with her bright smile, "After tea, in your room.
Remember !"

After tea, her light rap was heard, and she entered Christine's
chamber.

Are you ready, mademoiselle ?" she said, gravely throwing
herself into an easy-chair. "If so, proceed."

Christine hesitated.
Proceed !" repeated Annie, with an impatient tap of her foot

and her pupil obeyed. It was done but very awkwardly. Her
teacher could hardly repress a smile. "Very well I" she said

Again !"-and, somewhat encouraged by her fancied success
this'time Christine really did better.

"Bravo . cried Annie, keeping her pupil unmercifully goin
over and over the steps, until she really had learned them
perfectly.

"That will do, my dear Miss Christine" she said at last.
Who knows but that you will be one day a celebrated danseuse-

If so, pray remember your old teacher, Annie Murray. I shall
expect a large reward for my services, particularly as I mean to
keep on with my lessons, that is, till I get tired of teaching. And,
now, Ijust look over your possessions as my pay for the first
lesson. I shall take my pay as I go, you see."

Christine laughed and took her seat, watching Annie as she
opened the closet and examined her dresses, commenting on them

s she did so. Very good taste diJplayed m your wardrobe, Miss
Elliot, but allow me to say, that you needn't feel very much com-
plimented, for I haven't an idea that you selected it; and now for
your bureau," she said, approaching it and opening a drawer.

"Oh, fie! fie! Does this belong to a young lady?" she said
imitating Miss Blanchette's voice exactly. "It is a perfect chaos

CHRISTINE.68
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-- brushe, laces, books, pens -aper, slippers, &c., &c. Miss

Elliot will please remedy this, Ibefore my next call. And now,

just tll me1 something about'yourself," she said, resuming her

natural vpiojand manner, "for, do you know, I like you, and am

determi-ded that you Shall like, me in return."

" I have nothing t tell," replied Christine, " except that I have

always lived at home, in the country, till my aunt brought me

here to be educated."

"Well, that is too provoking," returned Annie. "Here I had

made up my mind to listen to an extremely interesting story, for

somehow I imagined that there was something marvellous and

mysterious about you. But, it can't be helped, and you are not

to blame, I suppose, for it; so I will keep on liking you, and still

give you dancing lessons."
Christine said notl ng.

"Why don't you ask me ny history, now ?" said Annie, turn-

ing to her companion.

"I didn't think o it," 1 wa the reply.

"In other words, you didn't care. That's flattering, to be sure.

Nevertheless, you shall hear it. I aT the only daughter of a

wealthy gentleman in, New York, where I was born and bred;

and, as I am a city product, I know the country only by reputa-

tion. That there is such a' place, I devoutly believe, as I believe

in Russia. I have never seen it, though; for I don't call sailing

past country-seats and villages on our way to the springs, or visit-

ing fashionable sea-side resorts, going into the country, though

ma does. No, I've been to springs and watering-places, and such

affairs, but, as to the countrycas I told you, I display faith of the

purest sort, that without sig'It. I have an idea that it is very

charming to live in the country, is'it not ?"

"It is beautiful," replied Christine, "but I was glad to leave it.

Everybody likes change, I think," she added, musingly, while her

deep ey s assumed that abstracted, earnest gaze so common to

them, for she was thinking how she had longed for change, and
how little happiness it had brought her.

Annie Murray sat looking intently at Christine; she evidently

puzzled and amused her.
"Miss Elliot, you are getting tired of my agreeable company,"

she said, at last. "But, no; the truth is, you had forgotten that
you were enjoying that pleasure. Never mind-no apologies;
though, in fact, I don't believe you thought of making any. I
shall certainly do myself the honor of calling again, for I don't
doubt you will be happy to see me, though you haven't said so.

Adieu, Miss Elliot, adieu," and, with a graceful curtsey, and
"don't forget that chaotic drawer," Annie Murray left her hap-
pier than she had been for many a day. She felt that in her she
had really gained a friend; and it was a very pleasant thought.
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CHAPTER VI'

TRIED AND SENTENCED.

A rAR had passed, and rapidly to Christine, who plunged
into her studies with a zeal and earnestness that bid fair to place

her in the front rank of the pupils, and to outstrip all compe-
titors, notwithstanding her former disadvantages. She had,, for a

long time, continued the private dancing lessons, under Annie

Murray's tuition; and her teacher's cheerful, merry ways, and
constant kindness, had quite won her heart. Aside from Annie,

she had not made many friends, for she was reserved and made

no advances, and her quiet, retiring manners did not attract

many towards her.
But, Annie she really loved. She was never weary of perform-

ing tasks for her, such as the writing of exercises, doing of sums,

and the like, for Annie was far from being a good scholar.

It was late in the evening, but Christine still bent over her

books, quite engrossed in the solution of a mathematical problem.

Suddenly, the sound of the hall clock striking ten aroused her;

and, hastily putting aside her books, she prepared to obey the
bell, which rung out its quick peals, the signal for retiring.

There was a slight tap at the door, and softly it opened,

admitting the slight figure of Annie Murray, in her night-dress,

alone.
Christine looked at her in surprise, and exclaimed, "For mercy's

sake, why are you here ? You are breaking the rules, and you
know how particular Mrs. Frothiugham is, in enforcing them."

"Don't speak so loud, Christine," whispered Annie, in reply.
"Nobody will ever find it out, and I want so much to finish reading
this charming book. My room-mate is so disagreeable she. wont
let the light burn for the fifteen minutes that we are allowed after
ten, and .so Islipped in here, seeing the light under the door. Now
you will just let me stay here these few minutes, won't you ?" she
added, coaxingly.

Yes," said Christine, rather unwillingly, and Annie seated her-
self at once, and read with avidity. Fifteen minutes flew by
rapidly, and the step of the teacher, whose duty it was to see that
all the lights were extinguished, was heard.

"Annie, Annie !" cried Christin1e, "Miss Durand is coming."
And in an instant all was dark. The teacher passed by down the
long hall, and returned again slowly; then the sound of her foot-
steps ceased.

"Now, Annie, good-night," said Christine, in a tone of great re-
lief. "You can slip into your room, and nobody will be any
the wiser."

But Annie only lighted the gas again, laid a mat against the
doorsill, that the glare need not shine through into the hall, and
seated herself again near the table.

Annie Murray, are you crazy 2 Do put that light out in-
stantly," exclaimed Christine, in low but determined tones.

"Oh, Miss Durand is safe in bed by this time, and I have only
a few pages to read. I am dying to know how this book ends.
Do let me sit here a few minutes. It will do you no harm, and I
should think 'you might grant this little favor to one you pretend
to love."

Christine hesitated, but made no reply, and Annie, taking her
silence as consent, read on.

-Christine fell into an uneasy slumber, and still Annie sat there
reading.

Suddenly Christine was awakened by a stir in the apartment,
4
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and opening her eyes with a start, she saw Miss Durand standing
in the door, and heard her stern voice, "What does this mean,
Miss Elliot ?"

Christine glaneed round the room; no Annie was in sight; the
light burned brightly, a chair was overset, and a book lay on the

floor near the0bed. At a glance she saw it.all-that she would be

considered the culprit, and with a deep sigh, she sank back upon
the pillow from which she had started up on her first waking.

Miss Durand stepped forward a1d picked up the book, then

tossed it from herewith a look of disgust---
"1One of Paul de Kock's execrable novels," she said. "I un-

derstand it perfectly. You have not deceived me with your pre-
tended sleep, and natural start and waking-excelent piece of

acting as it was. I did at first think it possible that you forgot to

turn off your gas, but this reveals the whole. I shall report you

to Mrs. Frothingham immediately on her rising in the morning."
"Oh, Miss Durand have mercy! Do not, oh do not, I am

innocent, indeed I am," began Christine, in the most supplicating
tones, and wringing her hands in anguish.

The teacher looked at her with cool contempt. "I shall do my

duty, Miss Elliot," she replied. - "Rise and put out your light
now," she added; and as Christine obeyed she lifted the book

from the floor again, and saying, "I will take this valuable volume
with me, and, think perhaps now you may be trusted to retire

again," left the room.,
The instant the door closed after her, Christine felt herself en-

circled by soft arms, and Annie's sweet voice whispered,
"Heavens.! how horribly I have been frightened. Every mo-

ment I expected those Argus eyes of Miss Durand would spy me

out behind the curtain, and I trembled so lest you should say
something that might lead to my discovery. I didn't believe you

would. betray me intentionally, Chris dear, but taken so by sur-

prise as you were, I was terribly frightened lest some unguarded

word should slip out. But you have sabed me;'best, dearest of
friends !"

Christine withdrew herself from Annie's embrace and exclaimed,
"Could you then stay in your hiding-place, and hear me charged
with your fault, yet make no effort to shield me. Annie Murray, I
would not have believed it of you. I did not know where you
were; but to think that you were in this room, and saw and heard
it all without one word to save me-Oh Annie, Annie ! and I
thought you were my friend !"

Annie's only reply was a flood of tears.
Christine's heart softened at the reality of the'girl's distress.
"Poor child," she said, ge11tly. "Do not take what I have said

too much to heart-I was hasty-I know how it was. You were
so stupefied, so taken by surprise, you could not speak. You were
not yourself; but to-morrow you will confess it all."

"Oh, Christine, I cannot! Hate me, despise me, as I despise
myself, but I cannot do it. It would kill me. The very idea of
meeting Mrs. Frothingham's stern eye nearly drives me frantic;
and worse than that, the disgrace. I am no favorite of hers.
You have no idea how long my mother tried to get me here;
and, now, if I should be sent home, and I dare say Mrs. Froth-
ingham would be only too glad of the excuse, my mother would
never forgive me.

"Oh, Christine, you do not know what you ask of me. Betray
me if you will. I cannot prevent it; but no, I do not, I cannot
believe that you will ruin your poor Annie, You can save me.
She is your aunt, and you will receive nothing more than a repri-
mand, while I should be disgraced for ever. Oh, Christine, you will
not betray me."

Her voice was full of agony, choked with sobs, and ever and
anon she paused to try to keep back the tears which she could
not restrain-the scalding drops fell on Christine's hand, which
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she clung to convulsively, as if to lose her hold of that was to lose
all hope.

Christine could bear it no longer. Annie had been kind to
her, and she blamed herself for her own want of firmness, to which
she attributed the whole misfortune.

" Annie," said she, "I promise you I will not betray you."
Then, as'Annie, began to shower caresses and thanks upon her,

she pushed her gently away, saying, "I cannot bear that. Go,
now, and leave me to my fate."

"I do not blame you, Christine," replied Annie, humbly; "I
despise myself for my weakness; but you, so bold, so brave,
cannot know how dreadfully I suffer."

"Go," was Christine's only reply, and in a moment she was
alone.

Alone with her tormenting thoughts and self-reproaches ; weary
of the long night hours, tossing restlessly on her couch, yet dread-
ing the morning, when she must face her aunt. Imagining the
interview, by turns shrinking from the idea. of it, or longing to
have it over; or falling into an uneasy sleep, to wake, with a start,
from dreadful dreams, only to realize that more dreadful things
were in store for her in reality. - For she built no false hopes'on
the bond of relationship between her judge and herself, and, at
last, worn out by her feverish tossings on her bed, she rose, dressed
herself, and paced up and down her room, holding her aching
head tightly in her clasped h-ands, or pressing her throbbing
brows on the window-pane, as she looked for the first grey beams
of daybreask-

Morning came at last, and now that it had come, Christine
thought that she would even pass through another night dike the
last, rather than to meet her aunt, as she must soon do. As the
hours passed on, she felt like him of old in the iron shroud, which
slowly, surely compressed its walls around him; so was time nar-
rowing around her. every instant bringing nearer the crisis in her

fate. Each passing step thrilled through her every nerve, and
sent a cold shudder over her frame.

At last there was a rap at the door, and a servant entered with
her breakfast. She could not taste it, but allowed it to remain
untouched where the waiter had placed it. A half-hour passed,
and now came a summons to go to Mrs. Frothingham's apart-
ment.

She followed mechanically, and was ushered into a darkened
room, where, for the first few minutes, she could distinguish
nothing. The door closed behind her, and she stood silently
there, whether alone or not, she hardly knew. As her eyes grew
more accustomed to the light, she saw her aunt, dressed in dark,
heavy robes, sitting at the further end of the apartment.

Obeying her first impulse, she sprang forward, threw herself at
her aunt's feet, and, without being able to speak, burst into a
flood of tears.

Mrs. Frothingham waited till the violence of Christine's grief
had subsided, till her tears were spent, and only a suppressed sob
escaped her at intervals; then she spoke

"I am ready to hear your confession."
Rapidly the whole scene of the past night flitted through the

girl's mind. What could she say truthfully, without betraying
Annie? Nothing-and with a choking voice, she exclaimed:
" What shall I say ?"

"Say!" repeated Mrs. Frothingham. "Tell the truth, girl.
Where you got this execrable book. Tell me the whole story,
immediately."

"The book is not mine," replied 6 hristine.
"Who lent it to you'?" asked Mrs. Frothingham.
"Nobody. It was not lent to me," sobbed Christine, checking

herself suddenly, and bursting into tears'
"What do you mean, girl ?" asked M4s. Frothingham, sternly.

"Do you think I am to sit here and cross-question you in this
manner? Go on at once: tell me what you have done., Miss
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Durand has told me her side of the story, let me hear yours, and,
remember, no lies! If you do not wish to inculpate the one who
furnished you the book, you need not now-that is not now the
point. Confess at once your fault, tell me what excuses you have
to offer, and begin."

"I have nothing to confess, no excuses to make," sighed Chris-
tine.

"Nothing to confess !" repeated Mrs. Frothingham, in a voice
of indignation. "Did you not read this book last night after the
hours, when we allow no lights to burn, thus breaking the rules,
and, when discovered, endeavor to feign sleep ?",

"No, ma'am," sobbed Christine.
"What!" ejaculated her teacher, "you dare to deny it all:

What explanations have you to offer, then, of the appearances so
much against you?"

"4None !" replied Christine.
Mrs. Frothingham's eyes flashed; her lip curled, as she gazed

on the -prostrate form of the girl, who, unable to endure her gaze,
buried her face in her hands, then rising, she touched her con-
temptuously with her foot, and exclaimed, "Begone !"

Stung to the quick by this treatment, Christine clung convul-
sively to her aunt's robe, which swept by her, exclaiming, "Oh,
Aunt Julia, do not so utterly despise me! I confess I have done
wrong 1"

The words, indistinctly uttered as they were, amidst sobs and
tears, at once arrested Mrs. Frothingham's attention. She paused,
and asked quickly, "Are you ready, then, to admit your false-
hood, to make full and free confession ? Do so, if you would be
forgiven."

" Oh, would to Heaven that I could! but I cannot. I cannot,"
exclaimed the poor girl; and, thinking this hesitation arising only
from her want of courage to avow her fault, and disgusted more
and more with her half-confession, Mrs. Frothingham sternly shook
off the grasp with which the girl still clung to her robe, as if she
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had been a venomous reptile, and, in her sternest voice, bade
her " Go !

" Go !" she repeated, as Christine slowly arose from the floor.

"Your fault I could have forgiven. I did not look for gratitude

from you, and you have not disappointed me in slily setting
an example of insubordination; but to select such a book as this

for a companion, and worse than all, to lie to hide your fault, to
persist in your falsehood, even when promised forgiveness, this
shows a depth of depravity I had not looked for in one so young
And you arp my brother's child. 'I blush to own that a drop of
my blood flows in your polluted veins. Never dare again to call

me ' aunt,' wretch that you are! Begone! Do not stand there

shedding crocodile tears, you only increase my disgust. I can

endure the sight of you no longer !"
She waved her hand with a gesture of disdain,:but the girl did

not move.
"Am I, then, to be sent home, in disgrace ?" she asked, her

pale lips quivering, and her pale hands clasped so convulsively
that the fingers seemed buried in the flesh itself.

"No," replied Mrs. Frothingham. "You are to stay here in
disgrace ;" and, as she observed the sudden gleam of joy that spar-
kled in Christine's eyes, she added, "but understand what it is to

remain here thus. I.t is only because it is a still greater punish-

ment that I design for you than banishment could be. You, who

have forfeited al claims to mercy; you, whose sin is so aggra-

vated that it demands aggravated punishment, remain then, but

as a Pariah, an outcast, with us, but not of us. Reflect well on

what this is to be. Shunned, despised, degraded, as the liar, per-
sisting in his falsehood, deserves to be."

With these words, she again waved her to the door-and, half-

stupefied by the violence of her emotions, Christine staggered out

of the apartment. Her eyes were swollen and aching from her

long fit of weeping, her lips pale and quivering, her whole counte-

nance haggard, and wearing an expression of the deepest suffer-
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ing. A servant stood near the door, who assisted her. to her
chamber, for she could hardly support herself. Everything
whirled about her; darkness gathered before her eyes, and just as
she reached the threshold of her chamber, she fell heavily.to the
floor.. The servants placed her on her bed, and applied restora-
tives; her aunt did not enter her room. Her punishment had
begun. A Pariah she was, indeed. The strictest orders were
given that no young lady should speak to her-no teacher address
her, except in her recitations-and' no servant, unless in the per-
formance of her necessary duties.

Thus days passed; and Christine's last hope, that Annie, seeing
her desolate condition, might confess her fault, or release her
from, her promise to keep the secret, died out within her.

Alas! the very severity of Christine's punishment, ignorant as
she was of what had passed in the interview between aunt and
niece, on which poor Christine had built her hopes of Annie's
relenting, was, in reality, the greatest obstacle to her confession.

"If she is so unmerciful to her own niece, what would be
my fate ?" she said to herself; and so shut her eyes to the
reproachful glances which Christine cast upon her, and endea
vored to forget her own guilt.

CHAPTER V I I

EXPIATION.

CUT off thus from all intercourse with those, around her, looked
upon with scornful, wondering, or pitying eyes, as the case might
be-for her guilt was only vaguely guessed at, as it was Mrs.
Frothiingham's policy to keep secret the faults committed at her
school-Christine had nothing left her but to toil on in her stu-
dies; and into these she threw her whole soul. In these she for-
got, for a while, her own sorrows, and this she was glad to do, for
she knew that she was growing bitter and sour towards all around
her.

It was hard to hear the merry laugh and cheerful conversations
of her schoolmates, and to know that she could not join them, and
harder still to see those merry sounds hushed as she passed by,
while the group would gaze at her with awe and wonder; to over-
hear sometimes, too, as she did, the various surmises as to her
fault,.a dreadful one, all agreed, that could deserve so severe a
Punishment.

The consciousness of her innocence did not support her under
these trials. It seemed to her that it made them all the harder to
bear. She could hope nothing for the future, from Annie, and
gradually she submitted to her fate with a passive endurance that
was almost despair.

She had been poring over her books one evening, till her head
and her very brain seemed to ache; and, leaning back in her
chair, she thought of her old home, and longed, rh, how earnestlyI
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for the sisterly love of her sweet Bessie; she who had never under-

stood her, and yet who loved her so sincerely; she would never

have doubted her, would never have believed her guilty, no mat-

ter how aggravated might be the apparent proof against her.

Gradually more peaceful thoughts stole over her. Her eyes

closed, and again she was in the wide fields and shady woods so

familiar to her; again she laid her head on the soft, green grass,
and felt the light breeze lift the hair from her fevered brow.

Bessie was by her side; she laid her cool, soft hand on her head,

her fragrant breath floated over her cheek, her sweet lips were

pressed to her own. She started up; it had been so real she

could hardly think it a dream.
She looked around bewildered, where was she? No wide-

spread hay-fields met her gaze; nothing but the four walls of her

cell, as she bitterly called it.
She sighed a deep heavy sigh; was she dreaming, or was it in

reality re-echoed? She looked quickly behind her-there stood

the slight figure of Annie Murray. A fierce flash lighted Chris-
tine's pale face as she looked on the girl.

"Did you lay your hand on me? Did you dare to kiss me?"
she exclaimed, angrily.

"Forgive me, Christine," was the poor girl's reply, as she
crouched on a low stool near her chair.

Christine did not speak for many minutes. All that she had
suffered came up before her, and when she lifted her bowed head
to meet the fixed gaze of Annie, she said, bitterly-

"Are you not satisfied with your work, that you must come
again to break the rules, and then, in your own.peculiarly skillful
way, slip out, leaving me to bear the penalty of your fault ?"

"Oh, Christine, do not speak so harshly," sobbed Annie. "In-
deed, I have suffered too. I could bear it no longer, to .see you
innocent, and a close prisoner, shunned and despised, while I, the
guilty one, was still treated with kindness. Oh, you have not suf-
fered more intensely than T".

-N

Joy sparkled in Christine's hollow eyes at these words.

"Annie, you have felt for me then. You were not so heartless
after all, and you have come to tell me that you will absolve me
from my promise ?"

Her tone was painful in the depth of her imploringearnestness.
Annie sat silent, weeping bitterly.

"Speak, Annie," Christine hurriedly went on. "Tell me, are
you ready now? Shall I send a servant, and call my aunt here at
once to hear it all ?"

She rose, as she spoke, and approached the door, but Annie
sprang forward and clutchd eagerly at her dress.

"Stop, stop !" she cried. "Are you mad? Remember your
promise !"

The light faded dut from Christine's joyful face; she leaned
heavily against a chair; the hopes that for an instant she had in-
dulged, made it doubly bitter to sink back into the calm of des-
pair. She roused herself. She would make one more effort,-

"Annie," she said, "it is not'for the fault that you committed
that I am so severely punished ; it is because I will not tell a lie,
and admit that I am guilty. So, you see, you would not be severely
blamed if you would confess. Do, for my sake, for your .own,
summon up courage, and tell the truth, or permit me to do so."

"Oh, no, no 1" sobbed Annie, wildly, catching Christine's hand,
"you will not tell; you promised, you promised ! And every day
has made it worse. If she would forgive the first crime, she would
never pardon my allowing you to suffer for me. Oh, I never
could bear it! You will not tell, good Christine," she went on,
trembling in every limb. "Say, just once, that you will
not !"

"I am not a liar," replied Christine, coldly, "and I have already
given you my word. But if you knew what I endure-" she
began.

Annie interrupted her, "I do know," she cried; "but you do
:ot know one half of my agony. I am so frightened 1est it
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should come out. I tremble at words that I imagine may have
some clew to our mystery. I dream horrid dreams, and wake in
a fright ; then I am so fearful that I shall talk in my sleep of what
I dream of continually. Your pale face, too, and weary look,
haunt me eyery moment, I cannot'escape them. In my gayest mo.
ments I think of you, alone and unhappy, and worse than all is
the feeling I have towards myself. I know how selfish and mean
I am, and what a hypocrite I am; every kind word makes me
feel so guilty that I loathe myself. Christine, you cannot suffer
worse than this."

"I pity you, Annie, indeed I do," said Christine, for she could
not cherish anger against the poor, trembling culprit before

,her. "No," she said, "I would not exchange 'my situation for
yours."

"But is there nothing we can do?" said Annie, breaking the
silence that ensued. "Tell me once more what Mrs. Frothingham
said."

Christine repeated what had passed at the interview. Every
word that had been Uttered was engraved on her memory in in:
effaceable lines; the hot blood rushed to her cheek as she recalled
her aunt's bitter words, and she meRtally resolved never to deserve
them.

She paused at last, and Annie went on,-.
"If you had only owned it, she would have forgiven all."
"Yes," replied Christine, mechanically.
"Well, why not ?" resumed Annie, persuasively. "Why not

tell her you did it ?"
A glance of indignation shot from Christine's deep eyes.
" How dare you propose such a thing to me? Do you hope to

degrade me to your own level? I have heard enough. If you
came here only to insult me, now that you have accomplispePj your
purpose, you had better retire."

Abiie still sat in her low seat, glancing timidly at Christipe
who paced up and down the room in her fierce anger, waiting for

2

her outburst of passion to subside. When at last she ceased her

hurried wilk, Annie rose.
"Forgive me,' Christine," she said, humbly, "I do not blame

you for hating me. Nobody ever can love me again !"

She took Christine's hand, pressed it to her lips, and in an in-

stant was gone.
Christine was alone. She felt no longer angry. The humility

of her friend had touched her, and she pitied her. She thought -

of the change that had come over that fair, young face within the,

few past months; the fresh, full cheek had grown thin and pale';
the eyes, once so full of animation, were now heavy and listless,
and that mouth, once wreathed with smiles, now wore only a wear-
ried and troubled expression.

"Poor child!' I was harsh to her !" she murmured, and her
heart smote her. The offence -was not thought of now; only the
suffering which it was evident had embittered Annie Murray's
young life as well as her own.

"I wish I had been more gentle with her, poor thing !" sighed
Christine; and, as she walked up and down her chamber, shie re-
solved to do all in her power to show Annie, when next they met,
that she did not cherish unkind feelings towards her. She would.
smile pleasantly when she caught her eye, she would, whisper,
"Dear Annie," when she met her in the passages. "A bruised
reed he shall not break." These words haunted her continually.
"Where have I seen these ?" she asked herself. She thought of
various authors. At last, half aloud, she exclaimed, "I have it-
the Bible !" and, for the first time, since her exile, she took up
the Bible, and was soon absorbed in its glorious poetry.

EXPIATION,
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CH APTER VIII.

THE PARVENU' S DAUGHTER.

"WHAT a blessed institution a holiday is, girls !" exclaimed a
fresh-looking young girl, entering the small parlor in Mrs. Fro-
thingham's house, which was known as the Young Ladies' Recep-
tion Room, and which was fitted up in excellent taste.

It looked very cheerful now, for. the sun shone in brightly,
adding even fresher tints to the rainbow-hued carpet, and lending
a warmer glow to the faces of the young girls, who were assembled
in the apartment. It had a very home-like and comfortable look,
with its piano strewn with music, its table heaped with books and
pamphlets, and the groups of girls, some sitting in a cluster,talking
earnestly, and others lying on sofas; while one or two were seated
near a tatle, work-baskets by their sides, engaged in some pretty
piece of, fancy-work. A few young ladies had books in their
hands, but they did not seem to engross their attention so much
as the gay chat .of the merry group who sat in the centre of the
room.

A pretty sight it was, those happy, careless girls, types, as they
were, of almost every style of beauty-representatives of nearly
every State in the Union. There were fresh, energetic, and bloom-
ing New England girls; frank, dashing maidens from the West;
dark-eyed and stately Southern exotics; sallow West Indian and
sprightly French girls; and mingled with them slender, delicate,
and stylish girls, city bred, and a class by themselves.

"Saturday is the finest day in the week," continued the new

comer, who had seated herself on the piano-stool, and touched

now and then a note, as if playiug an accompaniment to her own

words.
"I should like Saturday better," yawned a tall and rather

showy-looking girl on the sofa, "if it didn't come so near to

Sunday, but that is almost enough to spoil it. The idea of going
to church twice a day, to hear drowsy old Father Merrit drawl out

his monotonous sermon, is enough to give any one the horrors."
"To be sure, Agnes, that is not very delightful," replied the first

speaker; "but then you ought to do as I do; just go off in a day-
dream of your own, and never mind what the old gentleman says.
I just hear a hollow murmur like this," she said, taking a large
shell from the mantel, and holding it to Agnes' ear, "and that

doesn't disturb me; it helps me on. So it does the good wardens

I know-they sit there as calm and, composed as you please, and
yet I'd wager any money they couldn't tell ten words of the

parson's sermon, if they were obliged to do it, to save their

lives."
"Well, Sallie," exclaimed Agnes, "don't talk any more about

Sundays. 'Sufficient unto the day is the evil thereof.' I believe

you have disarranged my hair, with your shell," she added, rising
languidly from the sofa, and proceeding to the mirror to replace
the falling lock.

Sallie ran her fingers lighty over the keys of the piano, and
then dashed off into a spirited polka. One or two of the girls,
inspired by the music, sprang up, and were soon circling round

the room. In the very midst of a bar, Miss Sallie stopped.

"Why don't you go on?" exclaimed the dancers, suddenly
brought to a halt.

"I was thinking of -home," she replied. "How Uncle Jake
does flourish on that polka-don't be Ag? Oh, what wouldn't

I give to see home, pa and ma, mammy and all the people.
How many weeks is it before the examination ?"
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"Three months," replied a chorus of voices.
"Then we graduate, Agnes," went on Sallie, "and then for

home. Don't you all long for the day to come ?"
"I'm sure I do," said a fair-haired, blue-eyed girl, who had been

circling round in the polka. "I do so long to come out. To go
to balls and to the opera, for - ma is so strict, she won't even let
me enter the parlors when we have company now; but this winter
I shall not be a school-girl-hateful words-any longer. I shall
have finished! One of Mrs, Frothingham's graduates !"

"I suppose, Miss Rowena, that will be enough to ensure your
success in society," said a tall and not particularly pretty girl,
who had not before taken any part in the conversation.

"Allow me to inform you, Miss Helen Harper," said the girl,
replying more to the tone than to the wordsspoken, "that the
Howards have always been leaders in society. Ours' is an old
family. We can date back to some earl or duke, I forget just
which, in England, as the founder."

"Well, what of that? My grandfather was an honest black-
smith, and I am prouder of that than if he had been some degen-
erate lord."

"I wouldn't tell of it," sneered Rowena, "if I did spring from
such low beginnings."

Helen glanced around the room; she read in the faces of each
and all that she had lost caste by this declaration. She laughed
heartily.

"I verily believe," she said, "if I had declared that I had in-
herited the leprosy from my worthy grandfather, you wouldn't
look more horrified. Now isn't this nonsensical pride ! Are we
to be judged by our ancestors, instead of by our own actions and
merits ? If so, I am glad I haven't Rowena's long line of sin-
ners to answer for. My grandfather was a sturdy, honest, pious
old Puritan, but a blacksmith, and a very good one, so I have a
solid foundation to rest on, an iron one, at least. Which is better,

/

that, or the broad back of the old Dutchman that you are so proud

of, Miss Weisenbaum? I wont hurry you to reply," continued

Helen; "I have something to attend to in my room, and will re-

lieve you aristocratic young ladies of my plebeian presence.

"Rowena !" exclaimed several girls at once, in accents of hor-

ror, as the door closed after Helen. "Did you know that her

grandfather was a blacksmith, or is she only in fun?"

"I didn't know anything about that, but I'did know what I never

intended to tell about her."
"What is it? What is it ?" exclaimed several, in a breath.

Rowena hesitated.
"Do tell us," she was again urged.
"Her father was a retail grocer"

"HeavensI" "You don't say so!" "Is it possible?" inter-

rupted her auditors.
"And her mother," pursued Rowena, "was a shop-girl P

This capped the climax.
"How came she here ?" asked Annie Murray, who had been a

silent but attentive listener.
"To tell the truth," replied the descendant of the Howards,

"my mother introduced her."
"Your mother 1" exclaimed Annie, in surprise. "How happened

it?"
"Why, you see, they moved up town, into an elegant house, in

Fifth Avenue, and had it furnished without regard to expense, for
Mrs. Harper was resolved to get into society. She moved heaven and

earth to do it; and, to do her justice, she is a splendid-appearing
woman. She made out to get into the first society; for, the truth
is, in these degenerate days," said Rowena, with a sigh, "that

wealth, judiciously expended, will do almost anything. Mother

called on her, and liked her very much; but I never saw her so

shocked as she was when she found out that she ad, made the ac-
quaintance of a quondam shop-girl. At irst sh resolved to drop
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her, but finally she did not. She said, what is very true; though
these parvenu people rarely ever take a firm place in society, yet
their children do; so, for the children's sake, she tolerated Mrs.
Harper, and obliged her by introducing Helen here. Helen seems
to be more like her father, and don't have, nor ever will, one half
the elegance of her shop-girl mother. So that's'the way she got
in here," concluded Rowena; and, in truth, this was the result of
a long, and diplomatic course of policy between the high-born
and poor, and the plebeian and wealthy families.

Mr. Harper knew little of his ambitious wife's struggles to gain
a position for her children and herself among the fashionables of
New York. He allowed her to take her own course, and she had
bent all the energies of her active mind to this one end, and, after
many struggles, and not a few humiliations, saw herself, at length,
at the summit which she had so ardently longed to attain. It was
a triumph which she alone enjoyed, for her husband, she knew,
could not understand her desire or rejoice in its fulfillment; and
her only daughter, Helen, inherited all her father's lack of false
pride 'as to their antecedents, gloried in their prosperity -as the
result of her father's labor and talents, and despised even the
word society, from having heard i-t so much talked of.

But she should go to Mrs. Frothingham's-that 'vould change
all her notions--so the mother thought, and upon this she acted;
what the result was may be j dged from the previous conversa-
tion.

Annie Murray broke the silence that ensued, after the brief
sketch of the family history of the Harpers was concluded, by
saying, "We laugh and sneer at these parvenu people a great deal,
but, after all, they are to. be pitied. Think of that proud Mrs.
Harper, now, having to submit, as she did, to Mrs. Fitz Gerald's
insults without resenting them, for fear she should not receive an
invitation to that select soirie of Mrs. Fitz's at the close of the
season."

AV

"Did she get the invitation ?" asked one or two eager
voices,

"Yes," replied Annie, "but they say it cost Mrs. Harper that

elegant diamond bracelet of hers, for Mrs. Fitz admired it, and
that was enough."

"But it's Mrs. .Harper's turn now," interrupted Rowena.

"Mother used to tell Mrs. Fitz (she's ma's cousin, you see, and
they are just like sisters), to let Mrs. Harper alone; that she was

one of the kind that was sure to take the front rank in society
sooner or later, one of the pushing kind, you know, and that she

would be sure to retaliate whenever she got in power. Well, Mr.
Fitz Gerald's business got involved, and,. if you will believe it,
through Mrs. Harper's influence in some way, Mr. Harper had

him completely in his power, and Mrs. Fitz had to go to Mrs. Har-

per-actually humble herself, to beg her to save them from ruin.

Wasn't that a triumph for the parvenu? Dear me, it's such a

pity that society isn't here as it is in England, each class kept en-
tirely and distinctly by itself. It don't make the lower orders any
happier, this continual struggle of theirs to rise above their level,
and I'm sure it's very annoying to people born in the upper classes
to have les nouveaux riches continually intruding upon them."

"What, not through with society yet ?" exclaimed the clear

voice of Helen Harper, as she reentered the room. "For my
part, Pm tired of it! I had rather be shut up like that poor Miss
Elliot, than to hear such a constant din of first families and upper
classes. It's worse than the patter of the rain; and, by the way,
girls," she said, "have'any of you found out what that poor thing
has done, that's so dreadful? Annie Murray," she continued,

you used to be with her considerably before her disgrace,
haven't you any idea what she was guilty of ?"

Annie trembled, and turned pale, as Helen's searching eyes
rested on her, but she replied-

"I! How should I know? Mrs. Frothingham keeps her own
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secrets. But, Christine is a good girl, and I don't believe she has
done anything to deserve such close confinement."

"Neither do I," returned Helen, emphatically. "It's my opin-
ion that she's suffering unjustly," and, again, her keen glance
rested on Annie. She changed color and turned away, unable to
bear that piercing gaze, which seemed to read her secret.

"La, Helen, what is it to you what the girl has done ?" asked
Rowena. "It's likely that Mrs. Frothingham knows what she is
about; and, I can assure you that she wouldn't thank any of us
for expressing our opinions on the subject. You know she
always makes a mystery of every such thing."

" Yes, it is decidedly mysterious," replied Helen, slowly, and'she
mentally added, "I verily believe Annie Murray knows more than
she chooses to tell. I will find out what it is. Annie," said she,
aloud, "if you will come to my room, I'll teach you that new
crotchet pattern you were wishing to learn."

" No, thank you, Helen," was the reply, "I don't care about
trying it to-day; some other time will do as well."

"Aba! you don't care about being alone with me," was Helen's
mental rejoinder to these words. "Very well," was her audible
answer, and she turned away; while Annie joined a group who
were listening, with profound attention, to Agnes Delancy's
account of a fancy ball at New Orleans, her dress, and that of,
many others; not to be outdone, Rowena took up the subject of
dress, in her turn, and described the wedding-dress of her elder
sister, and that of her six bridesmaids, with other equally inter-
esting particulars, to all of which her listeners paid distinguished
attention, with the exception of Helen, who, tired of "corsages,
berthes, and tulle," and who could not enter, with any interest,
into the discussion of the merits of Valenciennes, Brussels, and
point laces, withdrew again into her own room, after she had
made some sarcastic remarks, which were, in her presence,
received with contemptuous tossings of the head alone; but, no

93THE PARVENU'S DAUGHTER.

sooner had she gone, than she was universally declared to be low

in her tastes, betraying in everything her ignoble origin.

" Low blood will show itself," was Rowena's concluding remark,

and again she returned to the charge, running over the various

kinds of laces, with their relative prices, as glibly as if she had

served an apprenticeship at selling them.
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C HAPTER IX

THE CONFESSION.

ON her way to her room, Helen glanced in at the half-open
door of Christine's apartment. Her pitying eye rested on the
thin, sharp features of the girl,who sat there, leaning wearily back
in her chair, pressing her hand to her head, apparently uncon-
scious of all around her.

" This solitary imprisonment is a cruel punishment, no matter
what she has done," thought Helen, "and I will find out what her
offence is, at any rate."

But, for several days, she could get no opportunity to speak to
Annie, who sedulously avoided her; and this studied avoidance
only the more firmly convinced Helen that her suspicions were
correct-that Annie knew much more than she chose to tell.

At last the opportunity, which she had so long wished, present-
ed itself. Their music-teacher gave them a duet to perform toge-
ther, and, during their first hour of practice, Helen began-

"Now, Annie, I just want you to unravel that whole mystery
about Christine."

Annie trembled from head to foot, for she imagined that Helen
had found the clew. "I knew it would all come out !" she gasped.
"What shall I do? What sh 1l I do ?"

In an instant, a light flashed, on Helen's mind; Annie was con-
cerned in it, whatever the faul was. She was determined to sift
it thoroughly.

"I understand it all," \ahe said, "I have seen Christine."
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"But, she did not tell you," interrupted Annie, eagerly. "She

promised! She would not break her promise !" then, suddenly
seeing that she had betrayed herself, she paused, and burst into

-tears.
"No, Annie, she did not speak to me; but you must tell

me all about it now. What have you done ?" continued Helen,
calmly.

"Nothing !" replied Annie, sullenly, resolved to withdraw into
denial.

"That answer will not do, Miss Annie; I am resolved to get at
the truth-and, if you will not divulge it voluntarily, I know of
other means to be employed. You have already committed your-
self. I shall call in Mrs. Frothingham, and see if she can find out
the truth."

" Oh, Helen, have mercy. Do not call Mrs. Frothingham, I
beg of you!" gasped Annie, her countenance betraying her terror
in every lineament.

"Then, confess of your own free will," was the stern reply.
"Nothing else will save you."

Annie obeyed. In a broken voice she told -the whole story.
Helen listened with the deepest interest.

"Poor Christiie 1" she exclaimed, "and, poor Annie, too !",as
Annie finished her relation of the circumstances. "And now,
Annie, there is but one thing to be done," continued Helen, " and
that is "-she paused, while Annie looked at her like a convicted
criminal on the face of the judge who is to pronounce his sen-
tence-" and, that is," repeated Helen, slowly, "for you to go to
Mrs. Frothingham yourself-tell her the story you have told me,
as you have told it to me; do not omit your own sufferings, and
she can-not fail to be touched, as I have been."

" Oh, I cannot-I cannot," repeated Annie.
"But, you must," returned Helen, "and at once."
Annie wrung her-hands, despairingly.
"Go, or I shall do so !" continued Helen. "That poor girl



THE CONFESSION.

shall not be wronged another day. Decide at once! Will you
go, or shall 1 ?"

She rose, and proceeded towards the door.
"Helen, I will go," gasped Annie, "but, do go with me ! To

the door of her room, if no further !"
"6Come, then !" said Helen, and, half-supporting her, she led

her to the room where Christine had received her sentence.
"Oh, Helen, let me go! I cannot !" gasped Annie, as she

paused to gather courage.
A rap on the door was Helen's only reply-she glided away,

leaving Annie alone. The door opened, and Mrs. Frothingham
stood before the terrified girl. Her first impulse was to speak
sternly to Annie for coming thus unceremoniously to her room,
she who was so punctilious in regard to her intercourse with her

pupils, but a second glance at the pale girl. before her, changed
her proposed reproof to a kind inquiry-

"What brings you here, Miss Murray? What is the matter?,
Come in, and tell me all !"

Annie, somewhat reassured by her kind reception, did as she

was commanded, but no sooner did she find herself seated alone,-with
her teacher, than all her fortitude gave way, and she wept bitterly.

Mrs. Frothingham looked on in surprise for a few moments,
then, as Annie still seemed unable to check ,her tears, she spoke
rather sternly, "What is the meaning of all this, Miss Annie ?"

"Christine-!" ejaculated Annie, and again sobs impeded her
utterance.

Mrs. Frothingham was all attention.
"Christine !" she reiterated. "And what of her? Say on!"
Annie fell on her knees before her teacher, and, with clasped

hands and streaming eyes, began. to tell her story. As she went
on she gathered courage, and there was a great deal of simple elo-
quence in her brief narration. She did not attempt to palliate
her own guilt, or to offer any excuses; and Mrs. Frothingham's
eyes were suffused with tears, as Annie concluded,

b
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"I have been very unjust," said she, rising, "h'ut, I did it for
tLe best," she went on, apparently forgetting Annie's presence;
suddenly she recollected herself.

"You have done very wrong," she said, "and have been the
cause of much injustice; but your voluntary confession; tardy as
it is, inclines me to forgive you." '

" Oh, Mrs. Frothinghiam," sighed Annie, stooping still lower
till her fair curls hid her face entirely, "Let me confess all! I am
so weak, so cowardly, that, even now, neither poor Christine's
hard fate, her sad face, nor my own dreadful self-reproaches, would
have driven me to tell you all, if I had not been discovered
by one of the* girls, who would have told it, if I had not. It
is not a voluntary confession, but I am glad it is known. I am
willing to receive the punishment I deserve. Do withlme as you
choose."

" Rise, Annie," said Mrs. Frothingham. "I believe you have
already suffered sufficiently, without additional punishment.
Come with me !" and she led the way to her niece's apartment.

,Christine had been sitting listlessly there the whole morning;
the merry sounds of blithe voices had occasionally fallen upon her
ear, and merry peals of laughter that had seemed like mockery
to her.

"fHow long is this to last ?" she uttered, half aloud. "I cannot
bear it much longer. My own thoughts torture me,! They will
drive me mad !"

Was it the answer of her own heart, or did she hear a voice,
"Courage! Deliverance is at hand !" The door was ajar, and
she imagined she saw a fluttering dress pass by. She rose hastily
and looked out, but no one was to be seen, and, half inclined to
think it something supernatural, Christine sat down, with a beat-
ing heart, to ponder on those inspiring words, for, little as it was to
build hopes upon, it did cheer her and give her new courage. She
had a friend, at least; who could it be? She little thought of
Helen, yet she it was who could no longer refrain from giving her

5f

96 04RISTINHO 97



IJ

II

11I

CHRISTINE.

a word of encouragement, when Annie had really entered the

room of Mrs. Frothingham. Christine's hopeless attitude had

touched her, and she uttered those words and hurried on to her

own apartment, with a glad heart...
Christine was yet pondering over this circumstance, for trivial

as it was, to her, in her monotonous life, it was an event, when

the door opened, and Mrs. Frothingham, accompanied by Annie,

entered. One glance at Annies tear-stained face was enough;
she felt that all was discovered, and even in her gladness that she

was cleared, came the pang of Annie's approaching fate. She

sprang forward.
"Oh, Aunt Julia !" she exclaimed, "forgive poor Annie! She

has suffered-indeed she has. Have mercy on her ."

" Christine, she is already forgiven. She has told me all."

" Oh, Annie !" exclaimed Christine, in a to-he of the most heart-

felt joy, stretching out her arms towards her.

Annie drew back from the proffered embrace. "I am not

worthy," she said, in a sad, low voice. "I did not tell of my own
free will," and rapidly she detailed the circumstances. "Can you
forgive me ?" she said, humbly, as she finished her story.

" Dear Annie !" was the only reply,.but the tone was enough.
Christine could not now have harbored malice had she wished,

her heart was too full ofhappiness, and she listened to Mrs. Froth-

ingham's words as in a dream.
" Christine," she said, "I do not ask you to forgive me. I did

what I deemed right, but as you have been unjustly punished, and
your disgrace has been public, so must your reinstatement be.

Prepare for your supper with the rest of the pupils."

She turned and left the room, leaving Annie and Christine

together, to talk over the weary past, and to rejoice that again all

promised fairly in the future. Christine listened to Annie's self-

reproaches, for she felt that it was a relief to her to humble her-
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self, and assured her again and again of her forgiveness. At last
she said:

Now, Annie, say no more, -all is forgiven; let" it be for-
gotten."

What a joyful mea, was that supper. Once again one of the
family, Christine sat at the table; she was too happy to eat, yet
never had she enjoyed a meal so thoroughly. The pupils cast
shy and curious glances at her, but she heeded them not; she-
only replied with smiles to the kind looks that seem to welcome
the poor girl back, and recognized the kindness that prompted the
sending of dainties to her from different parts of the table, by one
and another, though she declined them all. At the close of the
evening meal, Mrs. Frothingham requested teachers and pupils to
assemble in the parlor, and when all were seated she called
Christine forward, and taking her by the hand, in her silvery
voice she spoke :

"As my niece has been in disgrace before you all, -it is but just
to her to inform you that she was innocent, though I supposed
her guilty. I have recently been made acquainted with facts
which completely exonerate her from all blame and take pleasure
in restoring her to all the rights and privileges of which she has
been deprived."

She pressed the hand which she held warmly, and dismissed the
assemblage. The girls crowded round Christine, vieing with each
other in declaring their pleasurehand' she happy, so happy she
could not express herself, stood looking on, her eyes suffused with
tears, and smiles flittiing over her face. That warm pressure ofher aunt's small, soft hand ; she felt it yet, and more than all the
words she had uttered more than the kind voices of her school-tmates, morr even than Miss Durand's warm congratulations, didthat fill her heart with joy. She cared not for all that she hadsuffered, f hou ,if;through it, she might find the way to her aunt's heart;
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to be allowed to love her, to caress her. Oh, what would she

not suffer to gain that privilege!
She looked around for Annie: she stood at a little distance, gaz-

ing at the scene, as if she -were unworthy to participate in the

universal gaiety. Christine approached her.
"Oh! Annie," she said, "this more than pays me for all. Do

not let your sad face spoil all my happiness. Forgetting those

things that are behind, let us press forward," she whispered, and-

drew her into the gay circle.
Gradually Annie regained her cheerfulness, and ere the even

ing had passed, her laugh rang out full and clear. No sound

could have given more pleasure to Christine. She-was not merry,

but quietly happy to all appearance, though that calm exterior hid

most tumultuous emotions.
That evening she never forgot. It was an epoch in her history.
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CHAPTER X.

THEORY AND PRACTICE.

AGAir Christine was free to mingle, in the hours of recreation,
with her schoolmates, to join their walks, and to listen to their
merry chat, and to express her sentiments in return. At first, all
this was very amusing, but gradually she wearied of the recurrence
of the same themes, more particularly since she was unable to
bear any part in the discussion of them. She cared nothing for
dress, knew nothing of the society of which they spoke, and grew
tired of the catalogue of beaux, and the glib enumeration of youthful
flirtations which seemed to constitute the chief topics of conver-
sation.

She. joined the groups of girls less and less frequently, and
withdrew still more to the solitude of her own room, where she
found a quiet pleasure in reading and in study.

In this chamber, surrounded by her books, she lived in a world
of her own; she forgot, in the stirring scenes of the past, all the
trivialities of the present, and half imagined herself an actor in
the histories she read. She wrote, too, and was never happier
than when pouring out her wild fancies and bewildering thoughts
on paper. It seemed to give her restless mind relief. She felt
that she must express herself, and this was the only possible way.
She felt that it would be profanation to bring forward all that she
held sacred to the scoffing gaze of most of her schoolmates; and
though her constant friend, Helen Harper, perhaps, would not
have made a jest of her, yet there was a mocking expression in
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her cool, calm eye, as she looked steadily at Christine in her occa-
sional outbursts of enthusiasm, that sent a chill over her, and
induced her to endeavor to check any expressions of a similar
character in the future ; yet Helen's regard was very precious to
her, and for this very reason she kept back her most secret and
highest feelings from her inspection. It was Christine, the fine
scholar, the strong spirit, that Helen prized, and Christine, the
dreamer, shrank from displayingr those restless, far-reaching, and
tormenting, because unsatisfied yearnings, that she well knew
would only be considered as so many proofs of her weakness by
her friend.

But this withdrawal from their society, and disrelish of their
favorite themes, was not at all liked by her schoolmates.

"Birds of a feather flock together," Rowena said, looking after
Helen and Christine, as they walked together in the garden, where
the fall flowers lifted up their sturdy blossoms amidst the dropping
of the withered leaves, like cheerful and brave spirits unaffected
by adversity. "There go the precious pair, and well matched
they are. I declare," she continued, "it is amusing to draw Chris--
tine out, as I have done sometimes. She is as fresh and ignorant
of the world as a baby. You should have heard her the other
day, when I was joking her about lovers. She looked at me for
a while, as if she had no idea what I meant, and at last said, 'why,
Rowena, I never thought of such a thing; I never had an admirer
in my life.' I believed her fully. I don't believe the child thinks
or cares about a lover, and, if she did, I'm sure nobody would
ever think of falling in love with her, But just imagine her lis-
tening to Philip Armstrong's nonsense. How she would stare at
him ! At the next soire I mean to introduce him to her, just to see
the fun," and she burst into a peal of laughter -at the idea in anti-
cipation.

Meanwhile Helen and Christine were still walking .in the gar-
den, Christine stopping, every now and then, to pluck here and
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there a flower, which she added to a bouquet she held in her
hand. At last she spoke:

"How different people are," she said, "and yet it is as unreasona-
ble in us to find fault with. and try to make them over, because
they don't have the same aims, and understand our feelings, as it
would be to find fault with these chrysanthemums and china-
asters, because they are not roses. So we ought to take people
as we find them, and be satisfied, for God has made them so."

"That's one of your nonsensical ideas," replied Helen. "God
hasn't made them so. Do you suppose that He ever intended
that any created being should be so vapid, and empty, and useless,
as the most of those creatures that are called in society 'young
ladies,'-things like Rowena and her set ?"

"He made the butterfly," returned Christine, "as well as
the bee; and it seems to me one of the lessons that Nature
teaches us, that each does God's will, in his own sphere, in God's
appointed way. There are the thinkers in this world, and the
workers-they do well to toil and to struggle onward, but there
are the human butterflies, too-they are needed to make earth
pleasant, to be brilliant and beautiful, and they discharge their
duty just as well, in being merely pleasant to the sight, as the
workers do, in their way. The pretty creatures refresh the
laborers by their very beauty. Oh, wouldn't the world be barren,
and dark, and dull, if only the laborers dwelt here ? Wouldn't it
be a dreary sight if everywhere we met only the stern, earnest,
care-worn faces, and nowhere could see any joyous, careless idlers?
Why, it would be as bad as if the world was one great granary,
where the fruits and grain were ripe, but without any of the green
leaves and flowers that make them so beautiful when they are
out in the broad fields coming to maturity."

"All that sounds very well," said Helen, "but, please to
remember that the beautiful flowers and green leaves have some
use as well as mere beauty, and that even the bvtiterfly uses all the
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powers that God has given it. Let the human butterflies do the
same! There never was a human being who had not undevel-
oped faculties that it is his duty to cultivate; and, if God had
meant for our butterflies to do nothing but look pretty, he would
have let them, like their insect types, flutter a while, and then,
before their beauty goes, die-; but it isn'i so: beauty goes, life
remains, and, what then ?-a soul is left, too, an undeveloped, dis-
torted thing-a torment to itself and all around. And, what if
this soul is linked to a worker, an earnest spirit, as is often the
case? What can come of it but unhappiness? Oh, Chris, in
Nature, the butterflies don't mate with the bees !"

"Do you know, Helen, I often think of all this," replied Chris-
tine, "when I hear the girls talking, as they do, so much of mar-
rying. I think of them as wives and mothers, something that
don't seem to occur to them at all, much as they talk of mar-
riage-I think, how different from the women of Sparta, the,
mothers of heroes-and, I ask, are these frivolous beings fit to
train the children that God gives them ?"

" Ah, my dear, how old-fashioned you are? You haven't an
idea of what a marriage is now, or of 'hat the ambition of these
girls is. It isn't to cultivate their minds or hearts; it isn't to
make whole-souled, true women of themselves; it is their end and
aim to marry well, that is, rich-to be Ars. somebody; and, then
the one object is to have the finest house, the finest carriage, the
most servants, richest dress-in short, to be the most fashionable,
a leader of the ton. Isn't that a high destiny for a being with a
soul ?"

" Oh, I've puzzled over this," said Christine, amusingly. "I've
thought of it, and wondered what the reason was that it was so,
till at last I thought that I had got it. I thought that I hgd
found the clew when I began to talk of the use of the beautiful ;
for it must be right, if we could only see it as God sees,'it."

"It isn't right! It's all wrong-all wrong !" exclaimed
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Helen. "Don't go on crying, 'peace, peace, where there is no
peace.'"

"Wrong !" repeated Christine. "It does seem so-but, what
is to be done ?"

"There comes out the downright Yankee, ready to do at once,"
cried Helen, laughing. "Do? Nothing! It would be of no'
use, my dear female Don Quixote, to run a tilt against existing
things. Just scold as much as you please, or laugh, if you please,
at the world, and let it wag on. That's the wisest thing you can
do; and 'now, let's go in-it grows damp and cold. Enter, my
dear busy bee !" she added, holding open the door for Christine
to pass, "and don't trouble yourself any more about the but-
terflies !"

But Christine could not so easily do this.. It seemed to her
that it was wrong for her to keep silent when she saw the right so
clearly, and she resolved, at the first opportunity, to endeavor to
lead forward those around her in the true way.

Opportunities are not slow to present themselves when one is in
earnest in desiring them; and when, as often happened, she was
surrounded by a bevy of girls, some begging for assistance in this
or that study, or asking her to write their compositions, and simi-
lar favors which she had often granted; she spoke timidly at first,
but, growing interested in her subject, she went on with more and
more enthusiasm, to speak of their duties to themselves and to
God. She was quite absorbed in her theme, and had almost for-
gotten where she was and to whom she was speaking, when she
Was recalled to herself by the clapping of hands, and an ironical
"hear, hear !" from Rowena, while a universal titter ran round the
circle.-

"Have we a preacher among us?" asked Agnes, in an irresisti-
bly comic tone, while Sallie sprang up and made a ludicrous
address, expressing the united thanks of her companions, and
exhorting Christine, with the strongest kind of arguments, and in a
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nasal twang, to "go on, and never more to hide her light under a
bushel !"

Christine hardly knew whether to laugh ~or cry; she stood in
an attitude of surprise and bewilderment, looking on with a sense
of deep mortification that she had made herself so ridiculous, for
she had a great dread of ridicule, hardly knowing what to say
next.

Helen Harper had heard it all, and coming out of her room at
this moment, she looked, with a half-pitying, half-comic glance at
the girl; then whispering in her ear, "So you have been casting
your pearls before swine, have you, my dear Don Quixote," she
passed on.

Rallying herself at these words, Christine joined in the laugh
against her, and began to assist those who desired it, and, as soon
as this was over, gladly escaped to her room. She had had enough
of pointing out the noble and the true, and, for a time, at least,.
felt far inferior to those she had endeavored to guide.

"What am I but an awkward, ignorant country girl, and how
should I attempt to show these elegant, high-bred girls what to
do. Fool that I was, and presumptuous as foolish !"

She dreaded to meet her audience again, and when she did,
venture out, she shunned them as much as possible; but it was of
no use, the nickname of "the preacher " was fastened upon her.
It was a sore subject to her, but she was doomed to hear many
jests and jibes upon her sermon. Even after she thought it had
been forgotten, in the midst of some long discussion on. dress,
Sallie would draw down her visage, and drawl out, with a side

glance at Christine, "Vanity of Vanities, saith the Preacher."
But Christine bore it good-humoredly, laughing as merrily as the
rest, and saying nothing, but inwardly resolving never to be placed
tin such a position again.

CHAPTER XI.

NEW ACQUAINTANCES.

EXAMINATION day was drawing near, and all was bustle and
excitement in preparation for it. It/ was a great day, not only for
Mrs. Frothingham, but for the towns. in the vicinity. The good
people of the village were, at this time, always favored with visitors
who came to attend it, and the friends and parents of the pupils
were'always present in great numbers, not only at the examination,
which might more properly have been called an exhibition of the
accomplishments of the pupils, but at the soirie which followed,
and which was always the most brilliant of the season.

The large school-room was crowded to its utmost capacity on
this occasion ; the young ladies, dressed simply but tastefully,
looked most fresh and smiling, as if well pleased to be the centre
of attraction to the large and fashionable audience, while Mrs.

-Frothingham, the very personification of beauty and elegance,
presided with dignified grace.

The examination of the ordinary branches, such as the mathe-
matics and the sciences was rather hurriedly passed over, but the
music was a prominent feature. Most admirable performances on
the piano, harp, and guitar, anid singing that would have done no
discredit to many a public vocalist, enchanted the audience, and
applause as well as flowers were the tribute of the gratified
listeners to the young ladies, who, with modest but perfect self-
possession, received this gracefully as their due.

The reading of compositions commenced, and each one in turn
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stood alone before that assembly, hushed to breathless silence to
hear the reader's production.

Christine's turn had come, and rallying all her courage, she
walked upon the platform. It was a trying ordeal for one so
unused to attention as she to feel that hundreds of eyes were fixed
upon her, and the hot blood rushed to her cheeks. She hesitated
for a moment, and glanced around the apartment.

It was terribly still, and, for a moment, she felt that it would be
impossible to proceed; her aunt's eye met hers ; a glance -at once
full of encouragement and command, and controlling hersWlf by a
great effort, she began to read her composition.

It was a weird-like tale, full of deep and hidden meaning, yet
simple in its style, and touching in its narration of the struggles
of an earnest but weak spirit; as she read on, she forgot all about
her. Her sweet voice rang out full and clear, or melted to
pathos. It thrilled to the heart of every person present, and
more than one, tear-suffused eye testified to her powerful but
unconscious eloquence.

Those simple words carried each back to his childhood, and'
those pure and holy aspirations thrilled to every heart, bidding
the longings for the good and true that lay buried there, deep
under the loam of selfishness, to come forth to a new resurrection.

When she concluded she was greeted by long and loud
applause; she stood blushing and confused for a moment, as
showers of flowers fell upon the stager then, with simple grace,
she gathered them up, raised them to her lips, courtesied grace-
fully, and disappeared.

It was her first triumph, and those flowers were more precious
to her, as the tokens of it, than anything that she could have
desired. She had gone through the ordeal well, and needed no
assurance of it, though she was gratified by the evident pride
with which her aunt regarded her.

tIt had indeed bee a surprise to Mrs. Frothingham t6 see the
self- ossession of her sophisticated niece; her graceful demeanor
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she attributed to her own teachings, but the soul, thi power, and
the eloquence which she had displayed, astonished and electrified
her as much as it had done the audience who had little expected
it from the plain though graceful girl.

No school had given her those pure, unsullied thoughts; no
teacher had given her the enthusiasm which sparkled in her speak-
ing face; nor had art taught her the graceful gestures or the soft
modulations of her voice, which added so much to the effect of
her beautiful story.

It was a happy day for Christine. It gave her a new conscious-
ness of her own powers, an assurance of her own strength, which
banished, for a time at least, the painful doubts that she had felt
of her ability to make known to others the thoughts that struggled
for utterance.

"I am understood at last !" was her inward cry; "thank God
for that."

Ah, it was more than gratified pride that lent the flush to her
cheek, the lustre to her eye, and the lightness to her step, as she
mingled in the gay assemblage that evening, in the splendid parlors
of her aunt's dwelling. True, she was comparatively unnoticed,
for exile from the soirees of the session had been a part of her
undeserved punishment, and she was unacquainted with the guests;
but it was exhilarating to her to look on at the gay scene, to hear
the fine music, and to watch the graceful girls as they glided
through the dance, or to look around at the groups of animated
talkers, to watch their faces, and imagine what they were saying;
or to hear the light laugh echoing from the hall, where, two by
two, ladies and gentlemen promenaded, as quietly Christine leaned
back in an alcove and looked on.

Heavy curtains swept around her, and she shrank back out of
the glare, and began to fall into one of her reveries.

She was thinking how much Bessie would enjoy this brilliant
scene, and looking intently around her, to be sure that nothing
should escape her observation, so that she might at least give her
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sister a faint idea of this brilliant party, when her aunt approached
her.

She was accompanied by a lady of considerable beauty. It
was a countenance that struck Christine's fancy at once, not so
much from the regularity of feature or clearness of complexion, as
from the severely-intellectual expression of the whole, and the
depth and brilliancy of the large dark eyes. She was dressed
in a rich blue brocade; her neck and arms were covered only by
a thin lace, through which gleamed white shoulders and beautifully
moulded arms. Her figure was of about the medium height, but'
well proportioned, and she bore herself with graceful dignity. She
was certainly beautiful,'but it was not her loveliness which first
struck one on gazing at her..

Christine recognized her as one whom she had been watching
for a long time, when she had been engaged in conversation. She
looked at her still, and thought that even in that rare assemblage
of beauty and elegance, her aunt, in her costly dress of velvet and
diamonds, and her companion, might challenge them all without
fear of being rivalled in loveliness.

"What a beautiful picture they would make !" she thought, and
with an artist's eye she gazed at them as they were passing by.
Suddenly her aunt looked up. "Ah! there she is," she said, and
in a moment she presented her niece to Mrs. Warner, the beautiful
woman at her side, and with a few words left them to go to
another part of the room, and, ere long, Christine saw her the
centre of a gay circle, entertaining them all without apparent
effort, looking a very queen surrounded by her courtiers. She
saw this at one hasty glance, for Mrs. Warner immediately entered
into conversation with her; a few common-place remarks at first
elicited the usual replies, but ere long, drawn on, she hardly knew
how, Christine found herself expressing, as she had never done
before to any mortal, her inmost thoughts to this stranger.

There must be magic in that bright eye, she thought, to be dble
to see the secrets of the heart, and bid the lips reveal them; but

there was kindness in the smile of the stranger, and she evidently
understood, if she did not sympathize with, Christine's ideas.

"We must see more of each other, my dear young lady," said
Mrs. Warner, after they had been conversing for a long time.
"You must excuse me for confining you so long in a corner,
with a married woman talking to you, while this dancing is going
on."

"I did not think it had been long," replied Christine, "and I
have enjoyed it far more than dancing. Tudeed it is not at all
likely that I should have danced. I know io one here."

Mrs. Warner beckoned with her fan to some one across the
room; a young man obeyed the summons, and worked his way
to her.

",Your humble servant waits your commands," he said, with a
low bow.

"Allow me to introduce to you, Mr. Armstrong, Miss Elliot,"
said Mrs. Warner.

Another low bow to Christine, and he began a strain of light
badinage, to which Mrs. Warner replied in the same tone. Chris-
tine spoke only when directly appealed to, but- this occurred so
often that she felt not at all overlooked.

"Shall I have the honor of dancing with you, Miss Elliot ?"
suddenly said Philip Armstrong, as he observed that a cotillion
was forming.

Christine bowed assent and they took their places in the set;
it happened that her vis-a-vis was Rowena. She started as she
saw Christine and her partner take their places, and exclaimed,
half aloud, to the young lady next her-

"How on earth could Phil Armstrong have got an introduction
to Christine? Mrs. Frothingham don't like him, and she would
never have thrown her in his way if she could help it. Well, we
will see if he plays the devoted to her, as he does to every new
face."

And, in fact, he did pay Christine the most assiduous attention,
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apparently -becoming so much absorbed in the brief snatches of
conversation that the pauses in the dance allowed, that he would
forget to go through the figure when it again became time to do so,
until recalled to his duty by Christine. When the dance was con-
cluded, instead of leading her to a seat, as soon as politeness would
allow, he continued to promenade with her for a long time; then,
as if fearful of wearying her, he drew her into a corner, a little
aside from the crowd, and seating himself by her side, continued
talking to her with the greatest apparent interest.

By degrees the conversation turned upon beauty, and Philip
gave a brief description of the various styles of different nations.
He had been something of a traveller, and led on by the rapt
attention which Christine paid him, and by her occasional
questions, he gave her a glowing account of what he had seen in
Italy and in the Holy Land. He had great powers of description,
and his vivid word-pictures placed the scenes of which he spoke
distinctly befqre her.

Nothing could have been more flattering to him than the spark-
ling eye, the glowing cheek, and half-parted lips of his listener,
who had quite forgotten, in the scenes which he had portrayed, all
that was passing around her.0

"But I am wearying you, I fear," he said, at last, "by my long
tales; what Iwas going to say when I began, though I have, I know,
digressed considerably, was this-that, notwithstanding all that is
said of the beautiful women of foreign lands, I am confident that
America can produce more fair women of various styles, yet each
one perfect in its way, than any other country. Look around you
now, Miss Elliot. Is there not here an assemblage of beauty that
ought to content the most fastidious ?"

"There is, indeed," replied Christine, "but, were you a second
Paris, and obliged to give the apple to the most beautiful lady
present, to which would you award it ?"

" First tell me, Miss Elliot, which you consider most beautiful,
that I may see if our tastes agree."
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"I hardly know returned Christine, "which I admire most,
my aunt or Mrs. Warner. I can hardly imagine anything more
lovely than Aunt Julia, and yet there is an expression about Mrs.
Warner's face that pleases me equally as much as the more per-
fect loveliness of Mrs. Frothingham."

"They are very lovely women, Miss Elliot. You display good
taste in your selection; but, since you cannot decide in favor of
the superiority of either, let me ask whom you will select among the
young ladies ?"

"Then, I must pronounce Agnes Chotard the most beautiful.
Look at her now, as she stands under the full blaze of that chan-
delier! Wha more could you desire ?"

"Expression," replied Mr. Armstrong. "She is a beautiful sta-
tue. I tire of her monotonous beauty."

"Let me see your selection, then," said Christine, "I have per-
formed my part of the compact."

"I will show her to you," he said. "There," and he held her
fan, containing a small mirror, directly before Christine.

One glance was enough. Her eyes flashed fire, for she was

peculiarly sensitive to her personal appearance.
"Mr. Armstrong, you are ridiculing me," she said. "I know

as well as you do, that I am hopelessly ugly."
Philip was silent, racking his brain for some suitable reply.
"Confound it !" was his mental observation. "I never knew a

woman to be offended before, however ugly she was, at being told
she was handsome. But, there must be exceptions to all general
rules. How shall I get out of it ?"

"Pardon me, Miss Elliot," he said, aloud; "whatever my opi-
nion is, and since it has given such offence, I wilf not again
express it-I ought to have known you better, than to sup-
pose any compliment on mere personal beauty would be accept-
able. It only shows my poor knowledge of human nature. Miss
Elliot is above the ordinary weaknesses of her sex."
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"That will make it all right !" he ntally added, as he looked

at her to see how she received his apology.
He read in her countenance only increased displeasure; she

turned away without making any reply.
"Still unforgiving !" exclaimed he. "What can I do, Miss

Elliot, to reinstate myself in your good opinion? Believe me, I
would not willingly lose it."

Christine looked at him with a penetrating glance, as if she

would read his thoughts; he was evidently sincere, and she

replied-
"Treat me with sincerity, then. Pay me no more mock com-,

pliments. I am a novice, I am well aware, in the ways of society,
but that should be no reason why a gentleman should turn
me into ridicule."

"Believe me, nothing was further from my thoughts," replied
Philip. "You are a novice, indeed, else you would not have
taken a few idle words to heart, which I might have uttered to
any other lady in the room, pretty or ugly, without giving offence.
You see, I begin with sincerity. Am I forgiven ?"

Christine extended her hand in reply. He took it, pressed
it warmly, and went on-

"In all sincerity, I hope that we may henceforth be friends.
But, I see a gentleman coming with your aunt, bent on an intro-
duction and on inviting you to dance. Will you promise me
three sets, at least, this evening, as an assurance of full and free
forgiveness ?"

"Yes," replied Christine. He bowed, and turned away just as
her aunt reached her.

Philip had guessed aright. Mr. Griswold, a foppish youth, all
bows and smiles, perfumes, ambrosial curls, and jewelry, begged
the honor of her hand in the next dance, and, as he conversed
with her, Christine could not forbear contrasting his vapid, com-
mon-place remarks with the eloquence of her former partner,
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against whom she no longer cherished any displeasure. Her eyes*
followed him as he crossed the i-oom; but she could not look at
him long, for she found that he had taken a position where,
though apparently devoting himself to Rowena, he could also see
her every movement; and, whenever she glanced that way, she
caught his eye bent on her. He managed to be in the same set
with her, and whenever he took her hand in the dance, pressed it
softly, and urged her not to forget her promise for the next quad-
rille. At the close of this set, she was besieged by applications
to dance-for, whoever Philip took up, was sure to be the fashion
-and all were anxious to see what there was about this pale-
faced, dark-eyed girl, that had.so attracted the critical and fasti-
dious Philip Armstrong.

Mrs. Frothinghan looked on uneasily at the assiduous devotion
of the young man to her niece, and after she had seen him danc-
ing with her so frequently, she took Christine aside, and said: "It
does not please me to see you with one partner continually, neither
do I like the gentleman; so do not dance with him again, should
he ask you to do so."

She turned away without waiting for a reply, and at the same
moment Philip again approached, and asked Christine to dance
With him.

"No; I cannot," she replied.
"And why not ?" he asked.
"Because Aunt Julia does not wish me to," she said, without

hesitation.
"Well, then, grant me this favor-do not dance with anybody

else," he said. "Will you not make .this little sacrifice for your
friend, and talk with him instead of dancing ?"

Oh, yes," replied Christine. "It will be no sacrifice; I am
sure I had rather talk with you than dance with any one
else."

0 M "Let us sit here by this open window, then," said he, drawing
her arm through his, and walking slowly towards it. "Now we
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Will have a fine long chat," he said, when they were'seated together,
but they were doomed to disappointment- .

Mrs. Frothingham again appeared to be making her way towards,
them; she did not come on directly, and Christine did not observe

that she was doing so; but Philip's quick eye detected that

though she paused to exchange a few brief sentences with this
or that group, she was steadily drawing nearer.

" If your aunt comes here with any more stupid partners, Miss
Elliot, remember that you are engaged to remain here with

me."
"I will remember," replied Christine. But she was spared

declining to dance.
Mrs. Frothingham only remarked, "Mr. Armstrong will excuse

my niece, I am sure, as I wish to introduce her to some of my
acquaintances."

"Allow me to assist you both through the crowd," was the
reply, as he gave an arm'to each, and made way for them to
pass.

"Thank you," said Julia, when they had reached the lady whom
she wished to see, with a bow that was intended as a token of
dismission, but he only stood quietly by, and entered into the
general conversation that followed.

Mrs. Frothingham bit her lip in annoyance.
" May I trouble you, Mr. Armstrong," she said, "to bring me

my fan, which I must have dropped near that alcov-e where you
were sitting a few moments since ?"

He could not do otherwise than to go, but he cast a look at her,
in which she read defiance, as well as a perfect understanding of
her motive, as he disappeared.

"It's a pity if I am not more than a match for him," was her
reflection, as she looked after his tall figure as he moved away.

"He is indeed handsome, elegant, and fascinating," she thought,
" and, for these very reasons, all the more dangerous to a young
and inexperienced girl. Who could imagine that such a fair
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extericr hid such a depth of falseness? that under that broad,'
open brow, shaded by soft, waving brown hair, that clear blue eye

,' . and smiling mouth, lurked only treachery and deceit ? He is
thoroughly unprincipled, and Christine shall not be exposed to his
influence," was her conclusion, as her glance fell on his undeniably
handsome face and figure, and to this effect she hovered near her
niece during the remainder of the evening, and surrounded as
were both by an admiring circle, Philip found no opportunity
to say more to Christine, unobserved by her Argus-eyed guar-
dian.

This very opposition served to strengthen him in his purpose.
Christine's enthusiastic admiration of his talents, as well as of his
beauty, which he easily saw; her freshness and simplicity had
attracted him, and to one wearied, as he was, of pretty faces, to
whom he had been obliged to pay his court, her very lack of
bedity, and her dislike to broad flattery, had been attractions;
then if it displeased her aunt, against whom he had a secret
enmity, so much the better. He would win Christine's heart.
Mrs. Frothingham should find that her will, powerful as it was,
was no match for his. He would triumph over her, and with this
resolution he bade her good night.

"It is strange," soliloquized Mrs. Frothingham, after her guests
had dispersed, as she sat in the solitude of her own chamber, "that,
of all the people here to-night, Christine should have been singled
out, by the only two persons that I should have wished to pass
her unnoticed-Mrs. Warner and Armstrong. I must keep her
from the influence of both, if possible." Revolving plans of this
kind, Julia fell asleep.
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CHAPTER XII.

THE AUNT 'S CAUTION.

THE next morning early, Mrs. Frothingham tapped at the door

of her niece's room.
Christine was an early riser, and was already dressed and at her

window; she was not a little surprised to see- her aunt at this

hour, and waited with some impatience, to hear what had brought
her there; but this was not Julia's manner. She talked of the

party, the music, and a thousand similar things, to all of which

Christine listened uneasily, waiting for the main subject. At last

it came.
"I do not know what induced Mr.- Armstrong, professed

admirer of beauty as he is, to devote himself, as he did, to you,,
last evening. I was not surprised that you found him agreeable,
for he has most dangerous powers of pleasing, which he exerted

to the utmost; but I must tell you what he is-a villain, tho-

roughly unprincipled, making his boasts of the hearts he breaks."

"Oh, Aunt Julia, impossible !" cried Christine.

"It is strictly true, Christine. He is an infidel, scoffing at all

religion, and making use of his talents, his wealth, and the time

that he has to draw young men into the same vices that he

indulges in."
"Can this be true ?" asked Christine; then suddenly turning to

her aunt, she went on: "And if it is so, for I must believe you,
how can you introduce such a viper into the midst of young and
inexperienced girls? Why is he tolerated by society?. Why is
he smiled upon and treated with such politeness aid attention by
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virtuous ladies? Why is he not sIown the abhorrence with
which he is really regarded ?"

All this Christine asked rapidly and earnestly; she,looked at
her aunt fixedly, and was shocked to see the smile that lurked
around her mouth.

"You are so inexperienced, child, that I cannot help smiling at
you," replied her aunt. "But, to tell you the truth, it is his
wealth and position that causes him to be retained in society.
He is immensely wealthy, and his family are among the most
aristocratic in the State, and so, as he is a finished gentleman, he
is allowed entree into any circle he chooses."

"Then the people who encourage him to go on in his sinful
courses, by taking no notice of them-treating them as if they
were of no consequence-are, in God's sight, as guilty as he,"
replied Christine, solemnly.

"Take care, then, that you are not one of those guilty persons,"
answered her aunt. "Show him that you, for one, abhor his
crimes. Treat him with the contempt he deserves."

Christine made no reply, but Mrs. Frothingham read in her
speaking countenance all that she desired.

"How did you like Mrs. Warner ?" she asked.
"I admire her," exclaimed Christine, enthusiastically. "She is

so lovely, so gentle, so good-for I know, Aunt Julia, that nothing
other than pure and true thoughts can give her that beautiful
expression. I could not believe her false, even if you were to tell
me so."

"That is quite enough nonsense," interrupted Mrs. Frothing-
ham, coldly. "She may be good enough in her way, but she is a
perfect enthusiast, a dreamer-always engaged in some foolish
scheme or other, to bring about some fancied blessing to the
world. Always riding some hobby to the disgust of her own
family, and making herself a laughing-stock for all the town.
She has some talent, but no common sense; there is nothing
practical about her, and, as she seems to 1ave taken a fancy to
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you, I must tell you beforehand that I disapprove of your hvi
any more than a ceremonious acquaintance with her. You are

already too enthusiastic, too flighty, and need none of her Quixotic.

schemes to make you more so. You need to have this part of

your nature repressed instead of cultivated, and, for this reason,

you will see the justice of my checking in the bud any intimacy
between you and Mrs. Warner."

Christine heaved a deep sigh. Mrs. Frothingham went on.

"It is because of the danger that some day you may become

like Mrs. Warner, for you have the same faults of temperament

that she has, that I so earnestly desire you to check your dreamy
enthusiasm, that you may become a practical woman."

" Oh, Aunt Julia," exclaimed Christine, "do you not see that it

is wrong to crush out all those high aspirations after something
holier and better that fill us, with such a restless desire to go on

in the way that leads to life eternal. Are not all the trials that

we make here to become holier, even though we are often well-

nigh discouraged, steps that lead us nearer to the infinite life

beyond, and will it not be the highest joy in Heaven that we can

attain to what we have so striven for here ? Oh, do not bid me

to crush the highest, the noblest powers that God has given me!

Rat 'r give me physical than spiritual death !"

" Nonsensical!" exclaimed Mrs. Frothingham. "Christine, I
really am at a loss to know, sometimes, whether you have the

usual quantity of good sense or not. Never let me hear such a

rhapsody again! Aspirations! spiritual death! I can almost

imagine it is Mrs. Warner herself. All this fol de rol will only,
unfit you for the common duties of life, and I am more and more

convinced of the necessity of keeping you away from that crack-

brained Mrs. Warner's influence.
"You may think it very hard, now-but you rill thank me for

it some day-but, whether you do or not, I will not, if I can help
it, have a second edition of Mrs. Warner in my family."
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The breakfast-bell here interrupted the interview, and Christine
accompanied her aunt to the dining-room.

After breakfast she was assailed by a perfect storm of raillery
from the girls on her new conquest; the manner would, at any
time, have been distasteful to her; but, after what she had heard
of Philip's- character, it was doubly disagreeable; and she was
glad when preparations for departure for the vacation relieved her
from the annoying jests of her schoolmates.

The house seemed very lonely after the departure of the young
girls, whoso light step and merry laughter had re-echoed through
the spacious halls. It seemed so terribly still to Christine that
she could not bear to remain in-doors. It was as if there had
been death in the house, and she wandered restlessly up and down
the garden walks, thinking of home, and feeling a longing she
could hardly repress, for one loving word-one fond kiss.

Her aunt was kind now, but still cold; she felt an interest
in her because she was her niece, and that was all; it could not
satisfy her craving heart.

Helen and Annie would not return; they had graduated. Per-
haps she would never see them again. It was a sad thought, for
they alone, of all the girls, had seemed to feel any affection for
her; and, though Annie's had cost her dear, yet she had valued
her humble, dependent love, more than she herself knew, till she
realized that it was lost to her. The monotony of her vacation-
life was one day most pleasantly interrupted by a call from Mrs.
Warner.

If Christine had been pleased by her at the party, she was
delighted with her at the second interview. Her conversation
was so much above that of the most of the ladies who had
visited Mrs. Frothingham, that it was really refreshing to be with
her.

True, she had many novel ideas. which somewhat startled
Christine, and which Mrs. Frothingham listened to with polite
indifference.
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When Mrs. Warner took leave, she begged Mrs. Frothingham

to come soon to see her, and requested her to allow her niece to

visit her frequently. Julia expressed, in a few words, the pleasure

it would give her to accept her invitation, but inwardly resolved

that it was a pleasure she would not avail herself of very often.

She had seen the kindling eye, the eager attention of her niece,

and read in these signs the power that Mrs. Warner possessed

over her.
She was not a little annoyed, therefore, when invitation after invi-

tation camae'to Christine, from that lady, to spend the afternoon

with her. On various pretexts these were declined ; but, nothing
discouraged, they were repeated again and again. At last, with-

out absolute giving of offence, they could be declined no longer-

and, with rather bad grace, Mrs. Frothingham gave her consent--

for Mrs. Warner's family was an influential one, and Julia, always
politic, tdid not wish to give any occasion for misunderstanding
with them.

CHAPTER XIII.
.AC r A H TI RL II IP

IT was with a light heart that Christine wended her way
through the streets of the pretty town, which she must traverse to
reach her destination.

She walked briskly along, not even tempted by the staring
announcement that goods were "selling at cost," in nearly every
store on the principal business street, nor did the cloths hung
out, labelled "great bargains," and giving their prices, even
gain from her a second look, for dry goods had very little charms
for her.

She went steadily on, her eyes a little downcast, and her brain
busy in shaping into form a string of rhymes, as she called it, the
ideas of which had been vaguely floating through her mind for
several days; and, it was frequently the case, that, in her walks,
these wandering thoughts received shape and dress. She had
just completed the last verse to her satisfaction, when suddenly a
quick footstep was heard behind her, and, in a moment, Philip
Armstrong was at her side.

He seemed very happy to see her, but she replied to his greeting
very coldly.

"I am delighted to see you out," he said, "after your illness. I
feared it might prove something serious."

Christine looked at him in surprise.
"My illness !" she repeated. "I have not been at all sick !"
"Indeed !" returned Philip. "Your aunt informed me that you
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were too much indisposed to see me, when I called at her resi-
dence last week; but I see it all, Miss Christine. She has an
unfounded and unreasonable prejudice against me, and is deter-
mined that I shall have no opportunity of cultivating your
acquaintance-but you will not be so unjust. You will not be so
tyrannized over ?"

"Mr. Armstrong," interrupted Christine, "you are quite mis-
taken. There is no tyranny in the case. My aunt is, indee-d,
unwilling that I should have any further acquaintance with you,
for reasons that you very well know, and I think she is right, and
agree with her fully in desiring that we may meet only as stran-
gers. I tell you this frankly, that you may relieve yourself and
me from the annoyances that would arise from an opposite course-.
I might have shunned you without giving any explanation, but I
think the straightforward course the better one ; and after what
I have said,.you need not subject yourself to the cool reception
which I shall certainly give you if you do not choose to pursue
the course I request-to look upon me as a perfect stranger.
Good afternoon, anU good-bye, Mr. Armstrong," she concluded,
turning down the street which led to Mrs. Warner's.

" Good-afternoon !" replied Philip, raising his hat; "but not
good-bye," he muttered between his teeth. "Pretty well done
for the unsophisticated country-girl," he soliloquized1; "and cold
and severe as she was, I like her all the better for it. She looked
almost handsome, her eyes were so bright and piercing, as she
administered her shower-bath to me. However, thanks to her
truthfulness, I see just how the case stands. I have one strong
point, her liking for Mrs. Warner, for she is a true friend to me.
I will call there this afternoon."

No sooner resolved than done ; and Christine had not been
seated in Mrs. Warner's cozy sitting-room more than ten minutes
when Mr. Armstrong was announced. Christine's first feeling was
one of indignation, as he entered with easy assurance, bowed to
her and raised Mrs. Warner's hand to his lips.

She did not even make the slightest inclination in reply.
Philip only cast a sorrowful look at her, and flung himself on a

low seat by Mrs. Warner's side.
"I did not know that you had company," he began, "or I

should not have ventured to disturb a tite-d-tite between you and
Miss Elliot."

"You know that you are always welcome, Philip," replied Mrs.
Warner; and Christine looked up a little mollified.

He had not then come because she was here, in a spirit of
bravado, as she had supposed; she had been unjust to him. She
did not glance at him, however, and he went on.

"You know when I get into one of my dark hours, I always
come to my good angel, my dear Mrs. Warner, and to-day I am
in the very blackness of darkness. Lead me out into light" He
took her soft, white hand, as he spoke, between his, and looked at
her imploringly.

Mrs. Warner raised the heavy masses of hair softly from his
brow, and laid her hand lovingly upon it.

" My dear Philip," she said, in tender tones, "I have given you
a better guide than I or any erring mortal can be. Have you
read the words that fell from the lips of the compassionate
Jesus ?"

"Yes," replied Philip, bitterly,1" I read of the prodigal son, who
was received, after all his wanderings, to his father's house. I
read that 'there is joy in Heaven over one sinner that repenteth,
more than over ninety and nine just persons that need no repen-
tance.' I read all this, and far more that teaches the same
lesson, and, with a lighter heart, I think I see the dawning of a
brighter day. These are the teachings of one who has many pro-
fessed followers, who revere his lightest word-they will help the
wanderer to return, they will bid him God speed, I say to myself
-and longing for words of encouragement, I draw timidly near to
some one on whose face I think I read the spirit of the Gospel,
peace and good-will to men; but as I approach, that kind look
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changes to one of disgust and loathing-that gentle voice, instead
of saying, 'Go and sin no more,' exclaims, like the Pharisee,
'Stand aside, I am holier than thou.' Even woman, whose pro-
vince it is to bind up the broken heart, draws her garments closer
around her, as if fearful of pollution from the touch of her hem to
such as I, and passes by on the other side.

" Then, in bitterness of spirit, I exclaim, where is the boasted
power of the Gospel? Where is the influence of those teachings,
which, men say, can never die?

"I see myriads of church spires, and hear much of Christianity,
but where are the fruits?

"Jesus told those who came from John, when he asked, 'Art
thou he that should come, or do we look for another?' 'Go tell
him what ye see, how that the blind receive their sight, the dead
are raised, and the poor have.the Gospel preached to them.' Try
the church now by this. -The blind are leaders of the blind, the
dead in sins find no resurrection, and the poor-where is the
Gospel preached to them? In yonder tall building, where, every
Sabbath, kneel the rich and prosperous in this world's goods, are
the poor side by side with them?

"The form is here, but the spirit of godliness is nowhere to be
found. Then I close the book from which springs all this so-called
Christianity, and say, it is a beautiful theory, but it cannot be put
in practice. It shares the fate of a thousand philosophies before
it. If it were of God, it would not come to naught. The light
has faded out, and I stumble on again in the thick darkness, with
no faith in man, woman, or God."

Christine had listened, with her whole soul in her eyes, to these.

outpourings of a bitter spirit. How often had similar thoughts
filled her with unhappiness! She could not but sympathize with
the young man before her, and her heart smote her for the injus-
tice she had done him.

"I held my garments closer, and passed by on the other side.'
I thrust him down into the pit from which he strove to climb. God
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forgive me for putting one stumbling-block in the way of a poor
wanderer, striving to ascend the narrow path."

She could hardly refrain from crying out, "Forgive me !"
Was Mrs. Warner never going to speak to.him? Had she no

words of comfort to offer?
She sat there still, stroking his hair with all a mother's tender-

ness, and at last she spoke:
"My dear boy, do not look at poor, weak mortals like yourself.

Lift.up your eyes 'to the hills whence cometh our help'-to our
Saviour. He alone can show you the true path. He is the Way,
the Truth, and the Life. His teachings are no mere vain philoso-
phy-else where were we? What would become of us? But
no, 'I know that my Redeemer liveth,' and no shortcomings of
man can affect the eternal and life-giving truth. There is a reve-
lation made to all, and each for himself can find the truth, which
will be in him a well of water springing up into eternal life.

"Still, I bid you look into the Gospel, not around you, and
all will be well. Come to me, my dear boy," she continued, "as
you would to your mother; you never weary me. I never tire
of hearing all the thoughts that oppress you."

"My ever kind friend," replied Philip, warmly; then, after a
pause, he said, "and now will you not give me some music to
exorcise the evil spirit entirely."

She rose, opened the piano, and played one of Haydn's sym-

phonies, with a depth of expression that thrilled to Christine's
heart at least. When she ceased, she requested Christine to play
also. She complied, and sang a simple song.

Philip bent over her as she concluded, and said, in a low voice,
"Is not this a token that you retract those harsh words-that hard
sentence ?"

"Forgive me," said Christine, "I did not understand you. Far
be it from me to add one feather's weight to the load of sorrow
that crushes you. I bid you God speed in the upward path."

"How can I thank you enough for those cheering words ?" he
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answered. "May I venture to hope that you will be one of my
few friends ?"

One glance at her expressive face was enough.
" God bless you, sweet Christine," he said, in a voice so low that

it reached her ear alone, and, bidding both adieu, he left them.
"The victory is won 1" was his mental exclamation, as he rapidly

walked down the street, and he almost wondered at the exultation
which he felt. Why did he feel such a deep interest in this girl?
Why was it that he felt that her love would be all the world to
him? Never had he experienced the same emotions before, as
often as he had fancied himself in love. Not all the beauties he
had seen, had power to move him as this plain and simple girl.

" She shall love me," he said to himself, "as she can love, with
a depth and strength that few women are capable of. She shall

give me that pure, true heart !" and, exulting in his fancied victory,
Philip Armstrong walked on.

ii

THE SEED SOWN.

CHAPTER XIV.

THE SEED SoWN.

No sooner had Philip departed, than Mrs.' Warner began to
talk of him.

"Poor fellow !" she said, "His is a noble nature, but he has
been thrown under unfortunate influences. He is an orphan, and
his is not one of those half-way characters that are neither good
nor bad. He has had no restraining hand to check him in
his mad career, to point out his follies, and to guide him gently
back. If he had but known a mother's love, what might he not
have been spared! But, he is not wholly lost. I have great
hopes of him yet: that he may be the means, with his fine talents,
of leading others on in the right way, I feel almost sure; and, let
people say what they will of him, he shall never want a friend in
me. I know he has faults, great ones. His ardent tempera-
ment leads him, even now, into a thousand follies which a little
reflection would prevent his committing-but, then, his remorse is
so great that I can never find it in my heart to censure or
reproach him.

"AOh, Christine! it is worth a great effort to save such a soul as
his from wreck and ruin; and how guilty are they who look at all
his attempts at reform with distrust !"

"Oh, who could doubt his sincerity !" cried Christine. "I
pitied him from the bottom of my heart, and I had said such cold
words to him just before he came in !"

She went on to tell the whole story. Mrs. Warner listened
with the deepest interest.
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"Christine," she said, "I foresaw that you would have great
influence over him. You may do even more than I to save him.
Will you not endeavor to do so?"

"I will, Mrs. Warner. I solemnly promise to do all in my
power to help him to become what he may be, a noble and true
man."

Mrs. Warner smiled.
"I was not mistaken in you," she said. "I read you at the

first glance, and loved you as soon as I began to talk to you.
But now I must set about this pile of sewing which Philip's
coming in has so grievously interrupted. I must make my
needle fly quickly, Wse the poor baby there," she said, glancing at
the occupant of the cradle, "'will have no new gown this week."

"Let me help you," said Christine, drawing near the large
work-basket, wlxich was heaped with garments of all sorts and
sizes, some in a half-completed state, and others only cut out.

" Ah me," she continued, "when do you expect to get this all
done?"

"When shall I ever get out of work ? Never," replied Mrs.
Warner, cheerfully, "while I have five little ones, and a lord and
master, to sew for. Stitch, stitch, stitch, is my life-long task.
But, some of this work in the basket I am going to get done for
me. Would you be willing to go with me to the place where I
am to get the work done ? It is not far from here-but, before
we go, let me tell you something about the people.

" There are two maiden sisters, the relics of an old and once
very wealthy family, who, now that all their riches have gone, are
left to support themselves by the needle.

"They are as proud as ever were mortals, and, though nearly
everybody knows that they must sew for a living, yet they never
allude to it, and are always telling pitiful falsehoods to account for
the number of garments that they may be seen to be at work
upon. They are making a set of shirts for the minister, as a pre-
sent. they will tell you, or they have a great.deal of sewing to do

for themselves. Even when I carry work to them, I never say
anything about it, as I would to an ordinary sewing-girl. I tell
them that I am going to send a package down this evening. They
are much obliged, and, after dusk, I do send it, putting my direc-
tions inside on a paper. It is done, and returned after dark, but
without a bill. They never set any fixed prices. It is understood
that they are to receive a present in return, which all their friends
take care shall be amply sufficient to remunerate them for their
services."

"I cannot understand such feelings," said Christine. "How
much more noble it would be now, to come out openly and say,
we are poor, but we are independent; we will earn our own living,
and ask, with a clear conscience and open brow, for the money for
which wehave toiled so hard and so honestly."

"Yes, it would be far nobler, and would command more respect
from everybody if they were to do so, instead of keeping on tell-
ing these foolish stories that deceive nobody. However, so it is;
this is their weakness, and it would be a most terrible blow to' Miss
Patience or Miss Tempe, did they discover that everybody is not
blind to the fact of their working for a living."

"It's a pitiable weakness," said Christine.
"It is, indeed ; yet they are not to be too much blamed for it.

It is owing to the wrong basis on which society rests--owing to
that false reasoning which would assume that labor is degrading;
and not so much the labor either, for young ladies may sew, and
work like servants, for a fair or a levee, and that is all right; but
to do anything for pay-to receive the just equivalent for labor
done, oh! that is dreadful.

" It is horrifying to fathers, hpsbands, and brothers, to have the
females of the family do anything which may add something to
the common stock. They will make slaves of themselves; yes,
toil day and night to keep them from doing anything .to nake
money. Not that it is considered out of the way to do sewing for
themselves, or sometimes kitchen drudgery, but if they should
think of entering a store, where, by lighter labo-, they might earn
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enough to hire a good, stout girl in the kitchen, they lose caste at
once. Oh, she is only a milliner, a dressmaker, or she has gone
into a store, is the sneering remark. What could have induced
the family to allow it? All this has its natural influence, and girls
shrink from encountering these remarks and glances as well as
from losing their position.

" Another evil effect is this. These girls, feeling that they are
a burden to their over-worked father, live with one aim, that of
marrying, and of marrying well.

"Oh, how many a girl has, without one spark of true affection,
married a man for a home.

Oh, if it could but be changed! If girls could only be brought
up like boys, with the idea that, when at a suitable age, it was
their duty to earn their own living, how much more self-respect
they would feel. Then they would not live for so paltry an aim
as merely to become a wife, nor need they hesitate if love should
lead them to wed a poor man. Then might a wife indeed prove
a helpmeet to her husband, or should a voman live single, she
might escape the sad doom of the poor and dependent old maid.
Then would marriage be what it ought to be, a union of loving
hearts, instead of, as is increasing every year in our land, a mere
legal partnership, a marriage of convenience.

"Now, if here and there an independent girl will assert her
right to earn her daily bread, there are only open to her two
things, teaching and the needle, both overcrowded, and' of course
the competition is so great that the pay is small."

"But, what can be done ?" asked Christine.
"Public opinion can be changed," replied Mrs. Warner. "It

will be a hard labor, but a glorious work; and who would not be
a partaker in it? Who would not for such a meed to become a
benefactress of her sex, suffer for a while all the contumely which
she must experience?

"A day will surely come when she will be called blessed, and her
works shall praise her."

"But, y dear Mrs. Warner, are you really a woman's-rights
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woman ?" asked Christine, timidly, for she had heard this name

applied to her friend with every kind of ridicule heaped upon
her.

"Yes, my child, I am, and I glory in the title. I know very
well how much I am scorned in consequence, and how many
sneering remarks are uttered against me, how many falsehoods
told of me, and how many who, in their hearts, believe just as I
do, laugh me to scorn. But what of that?

"'Blessed are ye when men shall revile you, and say all manner
of evil against you falsely, for my sake.' But I am wearying you,
Christine."

"Oh no, go on Mrs. Warner," replied Christine, who had been
gazing with admiration on the glowing cheek and sparkling eye
of her friend.

She sympathized with her in her lofty enthusiasm, though the
subject was new to her, and longed to hear more.

"Some other time, Christine, we will talk more on this matter;
but, now, if you will excuse ie, I must see what my handmaid,
Biddy, is about, for she requires constant overlooking, and if I did
not pay a visit to the kitchen, though she has made soda biscuit
fifty times at least, she would be quite as likely as not to forget
flour, butter, or some other equally important ingredient; she cer-
tainly never would be equal to remembering them all.

"You should have seen her first experiment in pastry-cooking.
I was just about to make some pies when I was interrupted by
company, which put my doing so quite out of the question, yet I
was very anxious to have them made.

"Biddy saw my perplexity, and being a good-natured soul, she
begged me to allow her to do it for me. I hesitated, but she
insisted that she could do it.

"' Faith, ma'am, and haven't I been after seeing' yez do it more
nor a hundred times, and isn't it myself that '11 be doin'the sameT
Do jest thry me, mistress, darlin'!'

"I consented at last, first repeating to her the entire process
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over and over again, and left her to do 'her endeavors,' as she

said. By-and-by I was summoned into the kitchen by Biddy,
who solemnly informed me that, 'Sure the divil must be in the

flour, for she had been bakin' the pies for four or five hours, and
the outside of them wouldn't get done, let her put nivir so much

hate to um.'
"I looked in at the oven, sure enough the crust was only a

sticky paste.
"'Did you do just as I told you, Biddy ? Rub in the butter,

and mix with water'
"1At the mention of water, Biddy started.
"'Och, the wather!' she exclaimed. 'Divil a sup of that did I

put in, at-all-at-all. Troth it's that same that Im after forgittin'

entirely.'
"And so ended Bridget's first lesson in pastry-cooking."
Christine laughed. "But why do you keep her," she asked.

"9Oh, she is a good-natured creature, honest and faithful, and if

she were to leave %me, I might get a worse one in her place;
indeed, I feel an attachment to the simple thing, and the baby
loves her very dearly. She will dance Irish Jigs and sing wild

Irish songs to him by the hour together, and he will look and

listen, as if it were the most charming performance in the world.

But it grows late. I must to the kitchen," and Mrs. Warner

vanished.
"How false are the charges," thought Christine, as that evening

she wended her way homeward, "that her enemies bring against

this noble woman, that she neglects her family duties for her

hobby, woman's rights." And a closer acquaintance with her

only increased Christine's indignation at the utter want of founda-

tion for these reports. Never had she seen a woman with a more

universal genius or more untirig energy.
Whether it was cutting and making coats and pantaloons for

her boys, shirts and vests for her husband, preparing food for the

family, dainties for the sick, or writing an article on her one grand
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subject, for the press, she was equally at home and equally sue-
cessful. Besides all this she was a frequent and welcome guest in
the dwellings of the poor, assisting them when in distress, using all
her influence to get work for them, and lending a sympathizing
ear to their troubles. Never was there a more unselfish nor
devoted friend, and every new trait in her character which Chris-
tine discovered, only increased her love for and admiration of her
new friend.

Her husband was a sea-captain and much away from home, so
that the care of the family devolved principally upon her; his
absence, too, made home rather lonely to her, and often, work in
hand, she would come to Mrs. Frothingham's, and sit hour after
hour, talking of the schemesfor the emancipation of woman, that
filled her heart and mind.

I cannot endure this any longer," said Mrs. Frothingham, after
one of these visits. "If Mrs. Warner must see you, either here
or at her house, do go there. I dread to see her enter, and
ahost wish myself deaf, that I might escape her continual talk on
woman, woman's rights, woman's needs, woman's wishes. I have
all the rights I want, except the right to forbid her coming to my
house; but do you go there."

I'll try homeopathic treatment, now," she added, mentally.
If Christine does get infected by her dogmas, she shall hear so

much of them that she will become disgusted with them. The
hair of the dog that bit will cure."

Jula judged her niece by herself, but she forgot that their
characters were essentially different, and the very enthusiasm
which she despised thrilled through Christine's soul. Her heart
burned within her at the wrongs which she learned from Mrs.
Warner's recital, and the arguments to which she listened seemed
conclusive to her. The pupil bid fair to outstrip the teacher, in
her zeal.
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CHAPTER XV.

THE BETROTHAL*

CHRISTINE had long since related to her aunt all that had passed
between Philip and herself, on her way to Mrs. Warner's on her
first visit, his call, and the words he had uttered.

"Consummate actor !" was all the reply Julia vouchsafed to
give to this account-and, when Christine indignantly exclaimed,
"Had you seen him, you would not have doubted his sincerity," A

Mrs. Frothingham only replied:
"He is an adept at reading the human heart, and sees your

weak point,.at once. It only confirms me in my opinion of him."
"Unjust !" was Christine's inward thought, and she resolved

that she would redeem her promise of remaining his friend.
Mrs. Frothingham read this in her face, and .judged it best

to place her upon her honor with regard to the acquaintance
which she saw she could no longer prevent, except by strict com-
mands, to which, with Christine's temperament, she thought it
unwise to resort.

"You know my' wishes," she said, quietly; "you know my
opinion of young Armstrong, yet I place no restrictions upon
you. I trust to your honor and. your frankness that you will
receive no visits or other attentions from him which you would
conceal from me."

"IThank you, dear Aunt Julia," replied Christine, with ardor.
"You may, indeed, rely on me."

Philip Armstrong was a constant visitor at Mrs. Warner's, and

it was almost universally the case that Christine met him there;
at first she had merely considered it accidental, and took no
notice of it, but gradually, as his looks and words showed
her unmistakably that it was her presence which drew him there,
though it sent a thrill of delight to her heart, she felt that it was
wrong.

Was not this a breaking of the tacit compact entered into
between her aunt and herself?

Did it not savor of clandestine intercourse ?
She had at first thought it too unimportant to mention that he

was a visitor at the house of her friend, for her aunt was aware of
this ; but now, when she never failed to meet him there, she
could not conceal froin herself that it ought no longer to
continue.

She resolved to put a stop to it at once, and when left alone
with him, as was often the case, she turned to him, and said-

"It may be unintentional on your part, Mr. Armstrong, but it
has so happened that we meet here very frequently. You know
that my aunt disapproves of our acquaintance, and though she has
not positively forbidden it, yet she expects me to regard her feel-
ings, and I have promised to do so.

"I am your friend. You must not doubt that when I tell you
that, if I am to find you here -every time I come, I shall visit
Mrs. Warner no longer."

"You call yourself my friend, and yet shun me in this manner,"
replied Philip, in a reproachful tone.

"I am, indeed," exclaimed Christine. "I do feel a deep inte-
rest in your welfare, but I cannot do evil that good may come.
This has the appearance of clandestiiie meetings, a thing which,
were I to permit, would destroy all my self-respect.

" No, Mr. Armstrong, this must not continue. This is our last
interview in this house; but, believe me, I shall watch your pro-
gress with the deepest interest, and always remember that you
have one true friend in Christine Elliot."

I
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She rose as if to leave the room, but he detained her.
" Christine, dear Christine 1" he exclaimed, "we part not thus.

Not before you hear me declare, that-I love you!"
A score of times before he had uttered protestations of undying

affection, in words that he had flattered himself were irresistible
in their eloquence; but now, when he would have given worlds to
have been able to express the depth of his affection, he felt that it
would be profanation to address to her the rhapsodies he had so
often poured into willing ears. He could hardly utter even "I
love you," and yet those simple words, in that tone, were more
eloquent than anything he could have said.

Christine stood an instant with downcast eyes and glowing
cheek, without reply.

That instant seemed an age to him; on her next words hung
his fate, and he hardly dared hope that they would be what he
wished. She was.so far superior to him, so pure, so good; could
she love such a wretch as he?

Christine sunk into a chair, and burst into tears. He saw
it all.

" You pity me !" he exclaimed, "but you cannot love me. Fool
that I was to hope it! Forget me, Christine. Forget the wretch
who dared to love you, or, if you remember him, think that
he had yet one redeeming trait, since he loved one all purity,
though he was himself a sinner. Farewell !"

He took her hand and raised it to his lips, then turned to leave
the room.

"Philip !"
That voice-that tone! Did he read- it arightU One glance

was enough.- In an instant, she was clasped to his heart.
" But my aunt," whispered Christine, endeavoring to extricate

herself from his embrace.
"Trust to me," was his reply. "Sure of your love, I am confi-

dent of all the rest."
"I hear a footstep," said Christine. "Dear Philip, release me 1"

and she slipped from his arms as Mrs. Warner entered; she looked
from the agitated girl to the smiling Philip, and half read the
secret, for she had long been aware of the love which.he felt for
Christine, and had guessed, even before Christine was aware of it,
that it was reciprocated.

"Congratulate me, Mrs. Warner," exclaimed Philip. "Only.
one obstacle is in the way of our perfect happiness, Mrs. Frothing-
ham's consent, and that is but a mole-hill."

"I do rejoice with you most sincerely," replied Mrs. Warner,
"and hope that you may find Mrs. Frothingham's prejudices as
easy to be removed as you seem to imagine."

"Never fear," he returned. "I am going now to beard the
lioness in her den. Farewell, Mrs. Warner. Au revoir, my Chris-
tine !" and he was gone..

"Have I done right ?" asked Christine, timidly, as he answers
to her friend's questions drew from her the scene that had just
passed.

"You have saved him, dearest," was the reply. "His love for
you has changed him entirely. Your influence has roused all
that was noble in his nature, and it rests with you to make him

all that God intended him to be. I have no fears for the future.

I do not doubt him."

"Doubt him-who could do so ?" exclaimed Christine, quickly.

"I never thought of that-of fearing for him! But will he always
love me-he, so beautiful, so talented, and I, so plain, and so far

beneath him ?"
"Give yourself no uneasiness about that, my darling," returned

Mrs. Warner. "You under-estimate yourself. You are every

way his equal. I only hope that he may prove himself worthy
of you. And now, my dear, will you accompany me to see Miss

Patience and. Miss Tempe Minor; or has this put the poor old

ladies quite out of your head?"

"I had forgotten them," replied Christine,- blushing, "but I am
quite ready to go."

THE BETROTHAL.
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It was a small cottage that they entered, after the short walk
that led to the place of their destination.

They were ushered into the parlor by Miss Tempe, who apolo-
gized for her appearance then, by saying, that the servant had just
gone out. Mrs. Warner took no notice of this stale and stereo-
typed white lie, but seated herself 'on the hard, old-fashioned sofa,
which, like its owners, had seen better days. The floor was,
covered by an old and faded Wilton carpet, which bore the marks
of care, in the shape of many darns; and the very colors of the
old pictures of stiff and anti uated ladies and gentlemen, which
adorned the walls, had faded and grown rusty, as if sympathizing
with the fallen greatness of their family.

The whole room had a shabby-genteel appearance, from the
scanty curtains that draped the small windows, to the straight-
legged and ricketty old piano, which, in its day, had, been the
admiration of all the townspeople, who had listened with delight
to the performance of Miss Patience upon its keys; but that had
long since passed, though still Miss Patience rattled its keys, and
sung the old songs in a shrill, high voice, which had won such
rapturous applause from crowds of admirers, when she was the
youthful heiress.

It was as pitiful as ludicrous a sight to see the ancient damsel
at her ancient instrument, playing off the ancient airs and graces
that suited s illy with her withered visage; the tossings of the
head, that shook the bunches of false curls till they seemed in
danger of leaving her, the smile that had once been fascinating
now only served to make the caricature of a belle more com-
plete.

Miss Tempe had taken advantage of her sister's entrance to
retire, and now appeared, dressed in a scanty and rusty black silk,
with an additional cluster of cork-screw curls on each side of her
attenuated face. She had not so many airs as her sister, for
Patience had been the beauty and pride of the family, and could
not forget it, and Terupe, still, from force of habit, yielded to her

in all points of difference, and insisted on her having the new gar-
ment, or going to the party, when it was ascertained that only one
could have this gratification.

"Had you heard that we have another member in our family ?"
asked Miss Patience.

"No," replied Mrs. Warner. "You know I am always behind
all the rest of the town in learning the news. Who is it ?"

" It is my brother John's only daughter, an orphan, poor thing !"
continued Patience.

"John," mused Mrs. Warner.
"Yes," answered Tempe. "You remember he married rather

unfortunately." Here a severe glance from her sister checked her
in her intended communication.

Miss Patience did not trust her sister to proceed, but went on,
"Her mother died some time since, and she lived with people who
were not over kind to her. We heard of it, and sent for her.
Call her, Tempe."

"Grace,! Grace !" cried Tempe, and in a moment a young girl
entered.

"She is hardly seventeen," said Miss Patience, after introducing
her, and she looked even younger.

She was very slight and very fair, had a profusion of wavy, brown
hair, a rosy mouth, and deep-blue eyes. She was not strictly
handsome, but yet there was something very attractive about her
and her every movement was grace itself.

She seemed a little shy, and said nothing, except when directly
addressed, but her aunts seemed to look upon her with a grea
deal of pride and fondness.

She listened with a mischievous smile to the descriptions which
Patience gave of imaginary new dresses, and seemed half-ready to
expose the untruths she was telling; she restrained herself
however, and only tapped her little foot impatiently as the recital
went on.

Mrs. Warner and Christine at last took leave, declining the invi-
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tation to remain to tea, which both sisters united in giving, and

half-inclined to laugh, though feeling a pity for the old ladies,
Christine walked slowly homeward.

"It is very kind in them to take that niece of theirs home,"

said Mrs. Warner, musingly. "I must try and see if I cannot

help them and her, poor little thing. A pretty, fairy-like creature,

she is, isn't she, Christine ?"

"Yes, she is," was the half-absent reply, for now her mind was

filled with her own affairs.
Bad Philip' seen her aunt? What had she decided upon?

She longed to get home, and after leaving Mrs. Warner, hurried_

onward.
She had just reached her room, and thrown aside her bonnet

and shawl, when a servant requested her to go to the parlor, and,

with a beating heart, she entered that room.

"My dear Christine," said Mrs. Frothingham, as the girl glided

to her side, "Mr. Armstrong has just been here to make a formal

demand for your hand in marriage."
"And what did you say ?" asked Christine, eagerly.

"That if he could gain your consent, I gave mine willingly."
"Oh, Aunt Julia," exclaimed the girl, with a flash of joy in her

eyes, that told at once that her consent would not be withheld, "I
hardly hoped this. You have seemed to dislike Philip so much."

"I did warn you against him," said Mrs. Frothingham, "because

I knew him to be a trifler, a male coquet, and feared that he was

rying, to gain your affections merely to while away the time,

hich hung heavily upon his hands; but I give you credit. You

Have played the game well; for, do you know, Miss Christine, all
the beauty, and fashion, and wealth of many a girl has been una-

ble to.effect what you have done-he never before offered mar-

riage to any one. Chi:istine, I did not give you credit for such

skill."
"My dear aunt, you pain me," replied Christine. "I never tried

to gain his heart, and why he loves me I do not know. It is sur-
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prising to me that he should have chosen me; but he does love
me, and I am very happy."

"I shall write to your father," returned Mrs. Frothingham,
taking no notice of these words, "immediately. He will make no
objections, I am sure. The match is unexceptionable. Philip is
handsome, elegant, and rich.

"He will be here this evening, my dear, to see you, so go to
your chamber, and make yourself presentable."

Christine vanished, and Mrs. Frothingham took her pen to
inform her brother of the great event in Christine's history.

Never were there two happier beings than the young couple
who sat that evening in Mrs. Frothingham's parlor. Julia sat on
a sofa, at a distance from them, while, half-forgetful of her pres-
eice, Philip talked to Christine of the past, and the future, and
whispered words that called a blush of pleasure to her cheek.

He, as well as Mrs. Frothingham, had written her father, and
no cloud dimmed the picture, which he painted, of their future.
They would go to Europe together; she should see all that was
beautiful, in nature and art, in that grand Old World, all she had
dreamed of so often, all that he had described, that she had read
of. After this they would return, and would have a beautiful
home where she should be mistress, and where he should find all
the happiness that earth can give.

From these, and a thousand similar plans, he returned to her-
self; made her tell him all about her own dear home, describe
father, mother, and sister, and from that led her on to speak of her
own thoughts.

He listened to her with pleasure, and every glance that her
simple narrative gave him into her pure heart increased his admi-
ration of her. She was so different from any woman he had ever
met, so frank, and free from coquetry, so earnest to know and do
the right, so free from any of the petty aims of her sex, that he
wondered -how he had ever gained her heart.

He would never have wearied of listening to her, and it was an
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unwelcome sound, indeed, when Mrs. Frothingham said: "It is

after eleven o'clock, Mr. Armstrong ;" but he submitted with a

good grace to the hint, and bowing to her, and raising Christine's

hand to his lips, he bade them good-night.
No day passed, during the vacation, that Christine did not see

him. She took rides and walks with him, accompanied by her
aunt, went to concerts, to the opera, and the theatre ; in fact, no
wish of hers was ungratified.

The books she casually mentioned a desire to read, the flowers

she most loved, were hers, as if by magic, and nothing seemed to

give him so much pleasure, as to see the joy that sparkled in her

eyes at these renewed proofs of his devotion.
When school again reopened, their interviews were less fre-

quent, for Mrs. Frothingham would not allow it, but Christine

wished him to resume the profession of the law, which he had
abandoned ; and, as his talents were well-known, business began
to occupy him.

The consent of Mr. Elliot had been readily given on his sister's

representations, and Philip urged a speedy union.
"In the spring," at lat Christine said, and so the matter was

decided.
Mrs. Frothingham desired the marriage to take place at her

house, and as Mr. Elliot wished Christine to come home before
the wedding, she decided to go and spend the three months
which were to intervene, there, in making preparations for the

nuptials. Mrs. Frothingham desired it to be kept as private as

possible, in which both Philip and Christine agreed.

Philip accompanied her to her home, and she was delighted to

find that he appreciated the sterling good sense of her father, and
admired Bessie as much as she could desire, while all the family
were equally pleased with his elegance and evident fondness for

Christine.

THE OLD HOMESTEAD.

IT was winter-the dreariest season of the year in the country;
and yet as Christine stood by the window the morning after Philip's
departure, and scraped off with h r finger the delicate tracery of
the frost upon the panes, the scene upon which she gazed did not
look dreary to her.

Wide plains of snow, interspersed here and there by clumps of
evergreens, lay outspread before her; further on, her eye rested
on the distant hills, on whose bold summits fell the first beams of
the sun, which laboriously worked its way up from grey clouds
that looked as if they- were heavy with fresh snows; the farm-
house, with its low wall, surrounded, as by a rampart, with banks
of snowits yard, where, close to the orchard-fence, stood the heavy
wood-sled; while a little further on were piles of wood, which it
was a part of winter's work to haul from the neighboring forests;
and the barn-yard, filled, as it was, with cows, horses, oxen, and
sheep, who crowded around t e large tub, from which James
Cameron was cutting the ice, the cattle might take their
morning draught, added life to the still picture.

It looked very pleasant to her; even the bare skeletons of the
orchard opposite inspired her with no gloomy thoughts. They
only reminded her of a bale old age; she had seen them in their
promising spring-time, when the young leaves and buds had
covered their dry branches, in a very luxuriance of beauty-she
had seen them in their strength, in summer, when those buds had
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given place to growing fruit, when the birds had built their nests

there, and sung there their sweetest songs; there, in the autumn,

she had seen those limbs weighed down by the rosy fruit, which,

in its perfect maturity, bad well fulfilled the promise of the spring-
buds and summer-birth, and now the task was done-the orchard

rested from its labors, but in those dry limbs she knew that there

was life; it was only now in a quiet sleep, ere long to be succeeded

by a fresh awakening, a renewal of youth, a yearly resurrection.

No, there was nothing dreary in winter, and, with a light heart,
Christine obeyed the call of her sister to come to breakfast.

She held her aching fingers over the cheerful fire that roared

and blazed in the huge old fireplace, for a few minutes, and then

moved aside for James, who came in shaking the snow off his

mittens, and, stamping the same from his boots on the wide and

glowing hearth; then he rubbed his ears, which were very red,

and declared that it was cold-a proposition which there was no

disputing, and which made the breakfast-table, with its smoking
viands, all the more inviting.

The low walls and homely furniture of that farm-house formed

a striking contrast to the elegances that had, for the past two

years, surrounded Christine; but rough as it was, every plank in

that old house was dear to her. She thought no longer of any-

thing unpleasant in the past, but remembered only its joys.
She busied herself now through the short days in assisting her

mother and sister in their household tasks, laughing with them at

her awkwardness, or sat at her work, plying her busy needle, and

carolling merry songs. Every stitch was one link that drew her

nearer to Philip ; these garments were for Philip's wife; and so the

task, which otherwise would have been a weary one, was pleasant

to her.
"I declare it really does me good," said Farmer Elliot to his

wife, "to see the gal so chipper, more like other folks. It was a

good idee lettin' on her go with Julia."

"Waal, I was alwus- in favor of it, you know, father," replied
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his wife, "and it has turned out well. She isn't like the same
girl she was two year ago."

Those two years had, indeed, effected a marvellous change in
Christine. She vas not beautiful, she never could be, except to
loving hearts, who could read the beauty of her soul in her deep
eye and in her changing countenance; but there was a charm
about her, whether in her sweet, clear voice, her gentle, dignified,
and easy manners, in the grace and lightness of her step, or in the
refinement and delicacy that breathed in her every gesture, or in
all together, it would have been difficult to decide, but which
insensibly attracted all who came within the sphere of her influ-
ence; a charm which was all the more powerful that she herself
was quite unconscious of'possessing it.

Every week during that winter did she and Bessie ride down
to the village, for the mail was only weekly there, and never was
she disappointed in receiving the expected letter; letters, the
perusal of which filled her heart with a gladness that leaped to'her
eyes, and sparkled there, and she read them over and over again,
till she knew them by heart-by heart, indeed, for the heart more
than the memory had to do with her remembrance of them.

Then the magazines, new books and papers that came, were
more than enough to supply her with reading during the long
evenings. Never had there been such mails at Amity Mills, and,
as the postmaster examined them, and read, "Miss Christine
Elliot" on package, after package, he raised his eyebrows, and
gave utterance to a long, sharp, but subdued whistle, his usual

method of expressing his astonishment or his conjectures.
"All this hain't for nothin'," was his shrewd decision, and, as he

related his suspicions to his wife, she in turn to her friend Mrs.
O'Reilly, and she to hers, all under the solemn assurance of
secrecy, it was soon known over the village that Christine Elliot
was going to be married. All agreed on this main point, though
there was a slight difference in other particulars-some avowing
that the bridegroom elect was a doctor, others, a minister, while
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still others were as certain that he belonged to various other
professions.

All this extreme anxiety as to her affairs, the settlement of this
and other questions of similar importance, though it kept the vil-

lagers busy, troubled Christine little. During the long evenings,
she read aloud to an audience, consisting of her father, who
sat smoking at one side of the pine table, which was pulled

out into the centre of the floor before the huge fire, and her

mother, who rattl-ed her busy knitting-needles on the opposite

side, Bessie, who kept her blue eyes fixed on her sewing, conscious

that James Cameron, who was fashioning an axe handle, or who

was engaged in some similar work of architectuTe, was, in fact,
watching her every movement, and blushes deepened the roses on

her cheek, while her fingers flew all the faster under this scrutiny.
The- silence was only broken by the reader's sweet voice, the click,
click of her mother's needles, or the occasional fall of some burned
log, letting a whole pile of blazing sticks and brands roll here and

there on the hearth, or the noise of the tongs in replacing
then.

Then followed the comments of the listeners, as the apples,
which had been warming near the fire in the japanned tray, and
the pitcher of cider, was discussed-interrupted, perhaps, by a
laugh at Bessie, who, thinking herself unobserved, had succeeded

in paring an apple without breaking the skin, and had slily flung
it over her head, and was endeavoring to discover the letter which
it formed, while James declared it to be a perfect C.

Often there was a little lamb, which its mother had refused to

own, lying in a basket near the fire, whose feeble cry was hushed

by warm milk which Bessie administered.
There was never any lack of topics for conversation, farming

and politics rivalled each other, till nine o'clock rung out from the

old wooden clock; then came the family prayers, for Mr. Elliot

was a devout Methodist, and, though the long prayer he- uttered

was essentially the same he had offered every night for twenty
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years, yet it came from a sincere heart, and were not their wants
the same ?

So three months passed.
The March winds were howling over the earth, though now

and then a spring-like day gave an earnest of what was to be; the
snow had scarcely gone, and the farmer's work had begun, the wood
was to be chopped which was to supply the next winter's fires, the
dressing to be got ready for the fields, and the fences to be repaired
or rebuilt.

It was April when Christine returned to Woodland Vale. The
buds of the willows were swelling and ready to burst forth; the
winter wheat was just peeping from the ground, and all Nature
seemed rousing herself from her long sleep; Sprig had got there
before her; everything around her aunt's dwelling betokened her
presence; the first hardy flowers were unfolding their soft petals,
the leaves danced on the trees, the air was soft and balmy, the
birds had returned from their southern pilgrimage. In everything
she recognized the magic touch of Spring.

Her marriage was to take place in May, and al the family were
to be present.

Mrs. Frothingham was in her element in planning the festivities.
She had taken care to select the wardrobe of the bride, and had
set the nimble fingers of divers seamstresses at work on articles of
wearing apparel for her niece.

All was happiness and light around her; it was spring-time in
her heart, and though sometimes a shadow flitted over her, as she
thought of the Spanish proverb, "It is not always May," it was as
fleeting as dark, for love's sunshine speedily dissipated it.

IN She was one day paying a visit to Mrs. Warner, and had been
telling to that kind friend some of the bright visions that rose
before her, to which Mrs. Warner's only reply was a deep sigh.

"Why do Vou sigh ?" asked Christine.
It is not that I do not rejoice in your happiness, my child, and

pray that it may be lasting, though in this world sorrow must
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come to all, but I selfishly grieve sometimes at the downfall of all

my hopes. I had looked forward to such a future for you. I

imagined you toiling in the great work-field, and returning with

rich sheaves, the fruit of your labors, to the garner, and, alas, your
eyes are so dazzTed by love's sunlight, that you see nothing but
brightness in the world.

"You heed not the fields that are to be brought in from the wil-

derness of the world, that they may sometime be white for the

harvest."
" Oh, do not say so, Mrs. Warner !" exclaimed Christine. "I

confess I have for a time been forgetful of all but my own happi-
ness; but may I not rejoice in the good gift that God has given

me, and do you not see that, instead of losing me, you have gained

a laborer in Philip? Together he and I will toil on, cheering each
other."

Mrs. Warner shook her head sadly.
"It cannot be," she said ; "your duties will confine you .to a

narrower field."
" But not less noble," interrupted Christine.
" True," replied Mrs. Warner. "But I had hoped so much of

you. I hardly knew how much, till I now see you about to enter
on the common lot of woman. Christine, your field is the world."

"Do not fear, my friend," interrupted Christine's sweet voice,
"that I shall forget my duties to my fellows in the narrower circle
around me. I will do what lies nearest me first, and not leave
the rest undone. I will write! I can write-I am sure of it-
words that will reach the hearts of men, and find an echo there.
Do not feel so disappointed; I can do much yet."

"And when shall I read your essays, my dear ?"
"Perhaps never. Essays are too often read by those who do

not need them. Christ did not disdain to convey truth in parables.
I will write in a form that will bring my words to all-the good
who seek for the right and true, wherever it may be found, will
hear me, and to the careless, who would never seek for truth, I
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will whisper lessons so gently that they cannot offend, and yet, that
may bear with them seeds which may spring up in the heart."

"But Philip may not wish you to do so."
"You do not understand Philip; he would. only urge me on

to do all that I can in this short life."
"Christine," said Mrs. Warner, as her friend rose to go away,

"I may have said too much. You have still high aims. You
will make a noble wife and mother, and there are few enough of
them in this world. In those duties you will find enough to
employ all. your powers. God is leading you into that path. I
had hoped that you were she, who, like Miriam of old, should be
one of the leaders of the down-trodden into the land of freedom;
but, in His own good time, He will raise up a prophetess."

"Yes, in His own good time," replied Christine, as she bade her
friend good-by, and walked to the lake where she had promised to
meet Philip.
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CHAPTER XVII .

GRACE.

IT was before the time that she had appointed, but it was very
pleasant to sit under the tall trees that waved their leafy branches
near that beautiful sheet of water, to look into its crystal depths,
and see the same beautiful picture reflected there, only in softer
tints, that lay around her; the fleecy' clouds, the waving trees,
were mirrored below her, and she could almost imagine that she,
had a glimpse into the dwellings of the Naiads.

She leaned back, at last, against a tree, and letting the soft air
play on her cheek, she sunk into 'a reverie.

Mrs. Warner's words had roused her. She would a wake from
her slumber. She would work. A quiet smile played round her
mouth, and a deeper light filled er eyes, as she marked out her
future course.

Suddenly she heard iroices near her. Surely, one was familiar,
to her-but no, a clear, girlish voice replied; it could not be
Philip's tones, though strangely like them; it was probably some
couple who had been tempted by the beauty of the day to sail
over the still waters of the lake.

The voices came nearer. She was about to change her position
when the words arrested her attention, and rooted her to the spot.

" Philip, dear Philip.. Tell me; it cannot be so !"
The voice was sweet, but pitifully earnest and mournful, and

every tone fell on Christine's ear as clearly as if the speaker had
been at her side, yet she could not see her, separated, as they
were, by clumps of trees.-

"Why have you followed me thus ?" returned a voice she well

knew, but in a stern and harsh tone she had never before heard.

"Why do you dog me in this manner ?"
"Oh, Philip, do not speak so coldly, and forgive me, but I had

just heard words that maddened me. I saw you, and I could wait
no longer, I must hear denial from your lips! It cannot be
that you are going to be married. It cannot be 'true."

Yet, it is true," he replied.

Christine could bear suspense no longer; she leaned forward
and saw, through the trees, her lover and a young girl, whom she
instantly recognized as Grace Minor.

Both were turned away from her, and she could see distinctly
the slight figure of Grace, who, at thbse words, had sunk on the
ground, and was wringing her hands convulsively.

"Then it is true. I have been sewing, wearily and in sadness,
on the garments of your bride! But, as your bride, she shall
never wear them !" she exclaimed, checking her sobs. "I will go
to her. I will tell her all."

"Do you dare to threaten me ?" he interrupted, stamping his
foot, and speaking in a fierce tone. "Dare to do as you have said,
and I never see you more."

A fresh burst of sobs was the only reply.
At last she spoke, in a voice choked with emotion-
"Tell me, then, one thing. You do not love her ?"
Christine held her breath almost suspended to hear the reply.

She felt almost guilty at the exultation, which she experienced as
he spoke.-

"Love her ?" he exclaimed. "Better than my own life-
better than my own soul. She is the only woman that I ever
loved !"

"The only woman! Oh, Philip, unsay those cruel words. It
cannot be. She so-"

"Hush !" he interrupted. "Do not'take the name of that pure
being upon your lips. She, so far above all the world-she, the
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first of her sex that I ever respected-she, who endeavored to lead
me into her own heavenly way. Do not bring her image into-
comparison with you," he added, sneeringly.

"But who made me what I am ?" exclaimed the girl. "Was I
not as pure as she, till you came with false words and smiles ?"
she paused, overcome with emotion. "Oh, God !" she ejaculated.
"What am I now? He, who, of all the world, should pity me,
spurns me with contempt. Tells me that all these months, in
which he won my heart and wrought my ruin, he has been
betrothed to another-that he never loved me!

"Philip Armstrong, the world will smile on you-it will crush
me under foot, but, in the sight of heaven, you are guiltier than I.

God judge between us!" and, turning away, she was soon lost to

sight.
Her departure recalled Christine to herself.
She could not see Philip then, and rising, she leaned against a

tree for a moment to recover her strength, for she could hardly
support herself; but Philip might come that way and discover her,
so, controlling herself by a strong effort, she managed to gain her
home, and enter it without being observed.

She flung herself on her bed and gave herself up to her agony.
What a change bad the last few hours made in her fate. As

she contrasted the bright visions that had filled her with happiness,
with the present, she groaned aloud. A few hours before, and the
thought of his death would have seemed to her the most terrible
blow that could have fallen upon her, and now how much rather
she would have stood by his open grave, and would have heard the
heavy sound of the clods falling on his coffin, than to see him, as
she had, with the flush of youth and health upon his cheek, spurn-
ing from him his suffering victim.

Could it be that he, whom she had imagined so noble, true, and
generous, was so treacherous, false and vile?

Was it not a horrid dream? Alas! it was all too real.
Her eyes burned painfully-the light seemed to scorch them;
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her temples throbbed; she could not weep; she only laid still on
her couch, with an aching at her heart, a dull, heavy pain that she
could not escape ; it seemed to her that her senses were unusually
acute; every light step through the hall seemed to jar her aching
head, and she could hardly bear the flutter of the white curtain,
which the breeze, that blew in at the open window, caused. Just
then she heard a ring at the door-bell-a step-Philip's step, his
voice, and her aunt's in reply, and then his clear, ringing laugh.

How discordantly that sound fell on her ear. He could laugh,
and she, could she ever smile again?

She knew that Philip had come to see why she had not met
him at the lake, and she heard the step of the servant who was
coming to her room.

She rose, and with trembling fingers, pencilled these words on a
card:

" Philip, I was at the lake, and saw and heard all. Farewell."
She gave the card to the girl, who gazed at her pale face com-

passionately, and shut the door gently, pitying her evident suffer-
ing.

"Miss Christine is sick," said the servant, entering the parlor,
and giving Philip the card.

He glanced at it and turned deathly pale.
Mrs. Frothingham noticed his sudden change of color, and with

a light laugh, began to assure him that there was no occasion for
alarm; that it was probably only one of her niece's usual severe
attacks of headache.

"But I will go to her," she concluded, " and bring you an exact
account of her health, and tell her what a model lover she has,
who grows pale-at the thought of her illness."

"Go, Mrs. Frothingham," exclaimed Philip, eagerly, "and beg
her to cone down, if but for a moment. Tell her I must see her."

"I will tell her," replied Julia, smilingly, as she left the room,
and Philip paced up and down the apartment in a fever. of sus-
pense.
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Mrs. Frothingham, meanwhile, entered her niece's apartment

"You are feverish, my dear," she said, putting her soft hand on

Christine's burning forehead, "but you should see Philip. He is

half-crazy about you," and she delivered his message.
"Oh, Aunt Julia 1" exclaimed Christine, as she ceased speaking.

"Tell him I cannot, I cannot !" and, with a qpick sob, she fell back

on her pillow insensible.
Mrs. Frothingham rang for a servant, and applied cold water

profusely to the sufferer, and ere long she recovered her conscious-

ness; when all was done that could ensure her comfort, Mrs.

Frothingham returned to the parlor.
"She would not come !" was Philip's'exclamation, as he saw her

enter alone.
"She is very ill," was the reply. ""It is a sudden attack, for she

was quite well this morning ; but she will be better soon. I shall

sen for Dr. Hubbard, immediately. Excuse me now, I must

retu to her."
"I have killed hep i" muttered Phillip, bitterly, rising as Mrs.

Frothingham left the room, and walking out of the house.
With his hat drawn moodily over his eyes, he strode on towards

the cottage of Grace Minor.
It was growing dark, and he heeded no one he met; sud-

denly he felt a light touch on his arm, and a joyful voice
exclaimed-

"Oh, Philip, I knew you would come-I have been watching

for you, and came out to meet you."
He flung off the little hand that rested on his arm, and cast a

fierce glance at the girl, that made her shudder. Its meaning
was unmistakable-all hope died out in her heart.

She sighed, a long-drawn, quivering sigh, that was half a sob.
"Oh, Philip," she cried, "is there no spark of love for me

in your heart? Do you hate me ?"
"Yes, I hate you," he hissed through his shut teeth. "You

have killed her, my bride-my wife. You are the curse of my

life," and, as if maddened, he went on to overwhelm her with bit-
ter curses and revilings.

She listened to it all, without a word in reply, only standing
there with her hands pressed tightly over her heart, as if every
word was a dagger that pierced to her very life; when he ceased,
she only murmured-

"Would to God that we had never met !"
"You cannot wish it more devoutly than I," replied Philip,

coldly. "Your presence is hateful to me !"
"I will relieve you of it," answered the girl, with a strange

calmness. "Will you not say one kind word to your little Grace
before she bids you farewell ?"

She took his hand timidly, and went on-
"Call me Grace once more! Tell me that you do not mean

all those cruel words you have said. Speak to me once as you
used to do. I will trouble you no more !"

Her gentleness only seemed to irritate him more and more.
"Will nothing rid i4e of you ?" he exclaimed, fiercely. "Have

I not said enough, that you cling to me still? I could find it in
my heart to strike you !" he muttered.

"Oh, ndt that, not that!" exclaimed Grace, wildly.
"Begone, then 1" he said, contemptuously turning his back Vpon

her. When he looked around, she was gone.
Rapidly she went on, her long hair floating in the wind, her

shawl held tightly over her breast, whither she hardly knew. She
had plunged into the forest-the underbrush clung to her gar-
ments, as if to hold her back-she only hurried on,\leaving frag-
ments of her dress in its friendly grasp-on, on, till she reached
the borders of the lake, close to the very spot where Philip had
told her that he never Idved her.

"May God have mercy upon me, for man has none !" she said,
wildly, and with all the calmness of despair, she laid aside her
shawl, walked out on % fallen tree that, half-supported by those
near it, was suspended over the clear lake.
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There was a plash in the deep waters, a few faint, instinctive
struggles, a gurgling cry-then the circling ripples grew wider and
wider! All was still again, save the gentle washing of the waves
against the shore, naught to tell of the fearful tragedy that had
been enacted there-and the spirit of Grace Minor was with its
God1

CHAPTER XVIII.

H EART STRUGGLEs.
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"She was better, though still suffering," her aunt said.
He felt a thrill of joy at-these words. Her blood, at least, was

net on his hands.
How he longed to-see her, if but for a moment, to tell her, he

should never .cease to love her, though she was lost to him
for ever.

The toll of a bell struck heavily on his ear. All that was
earthly of Grace Minor was on its way to the churchyard. It was
as if every stroke fell on his heart.

It roused Christine from an uneasy sleep. She started up, and
asked her attendant, eagerly, who was dead?

The girl related all, the search for the poor Grace, and the find-
ing of her dead body.I

Christine listened to the tale with wild, flashing eyes, and parted
lips-her curtain blew aside, and she saw the black procession slowly
winding by. She uttered one deep groan and fainted.

Swoon succeeded swoon, and when, at length, she recovered
from these she was in the wildest delirium.

For weeks her life hung as upon a thread, while she was uncon-
scious of all about her. When, at last, she opened her languid
eyes, no longer sparkling with the brightness of fever, and spoke
a few words feebly, which showed that she was herself once more,
her friend, Mrs. Warner, who sat by her side, could restrain her-
self no longer; she burst into glad tears that fell on the thin hand
that rested on the white counterpane.

Christine looked bewildered.
"Where am I? Do not weep. What has happened?" she

said, feebly, with a, vague remembance of something painful.
Mrs. Warner recollected herself, wiped away her tears, and tell-

ing her that she had been very sick, lifted her gently, shook up her
pillow, and bade her compose herself to sleeg.

But she could not sleep; it wearied h; yet she must think;
what had happened? Gradually it all came NiMkt* her.

"Philip ?" she whispered, inqui 'inglv.

" Well," returned Mrs. Warner; " and here every few hours to

ask for you. He sent you these flowers," she added, lifting a vase

that was filled with the choicest blossoms. "Would you like them

nearer
" No," replied Christine, faintly; "but tell him I thank him, and

I am better."
Mrs. Warner faithfully delivered this message, and marked the

flash of joy that irradiated his countenance.

"She is an angel," he said, and in his heart arose the hope, that

had well-nigh died out, of a reconciliation.

Slowly Christine regained her strength, and, at last, she could

sit up for some hours at her window; she had steadily refused to

see Philip, though he had begged her to do so in eloquent notes,

again and again.
"I cannot yet," had been her unvarying reply.
It was the morning that was to have been her wedding-day, and

she sat by the open window, attired in a simple, white dressing-
gown, her dark hair put smoothly back from her fair brow, and
her dark eyes looking preternaturally large and bright, contrasting
as they did with the paleness of her cheek.

Mrs. Frothingham sat there sewing by her side.

Christine, at last, broke the silence.

"You have written home, have you not ?"
"Yes, regularly. I did not tell them how ill you,, were, for it

would only have distressed them unnecessarily. You had every
attention, and in your delirium would not have known who were

your attendants."

"Do you know what day this is ?"
"Yes," replied Mrs. Frothingham, cheerfully. "It was to have

been your wedding-day."
"If Philip comes to day I will see him, and alone, if you please,

Aunt Julia."

"Very well," was the reply, and, almost before the words were

spoken, a servant brought in a bouquet of flowers from Mr. Arm-
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strong, and a card, 6n which were pencilled a few words of en-
treaty to see her.

"Tell him I will see him, Aunt Julia."
Mrs. Frothingham left the room, returned with Philip, and iin-

mediately withdrew. Christine sat silently by the window, and
Philip hesitated a moment before approaching her; she extended
her hand, and, almost reverentially, he took it, pressed it to his lips
and his heart. Tears were in his large, dark eyes, his cheek was
thin, and the blue veins that threaded his brow were fearfully dis-
tinct.

"Poor Philip !" said Christine, softly.
"My own! My wife 1" he exclaimed, kneeling before her, and,

putting his arms about her waist, he pressed her to his heart.
"Your gentleness pierces me to the heart. Your kindness is
more than I can bear. Overwhelm me with reproaches as I
deserve."

She gently disengaged herself from his embrace.
"I have no reproaches to make," she said. "You have suffered.

I see it."
"4God knows," he bitterly interrupted, "if suffering can expiate

a sin, that I have endured enough to atone for mine, dreadful as
it is.".

Christine made no re ly to this, but went on-
"It was not for me lo add to your misery, and that is why

I have sent for you to-day, to tell you that I have pitied you, and
that I never have felt harshly to you through it all. I knew that
it would be a consolation to you to hear these words from my
lips, that I forgive you for any suffering I have felt, and that
I grieve for you eve1 more than for myself, that this day, which
was to have been our wedding-day, should, instead, separate us
foreverr"

" Oh, Christine !" interrupted Philip, in a voice of agony, "Iyou
cannot mean it; you who are already, in God's sight, my wife!
Oh, Christine, do not abandon me !"

"Hush, Philip !" she replied. "Do not urge me to this sin.
Her form would glide ever between us-her memory poison all
our future lives; even in my prayers for you, she would stand

between me and God, reproaching me that I prevented your doing
her justice, that I drove her to despair, and unbidden into
the presence of her Maker, and then took her rightful place by
your side. Every step to the altar would be through her blood !"
she shuddered as she spoke.

"Christine, do you know what you are doing ?" cried Philip.
"Do you know that you will drive me mad ? Do you not see
that you are breaking the last strand that holds me out of utter
ruin? That you are sacrificing me to a morbid scruple ? Chris
tine, you alone can save me! You alone can lead me in the
right way !"

"That was my error," she said, unheeding his wild words-but
as if thinking aloud. "I thought to take God's work into my
puny hands. He has shown me how weak, how presumptuous I
was. Philip, I sinned in that I tried to do it. It was like Uzzah's
sin of .old in steadying the ark, and I must submit to my
punishment.

W" You were my idol, too. I loved you, oh, how wildly! God
has smitten me for that. Let me submit, lest a worse thing
come upon us. Farewell, Philip. I commit you into His hands
who is able to guide you. All I can do, I will do-pray for you
always. Go now, and may God bless you !"

"I cannot leave you thus !" he cried. "Christine, my own, I
cannot lose you ! It is not the voice of God that bids you thrust
me into utter darkness," he went on, growing more and more vio-
lent: she fixed her eyes steadily upon him-that quiet, firm, and
loving glance calmed him.

"Go, dear Philip," she said, "and, if you love me, spare me fur-
ther pain. I am very weary."

He saw that she was, indeed, growing paler, and with one pArt-

f

162 163T I N E



II EART ST RUG GL ES.
CHRISTINE.

ing pressure of the hand, he left her to seek her aunt, and endea-
vor to obtain her influence in his favor.

He did not disguise from her the facts relating to the death of'
Grace, but begged her to use her utmost endeavors to gain Chris-
tine's consent to their union. His remorse was, indeed, great; and
much as Mrs. Frothingham was shocked, she yet agreed with him
that Christine was nmorbidly sensitive; she could not, without
a pang, see so brilliant a match slip through her niece's fingers.

Like all the world, she blamed the victim.. She had no pity for
her weakness; she had done the wisest thing, the only thing left
her. What could she expect? she asked herself.

How many who may be ready to condemn Mrs. Frothingham as
heartless, do not in their secret hearts feel the same ? Who can-
not recall the fate of some weak sinner, like Grace, who has suf-
fered a living death ; by one false step sunk into utter ruin, with-
out hope in this world. All her efforts at reform looked upon
coldly-no society open to her, save the vicious--only cold words
and averted looks from the virtuous-what is left her but death ?
What wonder that despair finds her a ready victim-that she
plunges into deeper degradation?

Mrs. Frothingham was not heartless, but she was worldly, and
she resolved to do her utmost to show Christine her folly. So, pre
many days were passed,'she introduced the subject: she ridiculed
Christine's ideas of her own agency in Grace's fate--dwelt on Phi-
lip's remorse-and, at last, assailed her on her weakest point, his
future reformation.

Christine was greatly agitated, but firm, and only replied, "Our
union would only bring unhappiness. He has deceived me-that,
I forgive him, but I could feel no confidence in him, and without
that both he and I should be wretched. Then, too, he would
cease to respect me, did I yield to his request, and I should lose
all influence over him. I cannot lose that. It would kill me.
No-if the knowledge of my love, the memory of what has been,

cannot save him, I, weak mortal, could do no more! Aunt

Julia, do not urge me further. It is hard enough for me to

do right. There is a voice in my heart that urges me to do what

I feel is wrong; do not lend the weight of your eloquence to my

temptations."
"She wavers," thought Julia, "I will leave her to herself for

awhile ;" but she mistook.

No persuasions could induce her to alter her determination-;

she would not trust herself to see Philip; and though Mrs. Frothing-

ham at last grew angry at her continued obstinacy, which she

declared most unreasonable, Christine only fortified herself with

endurance, and braved it all.

Julia, indeed, did think her very unnecessarily obdurate, for

once enlisted on Philip's side, she made so many excuses for him

to Christine, that she finally worked herself into the belief that he

was a very ill-used individual.

V
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CHAPTER XIX.

C O N S E C R A T IoN

"WELL, Christine, I hope you are satisfied, now," exclaimed
Mrs. Frothingham, entering the library, where stood her niece in
the act of drawing down the Essays of Elia; "you have driven
Philip away, he is gone."

"Gone !" repeated Christine, tremulously, and growing ashy-
pale.

"Yes, gone to Europe, perhaps never to return, and what have
you to say to that ?"I

"That it is the kindest and wisest thing he could have done,"
returned Christine, regaining her composure.

"You are the most provoking girl I ever met," exclaimed Mrs.
Frothingham, who had hoped much from her evident emotion,
and was not at all prepared for such a reply.

" Lt me tell you," she went on, "that you have thrown away
what many a girl, vastly your superior, would have thought her-
self only too happy in securing, and if you think that such
matches are to be had every day, you are grandly mistaken.
You are not so beautiful and so bewitching that you may expect to
obtain perfection, even if perfect people were common. Philip,
bad as you think him, is as good, if not better, than the majority
of young men. He had so many qualifications combined, that are
essential in a husband, that I confess I have no patience with you
for rejecting him for one error. I am sure if there was ever a
sincere penitent in the world, he was one; and through your

ridiculous and obstinate sentimentality you have lost him. You
will one day see your folly as clearly as I do, and regret it as
much, but your regrets will be too late."

Christine had listened to all this without interruption, but now
she spoke.

"It is useless for me to say more on this painful subject. I
cannot hope that you will look upon it in the same light that I
do, but I do not regret what I have done, nor shall I ever do so.
I have tried to do what was right. It has been hard for me to
persist in it; to feel that I was going directly contrary to
your wishes, you who are so much older and more experienced
than I; but, Aunt Julia, God has shown me the right path very
clearly, and it would have been willful sin had I done otherwise
than to walk in it. I have lost much, indeed, in losing Philip,
but, believe me, all that you seem to value so much, never for an
instant infinenced me in his favor. His wealth! what did I care
for that? Would I not have gone forth, hand in hand with him,
to suffer all the ills of life, and thought myself only too happy in
sharing his sorrows. But it was not so to be. God's hand was
in it all, and, even more for Philip's sake than my own, am I glad
that strength was given me to go through my trial unshrinkingly.
Believe me, my motives were pure; no anger or revenge had part
in them, nor will I deny that I have suffered in obeying the voice
of duty. But it is past now, Aunt Julia, let us speak of it no
more. Any renewal of the subject between us can only cause
unpleasant feelings."

"You are right, Christine. All your nonsensical notions. only
make me more angry with you. Let me tell you that the voice
of duty and God's hand had nothing to do with it. I attribute
it all to your own obstinacy, though you may prefer to give it fine
romantic names; and as you wish me to do you justice with
regard to your utter carelessness about Philip's worldly matters,
I will do so, though it by no means elevates you, in my opinion.
The whole affair only confirms me in my estimate of your cha-

.L

Vv

IN

1660 167C HRIS6T I NE.

*

i



C O N S E CR AT IO N.

racter, which is this, that, for a girl with more than ordinary
talent, you have the least good, practical common-sense of any
person I ever met; and much as you may despise this humdrum
quality, had I the power I would give half your talent for a few
grains of good sense ;" and having fhiished speaking, Mrs. Frothing-
ham rose, and without waiting for a reply, swept out of the room.

Christine sank down on a lounge near, and buried her face in her
hands; her aunt's words had involved her in painful doubt as to
whether she had done right. What if she had mistaken the voice
of God in her heart, and had flung away her own and Philip's
happiness? The thought was agony, but it was only momentary.
She reviewed all that had passed, and felt an assurance that she
had done what was right. She laid gently on the lounge, and,
though her lips syllabled no words, yet her heart went out to God
in that voiceless prayer which is often more eloquent in its sin-
cerity than any form of words could be. As she prayed, she grew
calm. Into His hands she committed herself, and one dearer than
self, with the trustfulness of a child.

"I am His; let Him do as seemeth Him good," she said, half-
aloud, as she left the room.

Not long after she entered the dwelling of her friend, Mrs.
Warner. That -good lady sat in a low easy-chair, in her cozy sit-
ting-room; her baby laid across her lap, while she was endeavor-
ing to mend a ghastly rent in her oldest boy's pantaloons. She
looked up with a smile of 'Welcome as Christine entered.

"You are skilled in angles," she said, cheerfully. "What kind
of a figure is that ?" and she held up the rent in full view. "Is it
a rhomboid, my female Euclid ?"

"I think it would defy geometry to give it a title ;" answered
Christine; "but let me take the baby while you mend it, as you
seem to be intending to do."

As she spoke she held out her hands to little Willie, who ex-
tended his dimpled fingers joyfully, and in another moment she
was in full possession of him. Mrs. Warner busied herself in

1

L

repairing the unfortunate pantaloons, talking cheerfully to her
visitor.

"It is like coming out of darkness into sunshine to be with you,
my dear friend," said Christine. "It does me good. I feel
stronger every moment. I have not been very happy of late. I
thought a few months ago that I knew just what my duties were;
but God has closed the door through which I was about to enter
the workfield, and I see no other open. I am willing to work, but
it is the study of a lifetime to find just the right place."

"No, there you err. We are in the right place always, and
there, too, are our duties, though many looking forward, and far
away, overlook what lies nearest them, and grieve that they can-
not find their appointed place.

"' They also serve the Lord who stand and wait.'"
"Is it for me, then, to stand and wait ?" said Christine, rather

sadly. "If so, I submit; but I need a life of action. I long for
it. It seems to me that I have powers which ought to be exer-
cised-but this may be only restlessness."

"No, Christine, it is not. I see clearly your duty. Do you not'

remember our conversation when I gave you up to woman's usual
life-when I told you of the high hopes I had for you? God has
taken you from that sphere. It is a mysterious thing to you, but
I. read it distinctly. He destines you for a higher calling.

"Christine, it is yours to be the champion of your sex. The

pioneer in the march of progress. You are to rouse the indifferent
-to give Voice to the suffering of your sex. This is God's will.
Happy are you if you shrink not from it."

"How? How am I to accomplish all this ?" exclaimed the girl,
who had been listening eagerly.

" You are to speak in words of power. You, who could so
electrify an audience of worldly fashionables, that, at your words,
their sleeping souls were roused, that they forgot themselves for a

few brief moments, and felt that they were indeed immortal, what
might you not do if you would but speak for your sex t"

8
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"Do you mean that I could lecture, that I ought to do so "'

gasped Christine.
"I do," replied Mrs. Warner.
"Oh, I cannot! I cannot!" exclaimed the girl. "That cannot

be what I ought to do."
"Just now you longed to enter on your mission. When it is

pointed out to you you shrink back. How little we know our-

selves! You were willing to do God's will if it chimed in with

your own."
" Oh, Mrs. Warner, it is so different-all is so changed !" and

she burst into tears that she could not restrain.

"Do you regret your decision ?" asked Mrs. Warner.

"Oh, no, no. But let me weep over my perished hopes; let

me be forgiven, for I am human. I cannot see all that is

beautiful crushed out of my young life without a pang."
"All that is beautiful !" repeated her friend. "I had not

thought to hear such words from you, Christine. Is there

nothing more beautiful than a life of ease and self-indulgence?

Is there no beauty in self-denial, in proclaiming God's great

truths, in elevating those around you, in teaching others all that

you hold most sacred ? What could you ask for more than this?

To what holier aim, to what loftier task, could you consecrate your
powers ?"

" Let me think of it awhile," said Christine, looking up
through her tears. "It is so new to me that I am not now pre-
pared to accept it."

Mrs. Warner said no more; indeed, little was said during the
remainder of the afternoon. Christine was thoughtful and absent,

andher friend was too well accustomed to her moods to disturb them.

The twilight was deepening when Christine took leave, but
instead of going home she walked on to the pond. It had been

a favorite walk of hers'and Philip's, and every step was associated

with him. As she walked on, the sadness which these memories

caused her gave place to other feelings.

"It is weak to grieve over the past," she said, and her thoughts
reached forward to the future. Mrs. Warner's words returned
vividly to her recollection. She thought of all that was pitiful
and weak, in her sex; of the worldliness of nearly all about
her; of their low and grovelling aims. "This poverty of the
heart and mind, is more dreadful than anything else of which
woman can complain," she said, half aloud.

But how raise her from her moral degradation? She must be
first aroused to it. Was it not, as her friend had said, a glorious
task to do this ?

Her cheeks burned, her eyes sparkled, as she thought of this,
and of a thousand reforms that she had longed to see accom-
plished through her instrumentality. She would enter upon this
great work, and she thanked God for giving her so noble a task,
one that would require all her powers-all her soul. She ha
reached the pond. The moon had risen, and its clear beams fell
07 fue waters till they gleamed like silver; all was still, save the
whispers of the wind through the leaves, the chirp of insects,
and the flashing of the waves. It filled her heart with an inde-
scribable sensation, a pleasure that was not unmingled with pain,
a peace that filled her whole being, and yet a vague unrest, a
yearning for something more.

She fell on her knees, and vowed a solemn vow to spend her
life and her talents in the one great work of the elevation of her
sex.

Filled with a lofty enthusiasm, and seeing already accomplished
the great ends she sought, she walked homeward, and went
directly to her chamber, for she was in no mood now for anything
but solitude.
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CHAPTER XX.

"THE FIELD IS THE WORLD."

THE, next morning, as she thought of her last evening s vow,

she almost shuddered. What had she done? The glow of

enthusiasm had faded away; she saw now that she had committed

herself to a cause which was ridiculed by many and supported

by but few. What could she do, a weak. woman, single-handed

and alone? " No, not alone," she exclaimed. "God will be

with me."
But this thought could not prevent her from seeing that it was

a difficult undertaking to which she had devoted herself. She

knew she must experience the-opposition of her friends, the hoot-

ings and revilings of the iob, the sneers even of those for whom

shewas laboring.
Could she endure all this? For a moment her heart sunk

within her; but she despised herself for her momentary discour-

agement-all this should not daunt her, and with a firm purpose,

she went to see her friend.
"How is it, Christine ?" asked Mrs. Warner, "are you ready to

lead the way; to be the voice of 'one cryifig in the wilderness?"'

Christine's only reply was to put into her friend's hand the

following lines which she had composed the preceding night-

We have loved, and we have parted,
That bright dream is in the past-

Yet I am not broken-hearted,
Life is not all overcast.

True, the present gives no promise
That the star of love shall rise,

Gleaming with its olden radiance
In the future's cloudy skies.

Hope, the flatterer, long hath left me,
She who lingers to the last,

Yet my heart repeats, not sadly,
It is over-it is past.

It is past. For me no longer
Shall love's fragrant blossoms bloom;

Those I gathered long since faded,
Long since lost their sweet perfume.

Yet I bless that star which lighted
For awhile my young life's sky-

And I bless those flowers, though blighted,
That around me withered lie.

Ah ! those words-I love, I am loved,
Once had power my soul to thrill,

And I know that of earth's pleasures
Then my being had its fill.

It is past! and I am grateful
For that wild, bewildering draught;

Now I fling aside the chalice,
All whose waters I have quaffed.

Onward now I press, perceiving
That-love is not all of life,

And, with heart and soul undaunted,
Haste to join earth's din and strife.

I have taken up my burden
Which I shrank from far too long-.

Labor leads to life eternal,
Is my battle-cry and song.

And the star which lights my pathway,
Is the star of faith in God;

And white flowers of peace are springing
In the parched ground where I trod.

God hath given living waters,
That have made my thirst to cease;

Over rough ways, He hath led me
To the path of perfect peace.

L
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Mrs. Warner read the stanzas, and, as she finished their peru-
sal, she 'exclaimed, in a tone of the greatest enthusiasm-

"L have not lived entirely in vain. Christine, you will go on
from height to height. Your clear voice will ring out words of
power that will startle the sleepers-words of encouragement that
will cheer the toilers who strive to reach your high eminence.
People will call you blessed ! They will reverence you as one
who walks with God; and, though no one will think of her who
led you to the altar and consecrated you as a priestess-though no
one will know whose voice made clear to you the oracles of God
in your own heart, yet is my silent triumph none the less great.
I shall rejoice in all your successes! My secret labors have
not been unseen.. His eye, from whom no secret is hid, has
marked them all, and blessed me in seeing the fruit of my
labors."

Christine looked at, her friend's kindling eye and heavenly
smile. She could not bear to check her high hopes, her lofty
enthusiasm; but before her rose all the difficulties of the rugged
road over which she was to pass, and the dark side of the picture,
whose brightness was all that seemed to meet the vision of her
friend.

"God grant' that I, too, may see the fruit of my toils before I
am called out of the vineyard," she said; "and now I must go
to acquaint my aunt with my determination."

It was with a faint heart, though, to all appearances, outwardly
calm, that Christine entered the library, where Mrs. Frothingham
was seated.

How could she tell that lovely woman, who had so schooled
herself in the ways of the world that any deviation from its
strictest proprieties.she regarded almost as a sin-that she, her
niece, was about to break through all conventionalities-that she
was about to devote herself to what her aunt would consider the
most absurd of all Quixotic schemes? But it must be done, and,
in a few brief words, Christine announced her determination.

"CTHE FIELD IS THE WORLD.", 175

Julia looked at her a moment, fixedly, "What did you say?
I did not fully understand," she said-and poor Christine was
obliged to repeat all that she had before uttered.

" Christine Elliot, you are insane !" was Mrs. Frothingham's
reply. "You are fit for nothing but a lunatic asylum. A lec-
turer! A woman's rights' lecturer! What wild notion will you
get next into that foolish head of yours?" and she laughed, a
scornful laugh that abashed her niece not a little.

" You, with your pale face, now crimsoned with blushes, and
your slight figure, trembling with agitation before one auditor,
you think of facing an audience and lecturing them ? Poor baby !
Let other women unsex themselves if they will, do you banish all
such thoughts from your mind, and I will forget all this rhapsody,
and some of these days you will laugh with me at your crack-
brained scheme."

But Christine, during this time, had recovered herself, and again
firmly declared her fixed determination to devote herself to this
work. She grew excited, as she went.on to speak of the hard-
ships of the poor, the few employments open to women, and the
injustice of the small pay they received; she pictured the idle,
aimless life of the rich, and then contrasted all this with what
might be. She drew up her slight form to its fullest height, her
eyes flashed, her voice rung out full and clear, as she described the
woman of her imagination, a being fully developed, mentally,
morally, and physically, as God intended her to be.

Even Julia was astonished at.the eloquence of her words; new
thoughts filled her mind, but she would not allow her niece to see
the impression she had made.

"I see," she said, "that your mule-like obstinacy, with which I
have already had sufficient experience, has settled on this hobby.
It is useless for me to argue with a young lady who considers her-
self infallible-who has voices in her heart, and sees paths of
duty in which she must walk! Who should presume to dictate
to such a highly-favored young woman? No, Christine Elliot, I

I
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have done with you for ever," she. went on; "you have been a con-
stant annoyance, a thorn in the flesh to me, ever since we met.
You have gone contrary-to all my wishes, thwarted my plans, dis-
dained my advice-and to what has it brought you? To what
you may consider glory, but which, in the eyes of an unfortunate
person like me, unvisited by spiritual inspiration, is disgrace. I
wash my hands of it. I shall send you to your father, and let him

do what he can with his prophetess; but in my house you shall
not remain another week. Go, ungrateful, headstrong girl; but
be assured that you are walking rapidly on in the road that
leads to destruction."

Christine's eyes flashed; bitter taunts rose to her lips in reply,
but with an effort she refrained from speaking, and obeying her
aunt's imperious gesture, she left the room, unshaken in her deter-
mination.

She had a week, then, before her, and in that time she would
enter on her mission. She held a consultation with her friend,
Mrs. Warner, who was fully as enthusiastic as herself, and it was
decided that she should deliver a lecture in a few days.

Meanwhile, Christine worked day and night on her essay, and
to Mrs. Frothingham's unspeakable horror, placards, posted upon
the walls and fences, in a day or two, announced the forthcoming
lecture.I

All the town was in a ferment, and most assuredly. Mrs.-Froth-
ingham would have laid violent hands upon her niece, and put a
stop to the lecture by summarily sending off the lecturer, had she
not very prudently taken refuge in the house of Mrs. Warner.

Mrs. Frothingham was almost frantic with passion, but what
could she do? She could not drag her from Mrs. Warner's,
though she felt very much like doing so; she must let her take
her own course.'0

CHAPTER XXI.

D 1S0 W N E D.

THE appointed evening came. It was a free lecture, and the
house was crowded.

As Christine, dressed simply in black silk, stood before that
audience, her cheeks and lips deathly pale, Mrs. Warner trembled
for her; but though her first few words were indistinct, and her
voice faltered in the commencement of her address, she gained
courage as she grew accustomed to her own tones; her color
returned, and, forgetting all but her subject, she went on with an
enthusiasm and resistless eloquence, which enchained her audience
completely; she seemed to possess the power to sway her hearers
at her pleasure.

Tears rushed to the eyes of her listeners, to be chased away by
the smile that her strokes of humor or sallies of wit elicited, Even
the most conservative forgot, for the present, his abhorrence to so
startling an innovation upon old time customs, and "those who
came to scoff," remained, if not "to pray," at least to confess the
power of eloquence, which, like genius, knows no sex.

For a short time all were carried out of themselves, and forgot
their prejudices-all save the thrilling words of the speaker; but
when she ceased to speak, and her voice no longer fell on the ear,
the spell was broken, and each returning to consciousness again,
wondered that he had been so carried away.

Friends collected together, as the audience dispersed, talking of
what they had heard; old men declared that, after all, there was
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some truth in what the girl said, and though the women said but
little, or that little jestingly, yet, in the heart of many a young
girl, the words inviting her to do, to take some part in life other
than that of a mere animal, found an echo.

Mrs. Warner had waited at the door for her friend, and after the
last stragglers had dispersed they walked home together. Chris-
tine listened languidly to her friend's praises and words of encour-
agement; they only humiliated her; she had fallen so far below
her ideas in the expression of them, that it pained her to think of
it; but when Mrs. Warner went on to speak of the great good she
must achieve, then her heart throbbed with ardor, and she longed
to go on doing with her might what her hands found to do. She
had committed herself to her appointed work, and, now that she
had done so, she was willing to comply with her aunt's wishes, and
go to her father's house.

Mrs. Frothingham made no allusion to the last night's oration,
other than the brief remark that, "she had succeeded in making
a fool of herself," and treated her with a chilling formality, from
which Christine was glad to escape.

She was, therefore, very glad to be on her journey home, though
everything reminded her most painfully of the last time she had
passed over that route ; how perfectly happy she had been, sitting
by Philip's side, under his protection, and feeling that this was only
the beginning of a happy life with him-happiness such as she had
hardly dared, in her wildest dreams, to hope for-now how all
was changed. She resolutely kept down the rebellious thoughts
that would arise, and choked back the tears that would start as
she thought of the past.
- She tried to raise 'herself above all depressing influences, by

thinking of what God had given her to do ; but there are times
when, with the most resolute self-control, the heart will assert
itself, and Christine had loved Philip too devotedly to be able to
think of losing him without a pang. Even his unworthiness,,
which, perhaps, ought to have steeled her against him, added to

I

I

0

I

3

DISO W N E D. 179

her grief; to have lost him she could have endured,-to be for-
bidden to regret him was harder yet to bear.

As she drew near her home she began to think of the surprise
it would be to her parents to see her, and pictured their delight;
but, as she reached the yard, she saw that she was expected, and,
in the midst of their greetings, she imagined there was a suppressed
displeasure.

She was right. A letter from Mrs. Frothingham had preceded
her, giving an account of her obstinacy in persisting in Philip's
rejection, his departure, and, next, her new plan, and equal obsti-
nacy in carrying it out, her lecture, and, finally, her departure for
home.

No sooner was she fairly seated and settled, than this letter
was put into her hands, while all the family watched her narrowly
as she read.

"It isn't true, is it ?" cried Bessie. "I knew there was some
mistake about it. I told you so, father, didn't I?"

" Speak, Christine," said her father, sternly. "What is the
meaning of this? Is it true ?"

"It is," was her firm reply.
Farmer Elliot's brow grew dark, and Bessie, utterly unable to

control herself, burst into tears, while Mrs. Elliot put in persua-
sively to avert the storm she saw gathering-

"Wait, father; you have heard only one side of the story. Let
Christine tell hers !"

" What have you to say then ?" exclaimed her father. "Say it
quick! I don't kear so much about the match that's broke off,
though, from Julia's account, it seems you treated the young man
rather unhandsome; but this woman's rights business-this lec-
turing-what have you got to say about it ? I guess it will puzzle
ye to get out of that ?" he concluded, with a short, angry laugh,
that his wife well knew betokened extreme passion.

She grew pale, and' cast a beseeching look at her daughter.
Christine sat quietly there, her dark eyes fixed upon her father's
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face, apparently not in the least frightened. "She never will give
in," was her mother's thought, "she is too much like her father,"
and, with a beating heart, she turned again to her husband.

"You see, she hasn't got a word to say for herself," continued
Mr. Elliot. " She has disgraced herself and us, and that's all about
it. That's what comes of her eddication !"

"Father," replied Christine, calmly, though her eyes flashed,
"I have not disgraced myself or you, though I have lectured be-
fore an audience, and though I intend to continue to do so."

"You intend to continer to do so !" repeated Mr. Elliot, in a
voice of suppressed passion. "Then let me tell you, gal, that
you have missed your calkerlations there. You won't continer
to, or if you do persist in it, you are no child -of mine.",

"Oh, fatlier !" interrupted Mrs. Elliot-

"I mean jist what I say. She may settle down here like other
folks and go to work, if she likes, but otherways she is no child
of mine. She may decide wonst for all."

"Not now," interrupted the mother again, for from Christine's

flashing eyes and parted lips she had already read too clearly the

answer.
"1Let Christine have a little time. Let her think it all over.

Wait till to-morrow, father !"

"Wa-al," he replied, " but let her understand that is my fixed
determination."

He turned and left the room; no sooner had his footsteps died,
away, than Bessie's arms were flung about her neck, and her tears.
fell on her cheek.

"Oh, Christine," she sobbed, "you don't mean to be a lecturer,
as Aunt Julia said. You won't go against us all, and go round

the country so. Do give it all up, and we will be so happy here

together."
" My dear Bessie,"-replied Christine, soothingly, "you don't

know anything about it, when I explain it 'all to you, you will urge

me to go on, just as much as you try to dissuade me from it now.

Father is very unjust. He is prejudiced, and will not listen to
reason.

"Christine, don't speak so. Remember he is your father, and
he has been a good father to you," said Mrs. Elliot, who seemed
to stand on middle ground between her husband and child.

"And if he is," returned Christine, "that is no reason why he
should make a slave of me, worse than a slave, to prescribe what
I shall think-to be conscience for me. No, mother, -the mere
fact of his being my father gives him no such rights over me.
I shall do what I think is right. 'He that loveth father or mother
more than me, is not worthy of me."'

Mrs. Elliot knew not what to say. She sighed deeply and left
the room. Bessie soon slipped out and Christine was left alone,
unshaken in her determination, and looking upon the prejudice
and ignorance which would hold her back in her chosen career,
almost with sovereign contempt.

She rose and looked out of the window. Heaps of apples lay
scattered on the ground in the orchard, for it was the time for
gathering that fruit, and busy workers were piling them in bas-
kets, or shaking the trees, while those beneath rapidly escaped
from beneath the shower of rosy and golden fruit.

Many of the neighbors were there with baskets and bags, for
Farmer Elliot's fruit was famed throughout the region, and he was
accustomed to sell it to those who came at the time of gathering.

While she looked, she saw coming down the road a wagon
drawn by a bony old horse, and driven by a tall and athletic man
in the prime of life.

Christine recognized him at once as Elder Wiggins, the farmer-
minister, who was accustomed to preach in the vicinity. He had
evidently come for apples, for bags were in the wagon ready to
receive the annual present which Farmer Elliot was in the habit
of making him.

His dress was not particularly clerical in its style. His panta-
loons were of the blue mixed cloth which had been manufactured
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4

DISOWNED. 181

9S,



182 CHR ISTINE-

by the busy hands of his good wife, spun, dyed, and woven, and,
finally, with no advice or assistance from tailor or tailoress, made

into a garment for the Elder. His coat had rather more preten-

sions to gentility, though that too, had been in part the work of

Mrs. Wiggins, who had prepared it for the final touches at the

fulling-mill, which sent it forth the claret-colored broad-cloth

which constituted her husband's Sunday best apparel. The Elder

himself had by no means the appearance of a student; instead

of the pale face and narrow chest of that class, he rejoiced in a

healthy, sunburned complexion and broad shoulders, which would

have done no discredit to the hardy sons of Anak.

He looked like one better skilled in digging in the fields than

at Greek or Hebrew roots, nor.did he hesitate to confess his utter

ignorance of any other language except his own mother tongue.
He held the whole race of "college larnt " ministers as but

little better than the wicked. He considered any preparation for

the ministry -as .contrary to the Bible. "Were not Peter and

John and James fishermen at their nets when Jesus called them, and

did they have to stop to go to college and to a theological school

before they began to preach?" he was accustomed to say. "No,

they went right off and went to preachin', and I guess they had as

many souls given to them as seals of their ministry, and done as

much good as these men that hev to study so ,long before they

begin. Besides, don't it expressly say, 'Take no thought for

what ye shall say. Open your mouth and I will fill it," and,
armed by these passages of Scripture, Elder Wiggins went out

triumphantly, prepared to put to flight, with the sword of the

Lord and of Gideon, a whole army of learned professors with

their dictionaries, did they venture to oppose his progress. But

notwithstanding his lack of "college larning," Elder Wiggins was

well versed in the knowledge of the Bible, and though perfectly
independent of commentaries, had ideas of his own, and made

expositions of puzzling texts, which, however startling they might

have been to the authors of these ponderous tomes, suited him

if
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and his hearers. He was a thoroughly pious man, and not at all
devoid of good sense; his sermons were rather apt to be ram-
bling, but he did not consider them the worse for that. "Scatter-
ing shot hit the most birds," he was accustomed to say, and had
his sermons been models of logical arrangement, beginning with
his statement of premises, followed by his demonstrations and
ending by his conclusions, they would not have produced half the
effect which his present style did upon his auditors. The good
farmers were wont to get into a drowse while listening to him,
but this could not be of long duration under the stentorian voice
of the Elder, and waking from their nap, they would listen and
pronounce it "a powerful sarmon."

But, during the time that we have occupied in describing him,
Elder Wiggins had reached the house, had been kindly greeted by
Mr. Elliot, and-had seen his bags filled and replaced in the wagon,
his horse taken to the barn to have his supper, and had decided
himself to remain to that meal.

The Elder, always welcome, was now unusually so to Mrs.
Elliot; she took Bessie aside, and informed her that "it really
seemed providential that he had come, for he could talk with
Christine. He could argy with her, and make her hear to reason,"
and she, therefore, told the good man all the circumstances of the
case, doing justice to Christine's apparent conscientiousness in dis-
charging her duty.

The Elder listened with no small astonishment to the relation of
her lecture, which,. with some mortification, Mrs. Elliot gave him,
but replied-

"Waal, waal! I'll soon show her that she's goin' contrary to
Scriptur', and it will be all right."

So, blowing his nose sonorously, he proceeded to the fore-room,
almost shaking the house with his heavy tread.

" How are ye, my darter ?" he said, kindly, extending his
hand.

Christine replied with politeness, and shook his hand cordially;



DISOWNED, 185184 CHRISTINK.

she inquired after his family, to which he made brief replies; but
it was not his method to hesitate about doing what lie had to do,
so he plunged at once into the "subject matter."

"Your mother has been tellin' on me about your lecturin', and
how you think you orter do it. Now, I like to see folks do what
they think is right; no matter how sot they be, it's better than
these half-way folks that never amount to nothin'. But, then, I
s'pose you'd be willing to hear to reason, and, if you was a goin'
wrong, you'd be glad to be sot right."

" Certainly, Elder Wiggins," replied Christine, "I shall be glad
to hear all you have to say."

"Waal, that's fair. I knowed you would say so," replied the

Elder, and continued, "If I understand it right, these new doc-
trines of yourn air, that the women air just as good as the men-
and there I agree with ye-and that they have a right to do the
same things as the men, such as learnin' trades, bein' doctors, and
lawyers, and-ministers, and, besides all that, votin'. Ain't that a
fair statement of the case?"

"Yes, we do claim all this," was Christine's reply. "Whatever
a woman can do, and do well, we say let public opinion open the
door for her to do, and let her be paid for her labor as much as a
man would be, for the same amount. Let her try to do whatever
she thinks she can do-if she fails, it will be no more than hun-
dreds of men have done before her. And let her vote. She is
under laws-let her have a voice in saying what they shall be. She
is taxed-let her have the benefit of the principle which our
fathers fought and bled to establish, no taxation without repre-
sentation."

"Listen to me now," said the Elder, as Christine paused-
" You've forgot one thing. Way back in the beginning of
the world, when Eve made Adam sin, God put this punishment
upon her, 'thy desire shall be to thy husband, and he shall rule

*over thee,' and, ever since that time, it has been so. The husband
is the head of the woman, and so it'will be till the end of the

world, for not a jot or tittle of God's Word will fail; so, don't ye
see, you're fightin' against God ?"

"Mr. Wiggins," replied Christine, "the Hebrew word there
means will as well as shall-and, if it read, he will reign over
thee, it would be only a prophecy which it is, and has been ful-
filled. It is not a command at all."

"When you say that, I can't dispute ye," replied the Elder,
"but I have alus found when you git anybody in a tight place
they'll fly right off to Hebrew or some such stuff, where you can't
follow 'um. Even the folks that know Hebrew can't agree; and
I say, fur my part, the old-fashioned English Bible is good enuf
fur me, and I'm willing to go by that."

"And so am I," returned Christine, "but we are under a new
dispensation."

" Ah, waal, my darter, you're no better off there. Paul
expressly says, 'I suffer not a woman to teach,' and, 'let your
women keep silence in the churches, and learn of their husbands
at home.' What have ye got to say to that, my darter?" exclaim-
ed the Elder, triumphantly.

"That it was written for the times, and has nothing to do with
the present age at all, any more than the directions about plaiting
the hair, and others of a similar character that he gives,-or than
the positive command not to receive young widows.

"i t is not fair to put such stress on one set of directions,
and leave the others unnoticed.

"Besides, there are texts in favor of woman's rights. Reinem-
ber the description of the virtuous woman, who 'worketh with
her hands,' 'considereth a field and buyeth it,' who is 'like the mer-
chants' ships, and bringeth her food from afar ;' 'she maketh fine
linen and selleth it,' and 'openeth her mouth with wisdom.' Don't
you see, she was what would be called, now-a-days, a woman's
rights woman?

"Didn't she act as farmer, merchant, and counsellor?
"So in the New Testament. Paul says in Christ, 'there is
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neither bond nor free, Jew nor Gentile, male nor female,' and, ac-
cording to the golden rule, what right has man to rule over women
any more than over others?

"Paul gave directions as to the covering of the head when

women prayed and prophesied; so, you see, they did it then. He

speaks too frequently of women as fellow-laborers."

The Elder interrupted her :
"You are wresting the Holy Scriptures to your own destruc-

tion," he said, solemnly. "You are changing the truth of God

into a-lie. Take heed what you do, lest sudden destruction come

upon you, and that right speedily."
" Have you given up argument that you resort to denunciation ?"

asked Christine, rather provokingly.
",She is perverse," replied the Elder, turning to Bessie and her

mother, then saying to Christine, "I perceive that 'you are

in the gall of bitterness, and bonds of iniquity,'" he rose, and

turned away.
Mr. Elliot had been seated in the next room, listening to the

conversation; he now entered, exclaiming, angrily,
" Let her alone! 'He that being often reproved and hardeneth

his heart shall be suddenly destroyed, and that without remedy."
Christine was silent.
There was an uncomfortable pause, interrupted by an occasional

sob from Bessie, who sat a little behind her sister. Mr. Elliot saw

tears in his wife's eyes, as she left the room, and the sight of them

seemed to increase his anger. Elder Wiggins rose, and muttering
some unintelligible remark, of which the only words distinctly ut-
tered, were 'go out," left the room also, and took the path that led

to the orchard.
No sooner had he gone than her father approached Christine,

and laying his hand heavily on her shoulder, exclaimed-
" You are a rebellious, undutiful gal ! You've most broke your

mother's heart, and here you set as calm as if you had been doin'

somethin' to be proud on.
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"I've borne with ye long enuf, and now I ask you wonst for all,
ef you're ready to acknowledge that you've done wrong, and give
up all your woman's rights notions, and go to work like somebody?
Say yes or no, right off!"

" No," began Christine, "for-"
" Stop !" interrupted her father, authoritatively. "I don't want

to hear anything more from ye. I expected it would be so.
You'refarm, and so am I! You're no child of mine, and this
house is no home of your'n! Go, and jine yourself to them that's
like ye, in despisin' the laws of God and man."

Christine stood up before her father, her eyes flashing, her

figure drawn up to its full height, her usually pale cheek flushed
with her emotion, and, in a tremulous voice, that she endeavored
in vain to render steady, she said,

"I am ready to go this moment. Good-bye, Bessie," she said,
approaching her sister, who wept convulsively.

She bent over her and pressed a kiss on her heated brow; at
the touch Bessie looked up, seized her sister's hand, and held her
back as she was rapidly leaving the room.

"Father !" she cried, "you are not going to send her away to-
night? You would not turn a stranger from your house at such
an hour, and she is your own daughter! Tell her to stay !"

" She is no child of mine," sternly replied Mr. Elliot. "I lay
no commands upon her. Let her go or stay, as she chooses, and
ask no favors of me."

"I have asked none as yet, sir," replied Christine, haughtily,
"and I beg you to give yourself no uneasiness on that score in the
future. Good afternoon," and, with a graceful courtesy, she left the
apartment.

Bessie followed her, wringing her hands, and sobbing bitterly.
No tears were in her sister's eyes; she walked rapidly to the
kitchen where she found her mother.

"Mother, I am going," she said. "Your husband has disowned
me, and has bid me go. Good bye; but be of good courage-
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you need never blush .for your child. Good-bye, dear, dear

mother," and she flung her arms around her neck, and kissed her

again and again; at last she released her from her clinging em-
brace, saying:

"I must stay no longer. It grows late, and I have a long walk

before me !1"
"My child !" exclaimed Mrs. Elliot, holding her firmly by the

hand. "Do not be so hasty. I will see your father; when he

has had a little time to think it over, and get cool, he will be sorry

if he has said too much, and you will remember that he is your
father, and will acknowledge what you have done that is wrong,
then it will be all right again."

"It.is useless to cherish false hopes," replied Christine. "My
father will never reverse his decision-I will never submit to his

conditions. I shall go."
"B ut, my child, you have no money, no friends, and to go out

into the world alone, what can you do ?"

"Many a farmer's boy has done the same," said Christine,
proudly. "I will show you what a farmer's girl can do."

Again Mrs. Elliot and Bessie united in urging her to remain,
but she was firm, and seeing this, they at last gave over in despair.

She would not sleep another night under his roof, she declared

with a look that betokened her firm resolution. It was with diffi-

culty that she was persuaded to take, as a loan, a small sum of

money which her mother had put away, little thinking to devote

it to such a use, and to keep her wardrobe, which was in part the

gift of her aunt. On condition that she might repay it at some
future time, she at last consented, and decided to wait for Elder

Viggins, who offered her a seat in his wagon as far as the

village.
It was evening when she left her father's house.
Her mother's and sister's tears were on her cheeks; their last,

fond, sad words rang in her ear; she still saw her father's cold,

stern glance, to which -she had returned as proud and defiant a

look, as she bowed to him with cold civility and bade him good
evening.

Now the excitement -was over, and she realized that she was a
homeless wanderer.

She was in no mood to receive the words of reproach which
Elder Wiggins felt it his duty to express, or to listen to his advice
to humble herself and go to her home,; but she knew that the
good man meant well, and forbore to wound his feelings by harsh
replies. At last he seemed to think that he had said enough on
that subject, and began to give her good advice for the regulation
of her future conduct, which was received as his reproof had been,
in silence.

As they approached the village, the Elder invited her to go to
his house to spend the night, telling her that the stage passed his
door in the morning, and he would see that she was put on board.
He was evidently sincere in wishing her to do so, and she
accepted his invitation.

She was kindly received by Mrs. Wiggins, to whom the Elder
told the story privately in the next room, but the partition was
thin and his voice loud, so that Christine heard the whole, even
his concluding words, that, "the farmer had been rayther hash
to her, but then, you know, John Elliot is a master-sot man in his
way, and the gal is a chip of the old block."

Christine slept little that night. She rose the next morning
with haggard looks and a dull, heavy headache, which her long
ride in the crowded,lumbering stage-coach did not tend to lessen,
so that when she got on board the boat that was to carry-her to
Boston, she was glad enough to sink into a berth at once, and try
to sleep. She tossed uneasily on her narrow pallet, thinking of the
future. She was going now to her only friend,' Mrs. Warner, but
she could not long remain there. What next?

It was a constantly recurring question for which she had no
answer.

At last the weary night passed, and- in a few hours she was at
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Mrs. Warner's door, and.in another moment in her friend's warm

embrace.
"You see before you, Mrs. Warner, an outcast," said Chris-

tine, "banished from her father's house. I have no home. Will
you receive me for a, little while ?"

"Welcome, my own Christine, my brave spirit," was her friend's

reply. "Never say again that you have no home-while I have

a roof to shelter me or a morsel of bread, home and food are

yours. I will be mother and sister to you, my child," she added,
taking Christine's shawl, and leading her to her room.

"You are not well, my dear," she said, kindly. "Your hands

are burning, and your eyes have a sunken, heavy look; lie down

awhire."
Christine obeyed, and tears filled her eyes. Mrs. Warner's

kindness was inexpressibly grateful to her. She could bear harsh-

ness, but gentleness disarmed her; she buried her face in the

pillow and wept long and freely.
Mrs. Warner sat by silently. At last she spoke, not of Chris-

tine's own affairs, but of the sad case of a poor woman whose

drunken husband, in a fit of intoxication, had so disabled her that

she was unable to work, and was left destitute with four small

children, as he had taken all the money she had been able to save

for some time past.
She had the satisfaction to see that Christine became deeply

interested in her narration, and in the sorrows of others had, in
part, forgotten her own.

Ere long she sunk into a profound slumber, from which she'

awoke refreshed in body and mind. She was once more herself,
energetic and ardent, and -after visiting several poor families, to
whom she was a welcome and well-known guest, she talked cheer-

fully with her friend of her future plans.
She must support herself, so she would ask a small sum for

admittance to her future lectures.
It was decided that she should deliver one in Boston, and, ere

4

long, she stood before an audience in that city. It was a large
and mixed assembly, composed in part of those whom curiosity
had led there, of some few who wished.well to the new doctrines,
and of many who came not to listen, but to interrupt, and disturb
the speaker.

She had hardly commenced her address, when hootings and hiss-
ings from the galleries resounded on every side. For a moment
she grew pale and hesitated, but, regaining her self-possession, she
waited for the tumult to subside with folded arms, and a calm, reso-
lute face, and then went on again. But the disorder increased,
and it was a long time before she could be heard; at last there
was a lull, and she spoke in a clear voice, "Geese have hissed be-
fore now," and then went on, rapidly and eloquently, to speak of
all the great movements of this and former ages, reminding her
hearers that this was not unlike them in their reception; even the
Apostles had been mobbed in Jerusalem, and the great Author of
the principles of Christianity had suffered the death of a criminal;
"but it is not the new doctrines, that I advance, that you have just
denounced, for you have not allowed yourselves to hear them. Is
it, then, the mere fact that a woman addresses you that is so dis-
tasteful? Yet, not long ago, a woman stood here, and thousands
listened admiringly to the tones of her clear voice, as the Swedish
Nightingale poured out a tide of melody. She was applauded,
and lauded to the skies; no one thought it unwomanly or indeli-
cate in her-nor was it so.

"'A Fanny Kemble may read Shakespeare to admiring thous-
ands. A Sontag may carry you out of yourselves while singing
the thrilling music of some great composer; but when a woman
dares to utter the thougths of her own soul, to speak as God has
given her power to do, then 'she is pronounced unwomanly, and
met with hootings and revilings.

"Where is the consistency of this?
"This, too, is the modern Athens ! In ancient times, in that old

city, famed for all the refinements of civilization, there were not

I
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wanting female philosophers, and, with Grecian history, the name

of Sappho is as indissolubly connected as that of Demosthenes or

Alexander.
"Modern Athens, going one step beyond its glorious old model

in the march of civilization, makes of her women butterflies, to

flutter with gaudy wings around the saloons of fashion, and over-

whelms those who would make them something nobler and higher,

with opposition.
"But it is not woman alone that ye wrong, Like all wrong-

doing it has a double curse-it reacts on you.
"These are the wives and mothers who are to mould the infant

mind; it is their hand which shall make its impress on a coming

age.
Are these effeminate, thoughtless beings to be the mothersof

heroes ?"

This, and much more, she said, interrupted, at times, with the

loudest hootings, stamping of feet, and clapping of hands. When,

at last, she ceased to speak, as she left the building, she was

greeted with oaths, curses and the coarsest abuse from half-

drunken men.
She shuddered, and for a moment her heart sunk within her,

but she rallied. She had expected all this, though the reality was

hard to bear, and when she related all to her-friend, she could not

disguise from her that she was somewhat discouraged.
"Whoso putteth his hand to the plough and looketh back is not

fit for the kingdom," was Mrs. Warner's reply.
"I do not look back," returned Christine, "I am ready to go

forward, and, if need be, to die for the cause to which I have de-

voted myself. I have entered on my work, and bravely will I go

on with it."

192

BRIGHT lights gleamed from Mr. Murray's splendid mansion in
Fifth Avenue; carriages rattled over the pavements, and deposited
loads of ladies and gentlemen there, and bursts of music, that
greeted the new-comers, as the doors flew open to admit them,
involuntarily quickened the pace of the ladies as they hurried on
to the dressing-room.

Within all was light and gayety. Crowds of elegantly-dressed
ladies leaned on the arms of gentlemen, attired in all the glory
of fashionable-tailordom; yet quite obscured by the more bril-
liant costumes of the fairer sex ; but individuals were hardly to
be noticed here; as they were announced there was a slight stir
near the door and then they were swallowed up in the mass, add-
ing, perhaps, a little more brilliancy to the whole.

It was in fact pronounced the most brilliant affair of the season.
Indeed all was dazzling.; the glow of the chandeliers, the sparkle
of' bright eyes and of gleaming jewels, was almost enough to
weary one with its unchanging brightness. Light feet kept time
to the swelling music ; sylph-like forms circled round to Strauss'
wild waltzes, or to Strakosch's inspiring polkas and schottisches,

Beauty, youth, and fashion were there, and Mrs. Murray, as she
received her friends, and exchanged a few words with those about
her, was, as she looked, well satisfied.

Her eyes followed the graceful motions of her daughter, as she
glided through the dance, with no little pride, and, in truth, Annie
had never looked so beautiful as on this, her wedding night. Her
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eyes sparkled with excitement, her color went and came,. and her

gleeful laugh rung out full and clear; she looked a very sylph in

her airy dress, for rich laces fell in such profusion over the soft folds

of her white satin robe, that she seemed almost clad in gossamer.

But why attempt the vain task of describing her dress? Did

not words fail Madame Bosanquet to express her admiration of

this chef d'ceuvre of her forewoman's skill, and did she not content

herself with a little scream of delight, as she raised her hands and

eyes to heaven in mute adoration of her artist's taste? What her

voluble tongue failed to express, it would be presumption in any

other to attempt.1
Mr. Howard, the bridegroom, was a stout, middle-aged man,

who, unlike his bride, did not seem to enter with great zest into

the festivities of the evening. He looked like one who had

nerved himself up to a task and was resolved to go through it

unshrinkingly.

He, too, had been got up regardless of expense for this

occasion, as sundry bills, neatly filed away, might have testified,

but, alas, this availed him nothing, for he shared the fate of all

bridegrooms, and was completely lost sight of in the superior efful-

gence of the bride.

Indeed it is a singular, but, nevertheless, indisputable fact, that

the bridegroom is considered a personage of comparatively no

importance on such occasions ; but let the fair partner of his joys

enjoy her brief triumph, and let the neglected one solace himself

with the reflection," thank heaven a bride and a wife are quite

different things."
At last, for all things must come to an end, the wedding-party

was over, and morning peeped in upon candles flickering in the

socket, overturned vases of flowers, broken dishes, pools of wine,

little archipelagoes filled with islands of cake on the carpet,

empty wine bottles, scattered corks, soiled gloves, disarranged

furniture, and the like matter-of-fact realities, which one would

hardly expect to be the concomitants of such a scene of enchant-
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ment as that of the preceding night. Yet so it was; and while ser-
vants were endeavoring to bring something like order out of that

-chaos, Annie Howard and her husband were whirled off to Sara-
toga., Niagara, &c., on a wedding tour.

Annie enjoyed this most heartily; not that she was very fond
of seeing beautiful scenery, and as she said, "Niagara was nothing.
She had seen it before ;" but the excitement of travelling, the
opportunity of displaying her elegant dresses and diamonds at
the hotels, and the occasional meeting of old, and making of new
acquaintances pleased her.

She was therefore a little astonished when one morning Mr.
Howard abruptly proposed that they should start for New York
on that day.

"Why we haven't gone half as far as we intended," she said,
in an expostulating tone.

"I don't know where you thought of going, but we have gone
further than I intended," responded her larger half; "and form
part, I'm tired of whirling about the country and of eating French
cookery, of lounging about hotels and seeing rocks, and trees, and
water, and all that sort of nonsense. I'd rather see one good
pavement in New York than it all."

"Why, Mr. Howard, how can you talk so? Just as if you
didn't care anything about nature!"

"Nature, Ann? Pshaw, you nor I didn't come to see that.
We came because it's the fashion, and now we'll go home and
settle down peaceably. So let your maid pack up, and we'll start
this evening."

"I wish you wouldn't call me Ann !" was all the reply his
bride vouchsafed to make.

" You didn't object to it before we were married," he answered,
"and I think it sounds just as well now."

Mrs. Howard made no reply; she was a littte sulky; her hus-
band thrust his hands in his pockets and began walking up and
down the room, whistling a favorite air.
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"I wish you wouldn't whistle," exclaimed his lady; "it goes
right through my head, and it's so vulgar."

Mr. Howard stopped in his walk. "Ann," said he, "we may
as well-come to an understanding, first .as last. You have taken

me for better or worse, as you may find me, and, once for all, I
tell you that I have had quite enough of your dictation. In fact,
I'm tired of it, and don't want any more of it. What I say, I
mean, and you will find it so, when you know me better."

"I know you well enough now to find you a brute," exclaimed

Annie, bursting into tears. " I wish I had never seen you !"'

" That wish comes rather too late, my dear madam," returned

her liege lord. "Don't sit there making a baby of yourself; it
don't improve your appearance at all," and Mr. Howard left the

room, whistling, as if in defiance of his wife's request.

As the door closed after him, his wife burst into a passion of

tears.
The honeymoon was hardly over, and yet the young wife shed

bitter tears. She was grievously disappointed. Had she not

drawn the matrimonial prize, in the lottery of the last- season?

Had she not made an unexceptionable match? Had she not

expected perfect felicity as his wife?
Not that she loved him very- dearly., She had been in a flutter

of excitement till she became engaged to him, and had been

happy in her triumph over her rivals; she had anticipated perfect

submission to all her caprices from him, and now thus early to be

thwarted in her plans, to be spoken harshly to, was more than she

could bear.
She gave way to her grief, or rather to her anger, for awhile-

then, perhaps, her husband's hint recurring to her, she bathed her

eyes in cold water, and gave herself up to her maid to be dressed

for dinner.
When Mr. Howard joined her in the parlor, he was unusually

kind, and seemed to regret their little disagreement; Annie

received his advances coldly, though she was secretly rejoiced, for

ANNIE MURRAY.

she imagined that this was a tacit avowal of his readiness to yield
to her wishes in future. But she was mistaken; that night,
in spite of her unwillingness to return, saw them on their way to
New York.

A few months had passed, and Mr. and Mrs. Howard had gone
to housekeeping.

Nothing could have been more displeasing to the young wife,
who had anticipated entering upon the gay and exciting life at a
hotel, and had imagined herself already the belle of many a ball
and soirie ; to have all these visions of gayety for the future dissi-
pated, and in their place substituted a hum-drum life with Mr.
Howard, who dreaded nothing more than a card, informing him that
Mr. and Mrs. Somebody were to be at home on a certain evening,
and who never accepted an invitation if he could, with any ordi-
nary civility, decline it, was a severe blow to Annie, and she had
resisted the proposed measure with all the energy of her cha-
racter; but she had a stronger will than her own arrayed
against her, and with rather a bad grace had been forced to
yield.

When the arrangements were to be made, there had again
been a constant disagreement, degenerating into a positive quar-
rel, for it seemed to Annie that her husband consulted her taste
and wishes only to go directly contrary to them; and, in fact, Mr.
Howard was one of those men who have so great a horror of
being under petticoat government that they will hardly trust
themselves to do what they really wish, if it coincides with the
liking of their wives, lest it should seem that they have no will of
their own.

At last, however, they were fairly established in, their new
residence, and Annie found that she had but entered upon fresh
troubles. She was unfortunate in her servants, and knew nothing
of domestic affairs herself. Mr. Howard complained, and justly,
of the ill-regulated state of the household, and imagined, perhaps
not without reason, that his wife took a spiteful pleasure in
repaying him in kind for his former disregard of her wishes.
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Every day this couple, united by bonds which death alone could

sever, and who, so short a time before, had taken upon themselves

such solemn vows to love, honor, and cherish each other, were
becoming colder and more estranged. Every day the fetters

which bound them seemed more galling, and contentions grew
more and more frequent. Each felt wronged by the other, and
neither would yield in the smallest degree, or. acknowledge the

commission of an error.
Outwardly, all was smooth and fair. Mrs. Howard had an

elegant house, a fine carriage, and servants at her command, fine
apparel, and a gentlemanly husband. What was wanting to
make -her happy? Contentment and self-control, and, without
these, all this availed-her nothing. There was a Mordecai in the
gate.

How little did those who envied her, as she rolled by in her
lnxurious carriage, decked in gorgeous apparel, and with smiles
wreathing her face, dream that under it all lurked a restless,
dissatisfied, disappointed spirit, that poisoned all her enjoyments.

Nor was she alone to be pitied; harsh and cold as was her
husband, he too had had visions of a home, where a fond wife
should make a perpetual sunshine, and to which he could turn
from the turmoil and harassing cares of life, there to find hap-
piness and peace. How sadly had he been disappointed.

Naturally reserved and unsosial, he grew more and more so,
till he was positively morose; by degrees Annie became really
afraid of him, and this fear extinguished the last spark of affection
for him in her heart.

He, in turn, looked upon her as the destroyer of his hopes.
Had he married a different wife he might have had a home, and
he almost hated her at times for standing between him and hap-
piness, as she did. Both had sought in marriage their own sel-
fish gratification, without thought of the duties owed to the other,
and the result was what might have been expected, bitterness and
disappointment.

fil
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CHAPTER XXIII.

JOINED NOT UNITED.

MR. AND MRS. HoWARD were seated at the breakfast table. A
frown contracted his brow as be tried one dish after another, and
pushed each away in turn as unpalatable.

" This coffee is execrable, Mrs. Howard," he said, stirring
the muddy beverage as he spoke, "and, in fact, there is nothing
fit to be eaten on the table. The rolls are raw, the beefsteak
dried to a cinder, the eggs hard as so many bullets. It's an insult,
madam, to set such a breakfast before anybody."

" You are as well suited as I am," replied his wife'; "I am en-
joying the same luxuries."

Her calmness irritated him.
"Why don't you do something about it, then? Why don't

you make a change ?"

"Do !" replied his wife. "Haven't I been doing all the time?
Discharging servant after servant, and reading scores of greasy
recommendations? And as to changes, haven't- we had seven
cooks in a fortnight, who have departed, and with them some half
dozen tea-spoons ?"

" Then, madam, I should think it was time that you took some
interest in your household affairs, instead of trusting them entirely
to ignorant and dishonest servants "

"What do you mean ?" interrupted Annie; "do you expect
me, sir, to go into the kitchen"

"Yes, madam; you understand my meaning exactly, to go into

the kitchen and superintend operations there. Better wonien than

JOINED NOT UNITED.
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you, Mrs. Howard, have not considered it beneath them to attend
to their domestic concerns. When I married, I expected to find
in a wife "--

"A sort of upper servant, Mr. Howard !",exclaimed Annie.

"With such elevated ideas of a wife's uses and duties, you should
have married a cook."

"Any change could hardly have been for the worse," replied
her husband, coolly.

"You are too flattering," said Annie, with flashing eyes.
"The truth, however complimentary, should not be styled flat-

tery, madam," he said, taking up the morning paper, and turning
his back directly upon her.

Suddenly he exclaimed, in a voice of anger:
"What does this mean? Listen, madam !" and he read on
"'Defalcation.-A defalcation has just been discovered to have

been committed by Alexander Murray, President of the N. and M.
Railroad company, of some hundreds of thousands of dollars. As
the books have not yet been thoroughly examined, it is feared that
the worst is not known. Murray is missing, and is .supposed to
have gone to Europe. This is the more astounding, as he has
always been considered one of our most respectable citizens.'"

. Annie sat listening with eager attention; as he ceased reading,
she heaved a deep sigh, and exclaimed, "It cannot be-look at the
name again."

" There it is, in black and white," returned her husband, hold-
ing the paper towards her.

She pushed it aside. "Poor, poor father !" she said.
" You had better say poor husband," returned Mr. Howard,

angrily. "Good heavens! that I, whose proudest boast it has
been that no breath of dishonor could attach itself to my name,
should have married the daughter of a defaulter !"

He paced rapidly up and down the room, while Annie sat with
her face buried in her hands, weeping bitterly. He stopped short
before her.

'

"You can weep for poor father, who, with his ill-gotten gains,
is on his Nay to another country, but you have no tears for your
husband, on whom you have brought disgrace. Your father did
well to keep his shame secret till he got you off his hands; no
doubt he exults that he got so cleverly rid of you, and cheated me
so nicely. Weep on, madam.! it needs much to wash the stain
away."

Annie looked up; fire flashed in her eyes as she exclaimed, "I
had rather share adversity with him, than prosperity with you !"

" I very much regret that you cannot do so," was Mr. Howard's
reply, as he strode out of the room.

No sooner had he gone than his wife hastened to her father's
residence. Alas, it was but too true. Her mother, a proud-spir-
ited woman, showed, in her tearless eyes and haggard face, her
agony, as she busied herself in preparing all things to join her
husband.

" Oh, mother !" sobbed Annie, "are you going, then, to leave
me alone?"

"I must join my husband, Annie. What else is left me to do,
did I shrink from it? But, I am glad that you are so well situ-
ated here. I can leave you with the less reluctance that you are
so happily married."

" Happily, mother !" groaned Annie. "Would to Heaven that
I could go with you! Oh, mother dear, take me along. I will
work for you-I will do anything, only take me away from that
man. He hates me,-mother, I know he does. He never speaks
kindly; he looks at me with those savage eyes till I actually
shudder, and, if you leave me, I have no friend left. Dear
mother, you will not leave your own Annie 1"

All this she had said in a tone of the most imploring earnest-
ness. Mrs. Murray listened to it, with a sad face; as she ceased,
she exclaimed, "my child! my child, you will break my heart!
This was all that was wanting. You, whom I thought I had
nothing more to ask for, unhappy, and I powerless to assist you.
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I cannot take you. You must stay. Oh, Annie, Annie, this is

more than I can bear!"
She sank down upon a chair, and sobs shook her whole frame.

Annie wound her arms about her, and mother and child wept

together. At last, Mrs. Murray spoke.

"1My Annie," she said, "you must try to regain your husband's

affection, else your whole life will be miserable. You can do it,

darling," and she went on to give her words of counsel and of

gentle reproof, to tell her that she feared she had been selfish, to

speak to her of marriage and its duties as she had never done

before; for, in the light of her great affliction, she saw the hol-

lowness of her past life, and would fain have kept her child's feet

from stumbling over the rocks on which she had well-nigh fallen.

Words of truth, she whispered into-her child's ear, but, alas! elo-

quent and powerful as they were, what could this one lesson do

towards destroying the effect of the whole education and silent

influence of example which, from her earliest childhood, had

imbued her with selfishness and worldliness ?

Perhaps the mother felt this, as she unwound her child's cling-

ing arms from her neck, and read in her continued tears and sobs

only her own misery, forgetting that the sight of her grief but

added to her mother's anguish.

She dared not trust herself to look into her child's future, but,

with a heavy heart, busied herself in performing the necessary

duties before leaving home, endeavoring thus to banish the pain-

ful forebodings that would, despite of all her exertions, crowd in

upon her mind.
With slow and reluctant steps, Annie returned to her home,

and with a sinking heart entered that splendid dwelling, the

possession of which she would once have thought would insure

her perfect happiness. ,I
The hours dragged heavily along, and she leaned back in an

easy-chair, watching for her husband's coming ; not like many a

wife who listens 'eagerly for that footfall, which is music to her,

and who springs to meet her husband with sparkling eyes and
smiling lips, that speak more plainly than words can do, her joy
at his return,-not so did Annie watch and listen. ,She started
at every little noise, fearing that it might be her husband, and
-when at last he came, she did not even look up at his entrance,
but sat silently in her chair, with half closed, eyes, apparently
unconscious of his presence, and he, with his hands folded behind
him, and his eyes bent on the carpet, paced moodily up and down
the parlor, casting an occasional glance, in which there was no
affection, upon the young girl, whose happiness was in his-
hands.

Suddenly the door opened, and Mrs. Murray entered. In a
moment Annie had sprung towards her, and was engaged in taking
her bonnet and shawl, and even when that was done, and her
mother seated, she still stood by her side, smoothing her hair
caressingly, and stooping to whisper words of endearment.

Mr. Howard had greeted her with cold civility, and now looked
at his wife and the demonstrations she made of her affection for
her parent, almost with anger.

She had seated herself like a child, upon a low stool near her
mother, and half reclined on her lap, holding her head, and talk-
ing in a low tone. Her golden curls, which she wore looped up in
front, had fallen down, shading her cheek, on which glowed a
faint flush, her eyes sparkled with joy, and her whole countenance
beamed with animation. She was always graceful, and her atti-
tude now was peculiarly so.

Never had Mr. Howard seen her looking so beautiful, and as he
saw how lavish she could be of caresses and fond words, and con-
trasted her reception of her mother with her cold endurance of
his society, he thought "she does not love me," and the pain that
this reflection caused him but steeled his heart against her, and
his pride forbade his attempting to win her affections. Ah, had
he but given way to the pleadings of his heart, had he given
voice to that yearning in his soul, which was urging him to cry
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out "Annie, my wife, give me your love !" how different might
have been their fate.

But who could read his thoughts under that lowering brow, as
he looked on his wife and her mother ?I

Mrs. Murray, at length, addressed him:
"I am going to Europe, as you already know, I suppose. Annie

has, no doubt, told you."
"No, Madam. Ann has not favored me with any information

relative to your plans."
Mrs. Murray sighed.
"I am going," she said, "to join my husband. I am his wife,

and my place is by his side. I have nothing to tie me here,
except my child, and her I have already given to you. Now I

confide her to you again, as a solemn charge. You are to her

now, at once, father, mother, and husband. You will be the only
friend she has left. Oh, do not you fail her ! Be kind to my
child. She is very young-be tender with her. Oh, Mr. Howard;
do not visit the sins of her parents on her innocent head."

At these last words, her husband darted an angry look at his

wife; she had been complaining of him to her mother, then. It

hardened his heart, which Mrs. Murray's words had begun to

soften, against her.
Mrs. Murray was silent. He felt that she expected him to

speak, and at last he did so.
"Madam," he said, "your child shall never want for anything

while I have the means of procuring it."
"Oh, Mr. Howard, it was not of bodily comforts, I thought,"

exclaimed Mrs. Murray, sadly. "I do not fear that she will lack
those ; but there is a hunger of the heart that is worse than starva-
tion ; there is an inward yearning that no luxuries can still; promise
me that she shall not suffer from that! Tell me that you love her
-that you always will !",

There was a pause. Annie had buried her face in the sofa
cushions, but, with intense eagerness, she waited for a reply. At

last it came. Love, for Mrs. Murray's words had aroused all his
old affection for Annie, and pride were struggling in his heart-
pride won the victory, and he coldly replied,

"It is out of our power to control the heart."
Annie heard it; a deathlike faintness stole over her, and all hope

that he might yet love her died within her.
Mrs. Murray groaned aloud.
" How can I leave her," she said, "so young, so inexperienced,

in this world, exposed to all its temptations, without a mother's
watchful eye, unshielded by a husband's love ?"

"Take me with you!" cried.Annie. "You see, he hates me,"
she whispered in her mother's ear.

He heard only the first words, and maddened by jealousy, that
his wife should prefer to go with her mother to remaining with
him, he approached her, and seized her firmly by the arm.

" You are my wife !" he said. "You shall not go 1"
She withdrew from his grasp; her bare arm bore the marks of

his violence, but she said nothing; she only trembled, and flung
-her arms around her mother's neck, weeping like a frightened
child.

"She is your wife, Charles Howard," replied Mrs. Murray. "You
have taken her from a mother's care, see to it that you watch over
her. You have taken her from a mother's arms, see that yours
shield her--and from a loving home, see to it that you supply its
place; for, so sure as harm comes to my child, so surely will I
require her blood at your hands!"

She tried to escape from Annie's close embrace, but the girl
held her fast.

"Do not leave me, mother !" she repeated, again and again.
"Pray, remain," said Mr. Howard, coldly, and she did so.
The husband, angry with Mrs. Murray that she usurped his

place in his wife's affections, left the room, and for hours the
mother and daughter sat together in the darkened apartments.
With a sad heart Mrs. Murray listened to Annie's pleadings to take
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her away from the man who hated her, declaring that he would

kill her when sue was left alone with him.
How gladly would her mother have complied with her request,

or have assured her of his love-could she have done either. She

could only soothe her as she would have done a child, and when

she grew calmer, advise her to be gentle, loving, and attentive to

her husband's wishes, that so she might gain his heart.
Meanwhile, Mr. Howard, pacing up and down his library, cursed

in his heart the hour when first he had seen Annie, and was fully
as unhappy as his wife could be.

It waswith a feeling that she had lost her last earthly friend

that Annie watched the steamer that bore her mother away, as it

ploughed its way down the bay, and, with a sigh, of despair, she

sank back on the soft cushions of her carriage as it whirled away,
resting her head languidly on her hand.

Her husband was by her side, but he looked fixedly out of the

opposite window, though he could not have told even what streets

they had passed through.
At length the coach stopped; he assisted his wife to alight, saw

that she reached her room, and that her maid was at hand to sup-
ply all her wants, and then turned away.

What would she not have given for one word of kindness from

him; but none was spoken, and, with desperate calmness, she
looked the future in the face, and submitted to her fate, that of the

unloved wife..

CHAPTER XXIV.

HELEN AND HER HUSBAND.

MORE- than two years had passed, during which the name of
Christine Elliot had become known far and wide. She had toiled
on unshrinkingly, undaunted by the obstacles that she encountered,
and they were not few, sustained through all discouragements by
the high hopes which she cherished of accomplishing her darling
object, of seeing her sex placed, in all respects, on an equality with
her brother man.

To this one aim she bent all her energies; on this one altar
she sacrificed all personal consIderations.

It had not been without a struggle that she had realized that
she must lay all her home affections on that shrine, and again and
again she had written letters full of the highest eloquence, because
fresh from the heart, to the dear inmates of the old homestead,
only to feel a keener pang of disappointment on receiving them
again, with the seals unbroken. At last she had given up the
hopeless tisk of effecting a reconciliation, and endeavored to bury
all painful recollections under the weight of duties which crowded
every day more and more thickly upon her.

Nor was her time alone occupied in preparing her lectures; she
wrote, she studied, giving herself no relaxation, till her thin cheek
and hollow eyes, told too plainly that she was overtasking herself.

In the hours not devoted to study, she sought out the poor, the
sick, and the sorrowing; she listened to their tales of woe-she
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poured the oil of consolation into their wounded hearts-she gave
them of her penury, for.she did not find it easy to get more money
than she required for her expenses,-and what was of more value
even than material aid, she gave of her abundance, sympathy,
kind words of hope and encouragement.

Her hand had withheld many from entering the road that leads
to death-her voice had lured the despairing back to life and hope
-and though all this was done in secret, known to none others
than the grateful beings she had rescued from worse than death,
and to her God; though she was met often with revilings and
taunting advice, to help the poor who needed aid, rather than
to seek impracticable and useless rights for women, by those who
knew nothing of her secret labors; while she would have shrunk
from giving publicity to her good deeds, merely to exculpate
herself from base charges,. yet she had a peace within her heart
which passeth understanding. Verily, she had her reward.

The only painful thought that filled her heart was the know-
ledge that she could do so little, and with words of power she
endeavored to inspire her hearers with the desire to seek out and
relieve the- distressed, as well as to press forward to claim the
wider field which she pointed out as before them.

She heeded not the ridicule or the-coarse and vulgar abuse that
abounded in the columns of nearly every journal in the land; the
shafts of malice glanced harmlessly aside; the filth of low ribaldry
could not cling to her white garments, as pure and unsullied in
reputation she walked on steadily to the goal which she was
striving so earnestly to attain.

But powerless as was all this to wound her, it did reach the

bosom of her relatives and rankled there.
Mrs. Frothingham read it with flashing eyes and compressed

lips, and Farmer Elliot's stern brow grew black with fierce frowns,
and through his set teeth he nmuttered words that were almost
anathemas on his daughter, that she had placed herself and him
in a position where they could be thus assailed.

He had disowned her, but he could not prevent a portion of her
disgrace attaching itself to his good name.

His wife and Bessie did not dare to mention Christine's name
to him; together they wept over her infatuation; together they
read the comments of the press upon her, and were in turn
grieved, shocked, and angered by what they read.

As the fall of the year again came around, bringing with it its
golden harvests, its glory of many-colored forests and the softness
of the hazy days of the Indian Summer, the inmates of the farm-
house were surprised by a visit from Mrs. Frothingham.

She said little to Mrs. Elliot or Bessie-on the subject of Chris-
tine's chosen career, but she was often closeted with her brother
in close consultations, the subject of which the mother and sister
could only guess, since they were not allowed any part in them.

Farmer Elliot would pace the floor during these interviews, his
face working with the violence of his passions, while Mrs. Froth-
ingham, cool and collected, would talk on in her soft, gentle voice,
without ever raising her tones, yet uttering words that excited
her brother to all the more fierce anger against his child.

His wife read this in his manner, which daily grew sterner and
more cold; he rarely adressed her, and when she had resolved to
speak to him on the one subject that engrossed the thoughts of
both, his fierce looks would deter her from proceeding, the words
would die away in her throat, and choking sobs that she could
not restrain would take their place, as. she turned away to weep
on the bosom of her loving and sympathizing Bessie.

"Julia is only making bad worse," she would say. "John is
growing more and more angry-oh, why will she harden his
heart so against her. She is his child, she is my child, and, mis-
guided as she is, we are still her father and mother."

"I wish she would go," was all the consolation Bessie could
offer; and, at last, she did go, but Farmer Elliot accompanied her.

He made no explanations as to the object of his journey-but,
with something of his old kindness and affection. bade his wife
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and daughter, good-bye, telling them, as if they had been child-
ren, that he would bring them something fine from town.

With a deep sigh, Mrs. Elliot looked out after the wagon that
bore them away, till a turn in the road hid them from sight, then
walked away from the open door to exchange surmises with Bes-
sie on the object of the journey, and whither it tended.

Meanwhile, Mr. Elliot and his sister journeyed on to Boston,
where, as the papers announced, Christine was soon to speak. It
was the day before the lecture was to take place, that Christine,
attired in her simple travelling costume, sat in the parlors of the
Revere ; she was feeling that sad sensation that is produced by being
in a crowded solitude, an utter loneliness, a longing for one friendly
or familiar face. She sat silently there, unconscious that she was
an object of curiosity to the ladies in the room, who had whis-
pered to each other, that she was Christine Elliot-suddenly a
whisper reached her ear-she blushed deeply, painfully; for,
though she could stand before an audience, and, in her inspiration
and utter self-forgetfulness, feel no 'hesitation or embarrassment,
she could not be aware that she was the object of curious scru-
tiny, as if she were some curiosity, without painful diffidence. She
longed to get away, yet hesitated to move, when all at once
a bright face was close to hers, a small hand grasped her own,
and a sweet voice cried-

" My dear Christine, how glad I am to see you !"
The new comer went on, in a sprightly way, to tell her that she

had just heard, as she passed the house, a knot of gentlemen say-
ing that Christine Elliot had come, and she could wait no longer,
but came in directly to see her. She talked so rapidly that
Christine could say nothing; she could only look at her friend
with a gladness in her large, dark eyes, that spoke volumes.

" And, now," concluded the speaker, "you must go directly
with me, to my house."

" Why, Helen," replied Christine, "I thought your father lived
in New York."

"So he does, my dear," said Helen, smiling, "but I am not
Helen Harper now; allow me to introduce to you Mrs. Helen Lin-
ton, and then to take you to my house and show you my husband.
Come, I shall take no refusal."

" I am not disposed to decline your invitation, my dear Helen,"
said Christine. "I am very glad to go to the house of a dear
friend, and that friend, Helen Harper."

"Linton, my dear-don't forget my new name nor my new
dignity-and now on with your bonnet, and we will be off
directly. Your baggage shall follow. Please give your directions."

In a few moments more, they had left the Revere; and not long
after, having laid aside her travelling dress, Christine sat in the
little parlor of Helen's residence.

Small, indeed, it was; there were no mirrors, no elegant cur-
tains, whose soft folds draped the windows, no costly furniture or
magnificent carpet, all was simple and inexpensive, though
tasteful.

There were, indeed, one or two fine paintings on the wall, and
an elegant piano almost entirely filled up the small back parlor.
Helen looked at her friend as she glanced round the room, and
then, assuming a serious tone and manner, exclaimed, rather in
answer to Christine's looks-

"Yes, my dear, I have made a bad math. I have married
a poor man. The die is cast; poor we are, and very probably
poor we shall always be. It is a sad fate, indeed !"

Her tone was solemn, but a gleam of mirth in her eye contra-
dicted her words. Christine looked at her for a moment,.then, in
a tone as serious as that of her friend, she replied-

"Congratulations, then, would be quite out of place. Allow me
to condole with you-to mingle my tears with yours."

"Not yet," said Helen. "Let me first show you my husband,
that you may see the climax of my misery, and then you will bet-
ter appreciate my feelings."

She slipped out of the room and soon returned, accompanied by
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a gentleman who was attired in a dressing-gown, and who still
held a palette in his hand.

" My husband, Miss Christine Elliot," said Helen, and Mr. Lin-

ton bowed gracefully, and welcomed her warmly to his house.

He apologized for coming thus abruptly into her presence, as he
said Helen would not wait for him even to lay aside his palette,
but dragged him along; and, after a few remarks on the ordinary
topics, he withdrew.

Christine looked at him well. His was not a face and figure
that could easily be forgotten. His figure and manners were unde-
niably elegant, but his face, perhaps, was not strictly handsome;
his features were not perfectly regular, but there was a softness in

his deep-blue eyes, and a lofty expression on his high, pale brow

that would have seemed somewhat too far removed from ordinary
humanity had it not been for the mirthful smile that played around
his mouth, and lighted up his whole face with a genial expression.
His hair was very beautiful; of that golden-brown hue, so rarely
seen in real life, which some of the old masters used to give so
often to the Madonna.

Helen had watched the countenance of her friend during her
husband's presence, and, as soon as he had closed the door after
him, she exclaimed, in a tragic tone:

"Shouldn't you think the society of such a man as that would
be enough to make one woman miserable ?"

" Have done with your nonsense, child," replied Christine, "I
can see plainly enough that you are so proud of him that you
can't express your admiration, and so are trying to get me to flat-
ter you, by dilating on his perfections in my very best style. I'
won't indulge you. But tell me how it happened that you mar-
ried him."1

"How it happened I hardly know myself," said Helen, laugh-
ing; "but he had been painting my portrait-he is an artist, you
know-and somehow it fell out that he took a fancy to me, though
what he saw in me I don't know-he so spiritual, so noble, so unsel-
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fish, and I so matter-of-fact, for I am just the same as ever, Chris.
Well, I can't just tell how, but you know when two people love
each other they generally manage to make it known, and so, after

,a while, we were engaged. Father consented readily, though he
didn't exactly like the idea of Will's being an artist; if he had
been a grocer, or even a tailor, he wouldn't have objected, but
painting he looks upon as fol-de-rol. He says 'it don't pay;' how-
ever I soon brought him round.

"But mother was terribly disappointed. She, like a good many
other mothers, was ambitious for me to make a grand match. It
rather touched her pride that I should marry, as she called it, be-
neath me. The idea of Will being beneath me !

"Well, after a long while, she did not positively refuse to give
her consent, as she had done, and so we were married.

"You will like him, Christine, I know. He is just such a per-
son as you are; just as full of plans for doing marvellous things-
has a thousand and one reform hobbies that he rides in turn, and
I look on, and laugh at him as I used to lo at you. By-and-by,
you and he, and a whole regiment of Don Quixotes like you, will
get tired of running your tilts, but if it's any satisfaction to you
to keep on, why I have no objections."

"I see you are the same Helen as when at Woodland Vale," re-
plied Christine; "but I know that you see, as plainly as any one
the evils in society, and that, under this assumed lightness, you do
in reality have a deep interest in efforts to remove them."

"I look on with deep interest, as you say," returned Helen. "I
do not deny it; just asI should on the efforts of an alchemist to
discover the philosopher's stone. It would be a fine thing if that
should be discovered, and so it will be when you reformers find the
moral philosopher's stone, that will turn evil magically into good.
Go on, my dear. Work away with your crucibles and retorts.
I feel the greatest interest in your labors."

"But, Helen-" began Christine.
"Not a word now, mydear. I must go and attend to dinner,
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for you people who live in the clouds do drop down to earth three
times a day, and with all the better appetites for your sojourn
there-so I must see that something is prepared for you. Excuse
me now. You will find books of all sorts lying round in all kinds
of places here, and I know that I could not furnish you with com-
pany better suited to your taste.

"You are at home here. Do just as you choose; you needn't
make yourself agreeable if you don't like; you may sit alone or
have company; you may talk or be silent-in fact, you have the
largest liberty. Make the most of it," and Helen was gone.

Christine threw herself on a sofa with a book, but though she
had taken one of her favorite poets, Mrs. Browning, she did not

lose herself in her pages.
Helen's words had their old effect upon her, to plunge her into

doubt as to whether she was not indeed disquieting herself for

naught.I
She looked back on her labors of the past two years. What was

the result? Wearily she sighed. , She could lie quietly no lnoger;
she opened the piano and struck a few chords softly, and in a low

sweet voice, she sang one of her favorite melodies. The music

soothed her; she leaned her head on one hand, and allowed the other

to stray over the keys-then, as her. mood changed, she raised

herself up, and a glad, triumphant strain burst from her lips. For

a few moments she was as one inspired-her eyes were upturned,
her whole face a glow of enthusiasm'; and Will Linton, who stood

in the doorway quite unnoticed by her, gazed with an artist's

admiration on her kindling expression.

As she ceased to sing, he drew near-he would not have spoken

to her of what he had'seen; her emotions had been too pure and

high to be a topic of conversation, but he felt that he understood

her; and, sitting near by, he began to talk to her of her aims and

aspirations, in a manner that convinced her at once that he

did indeed sympathize with her.

Rapidly the hours passed, and they were quite unconscious of
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the flight of time, till Helen's gay laugh recalled them to
reality.

" I must interrupt 'the feast of reason and the flow of soul,'"
she said, " and offer you, in its place, a more substantial feast. I
have achieved a triumph. Come, and see what the united
skill of Honora and I has produced," and she led the way to her
dining-room.

All was in the nicest order, and, with no small pride, Helen
presided at her table. When the dessert was placed before her
-guest, she announced that the lemon-pie pvas the triumph to
which she had alluded, and, indeed, it did great credit to Ler
culinary skill.

, I She listened, with evident pleasure, to Christine's assurances of
its excellence, and replied-

"Yes, Chris, you can make better speeches than I, but I can
beat you at pie-making."

"Perhaps you could at speech-making, if you were only to
attempt it," returned Christine. e

Helen laughed.
'IYou needn't fear losing your laurels through my rivalry

there," she said. "No, thank you. It's a fine thing'to be a gene-
ral, but really it does seem essential to have an army as well as
officers; and I don't care about being a leader, till there is some-
thing or somebody to lead." .

"If all you are waiting for is an army, Helen," answered Mr.
Linton, "you will not have to wait long. The movement
has already many friends, and their numbers are increasing
daily."

"A mere handful in comparison to its opponents !" said his
wife.

"It is true," said Christine, "that at present we are compara-
tively few in number, but the seed must first be sown. Remem-
ber the parable of the mustard-seed, 'which is, 'indeed, the least
of all seeds, but when it is grown is the greatest among herbs and
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becometh a tree, so that the birds of the air come and lodge in
the branches thereof."'

" I'm afraid it will be a long time, Christine, before you see the
realization of your hopes, in the verification of that parable."

"I may never see it," replied Christine, with a sigh; "but
it must be; it will go on, for the truth must succeed, sooner or
later. All reform movements are slow in their beginnings. They
are like the avalanche, which creeps on so gently at first, that its
onward course is almost imperceptible, but gathering strength and
velocity as it proceeds, it rushes on, bearing before it all that men
had deemed most stable and immovable."

"I trust," said Helen, "that your moral avalanche won't bring,
like its counterpart in the material world, desolation and ruin in
its track. But, I don't fear it at present. Why, my dear Chris-
tine, do you realize that the most powerful opponents to your,
reform, are the very ones you are trying to benefit? How many
women do you suppose there are who want their rights? I

"It was only the other day that I was conversing with a young
lady on the subject, and among other things I spoke of your doc-
trine, that every girl should be educated to expect, at the proper
time, to earn her own livelihood, as her brothers did.

"'Goodness me!' cried the young lady. 'Those are a queer
kind of rights! I'm sure I-don't want to do as my brothers do.'
She gave utterance to the almost universal sentiment of her sex.
The idea of exertion was distasteful to her. Now a few energetic
people like you, to whom action is life, have misjudged other peo-
ple by yourselves.

" You reach out for a wider field-you would cast off the
shackles that bind you, and then free others from the same, and
lead them forward to the open vineyard-but they do not feel
like you-they would not go.

" What do these women, whose whole pitiful souls are engrossed
by dress and fashion, and who find no greater enjoyment than to
fritter away their time in idleness, want of a wide field to work
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in? Work! That is low and vulgar. They would escape from
your grasp, and return to their wallowing in the mire.

"So, Christine, I look on your efforts as hopeless. Even if you
should gain all you desire, and entrust it to the keeping of those
whom you are so eager to raise, it would be tossed aside as a
useless boon. 'Who would be free, themselves must strike the
blow.'

"Oh, Helen, how can you speak so contemptuously of your
sex ?" cried Christine. "Woman is not the degraded being you
represent her, or if, -in some cases, she has become so, it is the
result of her education, and the circumstances in which she is
placed.

"God has given her a head to plan, a heart to will, and hands
to do, and if custom has so forged fetters about her, that she can-
not develop the powers her Creator has given her, so much the
more reason that she be assisted to escape from them. Let us
not sneer or mock at her first weak, puny efforts when she is freed
from her chains. In coming out of utter darkness, the light is
at first painful ; let us be tender with her, if she does at first
shrink from its full glare."

"I see it is quite useless for me to waste my eloquence upon
you," said Helen, smiling. "You are perfectly invulnerable,
armed at all points. There is one thing certain; you have the
three ingredients in your composition that go to make up the
reformer: hope, energy, and perseverance; what a pity it is that
they should be expended in battering away at imaginary evils,
when there are so many real ones in the world."

Mr. Linton had been listening with great interest to the con-
versation, and before Christine could reply, he exclaimed-

"Think of the poor seamstress, who toils day and night with her
needle, 'sewing at once, with a double thread, a shroud as well as
a shirt';' see her, in her lonely garret, with thread-bare garments,
haggard cheeks and hollow eyes. Is there no reality in the dan-
gers that encompass her?
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" Oh Helen, are you. a woman, and does not your heart bleed

for your poor, weak and weary sisters ?"

" Ab, my dear Will," said Helen, "this is too much! Chris-

tine was fully a match for me, and here you deploy your forces
and open such a battery upon me, that you threaten to demolish

me at once. I am a woman, and not heartless, as I think you
must admit, but I confess I don't see how the right to vote or to

hold their property is going to put bread into these unhappy
creatures mouth's. What good will equal political rights do

starving wretches ?"
"Doiyou not see," cried Christine, "tht those rights are at the

foundation of everything ? It is the absence of them which has

made society what it is. Give us those and all the rest will fol-

low. Then will there be avenues opened, that women may not
all crowd to the school, the needle, and the kitchen, for support;
then will there be made laws that will do justice to all-then will

be removed that feeling, so universal, uttered coarsely by the low
and vulgar among men, and made evident by the manners of the
educated and refined, of the inferiority of woman.

"Then will the poor, toiling woman receive as much for her
labor as her brother man, and then will the rich have something
higher and nobler to employ her mind, some object better worth

living for than to be a leader of the ton, the figure on which to
display the skill of the dressmaker, milliner, and jeweller."

" But, Christine, granting that those objects for which the rich
live are mean and paltry, would the substitution of the haranguing
of caucuses, the rallying round the polls, and the scramble for
office be any improvement? Politics even now are given up
by many of our best men, in disgust; they have ceased to be
active participants in them; shall a pure-minded woman desire to
enter the path which they have turned from ?"

" Her purity would restore the.corrupt system to its original
state," replied Christine. "For the very reason that it has fallen
from its high estate, into the hands of the unprincipled, should
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noble men and pure women unite in taking again the reins of
government.

"It is wrong for them to turn away discouraged and disgusted,
when so great a task is before them. Let woman urge on her
brother and work with him side by side. There is no fear of her los-
ing her dignity. God has given her instincts which will keep her
in the right way. She and man have, indeed, in many'respects
dissimifar natures; she has her separate sphere, but it is the wide
one that God has given her, in giving her powers to develop..
Let her enter, upon that, and let not man, in his ignorance and
self-confidence, say, 'thus far shalt thou come, and no farther.'"

"Remember one thing, Christine," said Helen. "If women
are placed on a perfect equality with men, they must not expect
all the little attentions that they now receive-the delicate pre-
ference of their comfort to that of the gentlemen-the giving of
seats in crowded stages, halls, or lecture rooms-in fact, the
thousand and one little things that speak so much for the regard
felt for woman, as she is, gentle and dependent."

"I do not see the necessity for that," returned Christine; "as
far as history goes to prove anything, it shows just the opposite
results from the elevation of women. In barbarous nations, where
she is little more than a slave, she is treated with contumely and
contempt; as civilization advances, she rises in the social scale,
and receives proportional respect-why, then, should one step
farther in advance, the giving her those inalienable rights which
we claim to belong to every human being, and the increased intel-
lectual development which a wider field of necessity must give,
cause her to forfeit that respect which is due to progress, and
which has followed naturally in her upward course heretofore?
But even did she lose these little attentions, would not her gain
be infinitely greater than her loss ?"

"You would be horrified if I were to answer no," said Helen,
and yet that would be the answer of an overwhelming majority
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of women who hug their chains and glory in what you would call
their shame !"

" The old argument of the oppressor, the world over," returned
Christine, "but no reason why efforts should not be made to show
the oppressed their wrongs, and once awake to that, they will
work their own cure."

" Well," answered Helen, "we have had a long argument, and,
as is usually the case after a discussion, the result is, that each is
more sure of being in the right than when he began. But believe
nie, Christine, I appreciate your motives, whatever may be my
differences of opinion. You see, my husband is such a radical, it
is important for me to be a conservative to keep the balance true;
but now let us adjourn to the parlor," and she led the way to that
apartment.

Music and chat on various subjects--for Christine could talk
On other themes than that of Woman's Rights-followed, and
whiled away the hours.

Helen and her husband were evidently very happy. Dissimilar
as they were, each prized in the other the traits of character
not mutually possessed, and no differences of opinion could
affect the strength and fervor of their attachment to each other.
Neither Will nor Helen wished or expected to have their views
on any subject accepted without investigation by the other; each
well knew that no two minds can receive exactly the same.impres-
sions from any one thing, and each recognized the right of the
other to receive and express the opinions resulting from the
examination of any subject.
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CHAPTER XXV.

THE INSANE ASYLUM,

-THE evening was bright and beautiful on which Christine was
to address the people of Boston on her usual subject. The stars
shone brightly, and the moon's pale light fell softly on the leaf-
strewn walks of that pride of the Bostonians, the spacious Com-
mon, as Christine, accompanied by Mr. Linton and his wife,
crossed it, on her way to the Melodeon, where sh.e was to deliver
her lecture.

The building was brilliantly illuminated, and a thrill of delight,
that did not spring from gratified pride, filled Christine's heart as
she stood before that audience, composed of the beauty and the
fashion of the town.. She contrasted it with her first lecture
there, when, crowds of low and brutal men had drowned her voice
with cries, stamping, and hissings; and now, as she went on to
speak, and found herself listened to with breathless attention, only
interrupted now and then by murmurs of approval, and other
tokens of applause; she felt, indeed, that a great victory had been
achieved, and she rejoiced in it, as a sure token that the cause
which she had espoused would yet succeed.

The thought inspired her, and never had she been more elo-
quent--never had her eyes beamed with a brighter light, nor her
Whole heart been more evidently in her words. She was in the
midst of one of her most thrilling appeals to woman, and quite
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carried away by- her own picture of the future, when suddenly she
stopped, hesitated, and for a moment seemed unable to go on, for
at that instant her eye had rested on the dark, stern face of her
father among the crowd.

That fierce look pierced to her very heart; it checked the
words she was about to utter, anid quite unnerved her for a few
seconds, but by a strong effort she regained her composure, and
pursued her theme as before.

That night she seemed unusually dispirited, as both her friends
noticed, though quite unaware of the cause. She seemed absorbed.
in thought, was absent and moody, and did not appear to notice
the remarks addressed to her unless repeated. She went early to
her chamber, but not to sleep, for the sight of her father had
brought, in all its freshness, the fact of her homelessness to her
mind. She had read in his face no softening towards her-no
pride in the applause which she had received, though she had
watched him narrowly; there he had sat, calm, cold, and stern
during all of her speech ; nothing that she had said, though the
audience had been at times convulsed with laughter, or hushed
and breathless, listening to he'r words with tearful eyes, had been
able to vary the expression of his face; that black, fierce frown
haunted her-she felt again that shuddering, chilling sensation it
had caused her, when she had first encountered it.

The night-wore slowly away, and Christine gladly welcomed the
day. She longed to be away now, to see her dear friend, Mrs.
Warner, her more than mother, and soon she stood in that quiet
sitting-room, so rich in associations of pleasure and of pain. Here
she had met and loved Philip; here she had sorrowed over his
fall; here she had consecrated herself to her life's labor, and here
she had found a home and a loving heart when all others had for-
saken her.

Mrs. Warner met her with the same true affection; listened to
her account of all she had done, and drew from her even her most
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secret thoughts; encouraged her, sympathized with her, and had
the satisfaction of seeing her dark mood pass away-to see gay
smiles take the place of the harassed look that had settled round
her mouth, and the deep, thoughtful expression of the eye vanish
before merry glances.

While Christine was thus recovering her lightness of heart, and
enjoying the hours, that were passing all too swiftly, with her friend,
Mr. Elliot and Mrs. Frothingham were seated in the parlors of the
Revere.

"She is not here," he said, "though she did come here on her
first arrival in the city; but she left to go to Mrs. Linton's, an old
friend."

" Yes, I know," replied Mrs. Frothingham. "I had rather she
had been anywhere else; I know Helen Harper well. However,
we must go there at once."

"I have a carriage at the door," said her brother, and together
they passed out of the room.

Not a word escaped the lips of either on their way. Farmer
Elliot's looks did not invite conversation, and Mrs. Frothingham
respected his mood.

"Is Mrs. Linton in ?" she asked of the servant who opened the
door, as they reached Helen's residence.

She was not, she had gone out to be gone all day,
" Very well," said Julia, in a tone of evident relief. "Is Mr.

Linton in ?"
He was, and sending up her card, she and her brother entered

the parlors. Julia's quick eye read Mr. Linton at a glance as he
entered the room, and, after introducing her brother, she exerted
all her graces of manner to produce a favorable impression upon
him. It was not in human nature to resist Julia, when she chose
to exert herself; her beauty, great though it was, was far inferior
to her grace of manner and powers of fascination; after she had
been talking some time, quite uninterrupted by Mr. Elliot, who sat
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silent and moody, she addressed herself in a lower tone to Mr.
Linton.

"Miss Christine Elliot is, I am told, with you."
"She has been," was the reply, "but is now gone for the day, to

see her friend, Mrs. Warner.
"If she has been with you any time, it is useless to attempt dis-

guise. You must have seen her unfortunate state of mind. It is
indeed a sad blow to us-perhaps you are not aware that I am
her aunt, and that he is her father," she said, casting a look at Mr.
Elliot, and speaking still lower. . "It has nearly killed him," she
added, in a tone of the deepest apparent feeling.

"Indeed," replied Mr. Linton, rather confusedly. "I have not
the slightest idea to what you allude. Is it her position as a lec-
turer to which you object ?"

"My dear sir," interrupted Julia. "Is it. possible that you have
not discovered that her originally fine mind has lost its balance-
that she is insane ?"

"Impossible 1" cried Mr. Linton, in horror.
"Alas, it is too true !" replied Mrs. Frothingham, pressing her

handkerchief to her eyes. "Insanity is not uncommon in our
family, and, for some time past, it has been developing itself in my
unhappy niece. We wish to keep it perfectly quiet. It is grief
enough to see her mind perfectly shattered, without the publicity
which the press would give it; we shall take her away quietly and
keep her in quiet, hoping that she may be restored. May we trust
to you to keep her secret, if it is not already too well known ?"

"Most assuredly," replied Linton-
"And may we count on your assistance, my dear sir," contin-

ued Julia, raising her fine eyes to his face and speaking in her
softest tones, "to enable us to remove her without difficulty or
for-ce ?"

"Certainly," replied Will, much moved by her evident distress.
"But, what would you have me do ?"
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"Nothing more than when she returns, to let me know at once,
and tell her that I shall be here to see her. I will come, then,
and take her away."

"It is very sad," said Linton, "and singular, that I have disco-
vered nothing of this."

"Have you not, then, seen anything strange about her, any
apparent unconsciousness of what was passing, any wildness
of the eye ? These are the premonitory symptoms of her
violence."

Linton sighed. He remembered her abstraction the previous
night, and could say nothing. Mrs. Frothingham rose, her eyes
were full of tears, her lip quivered, and her voice was tremulous,
as she bade him good morning; and, with feelings of the deepest
sympathy, he looked after the sad aunt and heart-broken father, as
they drove away.

They had not been long absent when Christine returned; her
interview with her friend had made her very cheerful; she was in
high spirits, and laughed and chatted gaily with Mr. Linton : as
he contrasted her manner with that of the previous night, he
sighed deeply, for he had been prepared by Mrs. Frothingham to
see signs of disordered intellect; and these slight alternations of
manner, though they would, probably, have been unnoticed by
him, unless put on his guard, now seemed only a verification of
Julia's words. It is not to the jealous alone, that 'trifles light as
air are confirmation strong, as proofs of holy writ."'

Linton immediately dispatched a messenger to Mrs. Frothing-
ham, and awaited her coming with no little impatience; she came
at last; and telling Christine that her aunt had called to see her,
and wished him to say that she would soon call again, he left the
room as Mrs. Frothingham entered.

Christine sprang to meet her, and, reading kindness in her
looks, could control herself no longer. She flung her arms
around her neck, and-sobbed aloud.
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" This is very kind, Aunt Julia," she said, at lao±. "I have not
dared to hope for so great a pleasure ; with your co-operation
I shall soon be restored to the hearts of my parents. Dear Aunt
Julia, your visit has made me very happy. Last night, I felt that
a reconciliation was almost hopeless, when I saw my father in the
lecture-room--"

"You saw him, then," interrupted Julia, sadly, burying her
face in her hands, and apparently much moved, "oh, my brother
-my dear brother !"

" Has anything befallen him ?" cried Christine, in great agita-
tion. "Is hIe sick? Is he dead? Speak-tell me the worst at
once. This suspense is horrible."

" Worse than dead, Christine," said Julia, and, sinking her
voice almost to a whisper, she added, "he is insane !"

" Oh, heavens !" cried Christine, turning pale and sinking back
into a chair, while an expression of the keenest agony passed over
her face. "I have drivenhim mad !" she gasped, wringing her
hands wildly. "Inhuman daughter that I am !"

Julia was touched by her evident suffering. She leaned over
her, and kissed her brow.

" Poor child," she said, softly; then continued, "Do not take it
too much to heart. We hope that it will be nothing lasting. He
would go to hear you speak, and would come to see you to-day.
I have succeeded in getting away from him for a few moments,
and have come to consult with you. He is moody, but perfectly
harmless; and, if he can be removed to a quiet asylum, far away
from all old associations, for a short time, I trust he may recover.
I have come to propose to you that you'accompany him with me
to- the asylum in Augusta. Will you do so, or are your engage-
ments such that you cannot? In that case, I can go alone."

"No engagements could interfere with such a sacred duty,"
said Christine, in a choking voice, for every word her aunt had
spoken had been like a dagger in her heart. One thought alone
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filled her mind; her father was insane, and she had made him so.
It was almost more than she could endure. She groaned aloud as
she listened to Julia's directions for the journey which must be
made immediately, and gladly availed herself of the assistance
which she proffered in getting ready for her departure.

Mrs. Frothingham suggested that it was not worth while to
expose her father's misfortunes to the Lintons, to which Christine
assented, and left a note for Helen, telling her that unforeseen cir-
cumstances compelled her to depart thus unceremoniously, and
thanking her for her kindness. Much the same thing she said
to Mr. Linton, who bade her a kind farewell as she left his resi-
dence.

Mr. Elliot met them at a hotel, and assented quite readily to
Mrs. Frothingham's proposition that he should accompany his
daughter on a short trip for her health. He was very silent and
moody; but Christine was prepared for this. She watched him
with an expression of mingled sadness and affection in her fine
eyes, and endeavored to pay him every little attention in her
power, but he repulsed her, and seemed annoyed by her assidui-
ties, so that she- was obliged to desist. He even seemed to dislike
to find her eyes resting on him, and she was forced to content her-
self with stolen glances at his face, when she thought herself unob-
served. He had changed greatly since she had seen him; not
that he had grown very much bent or grey, but that dark, stern,
fierce look had settled down upon his face, and changed him
almost entirely from the cheerful man he had once been.

At last they reached Augusta, and, apparently quite unsuspi-
cious, he allowed himself to be carried to the asylum, where Mrs.
Frothingham previously went to make arrangements, leaving
Christine and her father at a hotel while she did so. On reach-
ing the asylum, the Doctor invited Christine to go and look at
the rooms, and showing her two or three unoccupied, desired her
to make a selection. She did so, and requesting her to be seated
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a few moments while he gave a few necessary directions to a ser-
vant, he left the room. Christine sat quietly there, lost in
thought. Some moments passed and the Doctor did not come; she
grew tired of waiting for him, and imagining he had forgotten
her, resolved to go to the parlor; she could easily find her way,
though she had come through rather winding passages.

She walked to the door and tried to open it. It was fastened
on the outside. She heard footsteps in the hall. She knocked at
the door; nobody paid any attention to her rappings. She cried
out loudly to be released, that there was a mistake; a harsh voice
bade her keep still. Ralf frantic, she ran to the window; it was
high and barred. She looked out and saw, just turning a corner,
a carriage, and in it she could plainly distinguish the face of her
aunt Julia and of her father.

The ,truth flashed upon her at once. She had been deceived.
She was-a prisoner.

In the wildest excitement, she ran to the door. She screamed
till she was hoarse for Dr. Lyman;' she shook the door; she beat
against it, for a long time to no purpose; at last footsteps
approached, and Dr. Lyman appeared.

With flashing eyes, and in accents tremulous with passion, she
began to tell her story, but he turned contemptuously away. She
sprang towards him, and held him fast as he was about to leave
the room, crying,

"I am not insane! Indeed I am not."
" Oh, no; I dare say not," replied the Doctor. "In fact, we

haven't any insane people in the house."
" But, Doctor," began Christine, "I came to bring my father-

he is insane. There is some mistake."
"Ah, well, I will inquire into it," replied the Doctor. "Sit

down, now, quietly, and I will make it all right."
His words were soothing, but Christine saw that she was not

believed. She would not let him go; she clung to him, deter.
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mined to go out of her prison with him. He tried gentleness at

first, then, growing weary, wrenched himself dexterously from her

grasp, and in an instant was gone. The door was locked almost

instantaneously, and she was again alone.
"I will not stay here," she cried, battering furiously at the

door, and begging to be let out, again and again. Ere long her
door opened, and admitted the Doctor, with two assistants, who,
spite of her resistance, slipped on a straight-waistcoat, saying she
was "as madras a March hare." The Doctor then told her that

unless she kept quiet she would be confined to a bed.
She saw her mistake; her violence had been so much against

her, and,,restraining herself, she began to tell him that she was

Christine Elliot; but he turned away with a shrug of the shoul-

ders, and, exasperated, she began to threaten him for his unlawful

imprisonment of her. He made but little reply to her, and soon
left her-sending a woman into the apartment.

She answered the inquiries that Christine made, so far as to tell
her that the lady and gentleman who brought her had gone away,
and listened quite kindly to the protestations of her sanity which

Christine poured forth.
"Well, then," said the woman, "If you ain't crazy, don't act

like a crazy critter."
The advice was good, and Christine determined to restrain her-

self that she might the sooner regain her freedom. Months passed,
and as she had been uniformly gentle, after her first outbreak

on her arrival, she was gradually allowed greater freedom; she
mingled at times with the patients in a large hall and saw

occasional visitors.
She had hoped that her quietness of manner might lead to a

belief in her cure, and looked eagerly every day for some word

from her physician's lips that might denote his perception of her

recovery. None came.
She was sitting one day, as usual, in the hall, surrounded by
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insanity of all characters; there were the sad who wept and
moaned, the gay, and the pompous, who deemed themselves some
great personages; these and many others who walked about, pay-
ing little attention to each other, when a visitor entered.

Christine did not look up, but as the physician passed her, she
heard him say "there, too, is a monomaniac, who imagines her-
self to be Christine Elliot; sane in all other respects, apparently
-quite gentle, yet almost a hopeless case."

The mystery was then explained; she had been placed there
under a fictitious name, and it was evident that she was to be
kept there a long time. Her heart sunk within her; no gentle-
ness of demeanor could contribute to her escape; a fierce hatred to
the authors of her misery sprung up in her heart, she ground her
teeth. "My turn will come !" she said, fiercely.

She now asked often for pen and paper, and wrote letters
to Mrs. Warner, and Mrs. Linton, again and again. No replies
came, for they never reached their destination, and sometimes
fearing that she had no friends, sometimes guessing at the truth,
that her letters were not forwarded to the persons to whom they
were addressed, she passed her time wearily hoping for, but at times
almost despairing of escape

At times she feared that she might, indeed, become insane;
she watched the operations of her mind narrowly, and was start-
led at the wild fancies that haunted her; she endeavored to control
herself, to prevent the. wandering of her thoughts, to which she
observed a tendency, and the very effort to do so, seemed to
increase, instead of checking the wildness and way-wardnesofLher
imaginings; then would arise the old bitterness with new power
against those who had placed her where she was in such imminent
danger of what she dreaded far worse than death; the fear that
had haunted her early years, and which her life of action, by pre-
venting her morbid dwelling on her own emotions, had, for a
time, quite dissipated, now assumed new strength.

How long was this t last? There was no reply, save her own

weary sighs.
She grew thin and pale, for she was experiencing the truth,

that, "hope deferred maketh the heart sick," and her heart-sick-

ness prayed on her body.
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CHAPTER XXVI.

SWEE T HOME.

NOTHING could have surprised and shocked Helen Linton more
than the tale her husband related to her on her return. She read
Christine's farewell note again and again, she reviewed all her
conduct and remembered the opposition which she had encountered
from her friends-as she thought of all this she grew indignant,
and exclaimed:

"Will, it is utterly false-she is no more insane than I am !"
"Helen," replied her husband, "you are letting your feelings

run away with your judgment. Her relations are the best judges
of the matter, and what earthly reason could they have for making
such a statement, if it were not so?"

"Because they mean to put an end to her public life, by fair
means or foul "- -,

"Helen," said her husband, "you are unjust. Had you seen as
I did, the grief of that sweet lady, her aunt, and the heart-broken
father, you could not speak as you now do. Their sorrows are
enough without the weight of unjust suspicions. Mrs. Frothing-
ham's emotion was so great she could hardly express herself."

"Consummate actress !" was Helen's reply; "where did they
take her ?" she asked.

"I did not inquire," replied her husband, "nor did they tell
me."

"It's all of a piece," cried Helen, "they mean to keep it a secret
so that none of her friends can go and see her."

" They do indeed wish it kept quiet," returned Linton, "but I can

readily appreciate their motives; it would be very unpleasant to

have the fact, with the comments of every heartless scribbler who

chose to make them, going the rounds of the press; and it was

doubtless for the same reason that I did not ask, that they did not

tell me where she was taken, namely, they did not think of it."

" Oh, you dear unsuspicious Will," replied Helen, "anybody
can deceive you so easily! You are so frank and sincere your-
self that you think everybody is like you."

"Is it owing to that unfortunate trait of mine, of being so easily
deluded, that I got so taken in, when I married, Helen ?" asked

.her husband, with a smile.
"You may thank your stars that you were thrown in my way,''

answered Helen, "for, if fortune hadn't favored you, in giving you
your present admirable wife, I am sure, I don't know what would
have becoine of you."

"You wouldn't insinuate that the Fates had anything worse in

store for me, would you?" he replied. "My present lot is bad
enough for any mortal"-

Helen put her hand playfully over -his mouth.
"No more of your impertinence, sir," she said, "but just come

and show me what you have been doing in the studio to-day."
Throwing his arm around her waist, he drew her into the room

of which she spoke.
Pictures leaned against the walls or rested on easels, in different

stages of completion. Helen looked at one after the other; they
were mostly portraits; she pronounced several almost perfect, -and
others flattered, while her husband listened to her comments upon
the paintings and the persons who.had sat for them; he smiled a
little at her brief, shrewd summing up of the characters of several,
but ended, by a sigh-

"I am so tired of portrait painting," he said : "I want so much
to paint what I have here," he added, tapping his forehead-
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Helen did not ask him why he did not. She knew very well
that his present business was far more profitable, and that he
could not afford to dispense with this means of livelihood while
absorbed in the work he desired to be engaged in. But she did
not allow the sadness which she felt, to be visible in her face;
she only said, "Some .of our greatest artists are as well known
through portraits as in any other way. The subject is not so very
much-genius can lend a charm to anything. All in due time
your great picture shall stand on the canvas-' learn to labor and
to wait.'"

"A hard lesson, Helen," replied Linton.
"Yet it is the secret of true greatness, my dear Will, and well

worth learning; but now it is so pleasant here, just take a seat on
this lounge, and let me read to you."

He did as she requested; half-reclining on the lounge, while she
sat on a low stool close by. She began to read Mrs. Browning's
"Isobel's Child;" her voice was clear and low; she read with deep
feeling, and both she and her listener were quite absorbed in the
pictures presented to their minds. Even after she had ceased to
read, a soothing sadness, not unmixed with pleasure, filled the
hearts of each as they sat there in the gathering twilight, in that
silence which is sometimes more expressive than speech, and
which is never wearisome to those who love each other.

At last the lights were brought in, and Will, drawing near a
table, rapidly sketched three scenes; Isobel with her child sleep-
ing on her knee, the light of-e earthly love and happiness in her
face, as she rejoiced in the granting of her prayer for its life; then
the babe, saying to her:

"Oh, mother, mother, loose thy prayer!
Christ's.name hath made it strong;
It bindeth me, it holdeth me,.
With its most loving cruelty,
From floating my new soul along
The happy, heavenly air P"
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while her face betokened the struggle going on in her soul.;

lastly, the dead child on her arm, the grandeur in the mother's

face.
Linton paused in his sketching.
"Ah, Helen, I cannot give that beautiful expression," he said-

"'ILike one
God-satisfied, but earth-undone.'"

"They are exquisite," returned his wife, looking with admira-

tion at the sketches. "Some day you must paint them."

"Some day ?" said Linton, with a sigh.
"Yes, my dear Sir Faintheart-so cheer up. I had my fortune

told me once, and I was to have a great man for my husband. I'm

tolerably well satisfied that I haven't made a mistake in the man,

and I believe others will agree with me, some day-don't you ?"

Her husband's only reply was a warmer pressure of the hand he

held, but in his flashing eye, and glowing cheek, she read the pass-
ing away of the brief fit of despondency that had, for a time, had
the mastery over him. He now joined with spirit in conversation

with his wife, and merry voices and light laughter re-echoed

through that pleasant room; the very portraits on the wall looked

down almost intelligently on the youthful pair, who had forgotten

all, save the existence of each other, while talking of their plans
-for the present, and their hopes for the future.

At last the quick strokes of a clock, on the mantel, recalled

them from their pleasant air-castles to reality; for not in the old

fairy-tales alone do the chiming of the hours have a magic power
to dissipate the creations of imagination, and reduce them to blank

realities. The miracle has been going on every hour, and there

are few who cannot sympathize with the hapless Cinderella, in the

suddenness of the change, by which they have been brought back

from the. ideal to the real.
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' All this time," said Helen, as she rose to leave the room, "we
have quite forgotten poor Christine, but I will go and see Mrs.
Frothingham before long, and find out where she is, and how she is
getting along."

"Very well," said Will, with a yawn, as he followed his wife
from the apartment.

CHAPTER XXVII.

ON THE RACK.

MRs. FROTHINGHAM stood alone in her spacious par
was looking out of the window, but, apparently quite o
the landsca e before her; she heeded not the budding
the spring, the delicate verdure of the lawn, or the open
upon the trees, that, in clusters or separately, stood about
ing. Her eyes were fixed upon the distant hills that s
horizon, but she was hardly conscious that she was ga
them. The balmy, spring air tossed the heavy masse
that shaded her delicately-tinted cheek, as if to call hei
to the loveliness around her on every side-but all in v

Very lovely she looked, as she stood there dressed i
gant morning robe, which displayed the symmetry of h
full advantage-her little lace cap half hiding, half disp
profusion and luxuriance of her hair, and one small foo
out from the folds of her garments, while her attitude
itself. She stood. in the shade of the rose-colored cur
one hand supporting her head, while the other fell gra
her side, resting on the green silk of her robe, whose
hanced by the contrast the pearly whiteness of the ta
that rested upon it. The thoughtful expression of Ju
though not its usual one, suited well with the calm rep
attitude. Indeed, so motionless -she stood, that she m
fitly represented the beautiful statue of Pygmalion ore it
to life.
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. At last she moved from the window. "It is time," she said,
half aloud, and seating herself at an elegantly-inlaid writing-desk,
she began to write a few words.

"The six months have elapsed, my dear John," so ran the let-
ter, "and, according to my promise, I shall go directly to see
Christine. I think we may indulge the hope that, though the
remedy has been rather severe, yet a cure has been effected. At
least, I am very sanguine in my expectations.

"I will write you immediately on my return, or, what will be
better still, possibly I may come with our restored patient to your
house.

"For the present I must say, Farewell."
Ere long the letter was dispatched, and Mrs. Frothingham on

her way to Augusta. She went directly to the Asylum, and in-
quired for Miss Caroline Frothingham, as under this name Chris.
tine had been placed there.

The doctor spoke of her gentleness, but shook his head when
asked if this was not a favorable symptom. He said that the patient
seemed still to be in her unhappy delusion with regard to her per-
sonality, and that the letters which she wrote only confirmed the
fact of her insanity, consisting, as they did, of declarations of the
cruelty qf her friends in enclosing her, though sane, in a lunatic
asylum, begging the assistance of those to whom they were ad-
dressed in obtaini-ng her release, and all signed Christine Elliot.

Mrs. Frothingham listend with a sigh, and then requested to
see her niece.

With a glad heart Christine obeyed the summons to go to the
parlor to see a friend; she had no doubt that at last her letters
had reached her friends, and that either Mrs. Warner or Helen
Linton had hastened to see her at once ; with her old, elastic step,
she passed quickly to the apartment, and with sparkling eyes and
extended hand' approached the lady, who stood a little turned
away from her ; at the noise of Christine's entrance she turned
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around, but the girl advanced no further; the flush of joy faded
on her cheek, the sparkle of hope died out in her eye, and gave
place to a look of fierce indignation; as Mrs. Frothingham would
have taken her hand, she motioned her aside with a gesture of
contempt, folded,-her arms closely over her breast, and turned,
without a word, to leave the room.

The Doctor, who had followed her, observed Mrs. Frothingham's
look of apparent distress, and said, in a low tone,

"Do not let this reception discourage you; nothing is more
frequent than for persons in her situation to turn against their
nearest friends."

"But I must speak with her," said Julia. "Bid her remain.
"I will not," said Christine, in reply to his command. "I will

not remain in the same polluted atmosphere with a woman capa-
ble of such vileness."

"Remain !" said the Doctor, with a look and gesture that Chris-
tine well understood.

She hesitated; the first feeling of anger had subsided, and she
did in reality wish to know what had brought Julia there, and
with a hope, which made her heart throb exultingly, she turned
and seated herself on a sofa.

"I presume you have no objections to my seeing my niece alone,"
said Julia.

"Certainly not," replied the Doctor. "If you should want any-
thing, that bell will receive instant attention;" so saying, with a
bow, he left the room.

Christine did not speak; she looked fixedly at Julia, who did
not seem inclined to break the silence; at last she could wait no
longer.

"To what am I indebted for the honor of this visit 2" she
said.

'To my interest in your welfare," replied Julia, calmly.
A flash of anger gleamed in Christine'-s eyes. "I ought to be
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deeply grateful," she said, "for an interest which has manifested
itself in so many acts of kindness ! This last debt of gratitude
will, I fear, be more than I can repay..

"Have you any more favors of a similar character to heap
upon me? I am already overpowered by the benefits I have
received at your hands ?"I

"Pray go on, Christine," said Julia, as she paused. "Say all that
you wish. It is as rare as pleasant, in this ungrateful world, to meet
with such appreciation of one's services; indeed, I am happy to
find myself so well appreciated."

" Woman !" cried Christine, exasperated by Julia's coolness.
"I do, indeed, appreciate your character fully, but I lack words to
express my detestation of it and you; you, made up of treachery
and deceit-a libel upon your sex-with the face of an angel and
the heart of a fiend-I loathe you! You are beneath hatred, and
fit only for contempt !"

"Go on, my dear," said Julia, in her softest tones; and, as
Christine's anger prevented her replying, she added-

"I quite expected it all. This is your first opportunity to spit
out the concentrated venom which has been accumulating for the
last six months. Say on. When you have finished, I will speak;
until then, I will be a listener.".

Christine was silent for a moment. At length she said, shortly,
"Say what you have to say, and begone !"

"Do you wish to leave this place ?" asked Julia, without heed-
ing her niece's anger.

Christine's eyes flashed.
"1I am not surprised," she said, in a tone of bitter irony, "that

you should doubt my willingness to leave a place to which
I was so anxious to come, and where the society is so very
agreeable."

"I regret, then, to deprive you of the pleasure of a longer
sojourn here, since you have found it so delightful, yet that was

my intention when I came here. I can hardly expect your thanks,
however."

"Thanks !" interrupted Christine, bitterly, "and for what? For
my unjust imprisonment, or for the tardy act of justice in my
release? You do well not to expect thanks, madam. I will leave
you now, and make preparations for my departure. When I am
free, we will see if the law cannot reach you, who have dared
to confine me thus."

"But you are not free yet, my dear," said Julia, carelessly,
" and, even when you are, I imagine that revenge will not be
so sweet to you as to lead you to have less regard to your reputa-
tion than we have had-that you will not care to publish your
insanity to the world, who will be ready enough to believe it."

"I could hardly publish it more widely, than the fact of my
being in an asylum would do !" exclaimed Christine. "It ig
already known, and I owe it to myself to prove t-hat it is not so."

"I beg your pardon, Miss Christine, but the papers have long
since announced the severe illness of Christine Elliot, and, of
course, her necessary retirement for awhile from public life,
and here, Miss Caroline Frothingham only, has been considered
insane.

" So, as I said before, even when you are free, I should suppose
that common prudence would dictate the policy of your keeping
quiet. There are always people enough ready to believe ill of
anybody, if there is the least occasion."

Christine was silent. She saw that Julia was right, and that
the fact of her having been in an asylum would, if known, greatly
lessen her intfluence. She bit her lip, and turned angrily away.

" Allow me to suggest to you," said Julia, in her mildest tones,
"before you go to your room, as you seem to be on the point of
doing, that there are certain conditions to which you must sub-
scribe, before you leave this pleasant spot."

"Conditions !" repeated Christine. "Dare you propose condi-
11
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tions? No, madam. I. demand release as an act of justice, and I
will never submit to make terms with you."

" Very well, then," said Julia, coolly. "If that is your determi-
nation, I will resign Miss Frothingham to the care of her keeper,"
and she laid her hand upon the bell.

"Oh, heavens !" cried Christine, in the wildest excitement,
springing forward and grasping her aunt's hand. "You cannot
be so cruel! You cannot have meant to mock me with false

hopes, only to plunge me into the deeper despair! Take care
what you do. You will drive me mad'!"I

"It was your own choice," said Julia. "You can be free by
the utterance of only one word. Only agree to the conditions.;
but you refused even to hear them."

"I am in your power," sighed the girl. "Let me hear them."
"-You must promise, first, never again, by voice or pen, to defend

the foolish doctrines of that ridiculous cause which you have
espouse-d. Next--"

"Stop there," said Christine, raising herself to her full height,
"and hear me now! I solemnly swear that never will I desert the
cause to which I have pledged myself, till I am convinced that it has
no foundation in justice or truth. Never shall any personal consi-
derations, no matter of what nature they may be, influence me to
give up what is more sacred than life-my convictions of what
is right and true.

"I am in your power; but you may keep me here till death or
madness in reality overtakes me, and the guilt will rest on your
soul. Life I can lose, but never, never, so long as life lasts, will I
be faithless to that duty to which God has called me. You have
my answer."

"Then, remain !" cried Julia,. fairly exasperated. "You are in
your proper place! If this is not insanity, never was there a case.
You shall return to your cell, and there shall you remain till you
promise what I have required."

"That I shall never do," repeated Christine, for the moment
quite elevated by her enthusiasm above all thought of the weari-
ness of her imprisonment.

"Then never shall you be released," retorted Julia.
"Be it so," answered Christine; "but give me rather perpetual

imprisonment, with none but these hapless wretches about me, so
that my soul is unstained, than life in the free air, under God's
beautiful heavens, with those I best love, if the price of that must
be dishonor, and treachery to the highest and noblest instincts of
my nature. I do not envy you, madam; hapless as is my fate, I
would not exchange places with you. On earth we may never
stand before a tribunal, but there is a bar before which we all
must stand ; there is a day of retribution "

uI will hear no more," cried Julia, ringing the bell, violently.
A servant instantly appeared, and Doctor Lyman almost imme-

diately entered.
" I had hoped," spid Julia, "that I might have relieved you of

your charge, but I find that she is yet unfit to be removed."
" You are saying what is false 1" cried Christine. "You know

that every word you utter plunges you deeper into perjury."
"Alas!" sighed Julia; "every sentence that she utters only

makes clearer her misfortunes. It is painful for me to look upon
her !"

"Well it may be !" cried Christine, "if you have yet a spark
of conscience. Doctor, ask her if I am not Christine Elliot, and
look well at her when she attempts to deny it !"

"Poor girl!" sighed Julia, softly.
"I see .that the interview is injurious to her," said the Doctor.

"She looks wild; her violence may return. I must put an end
to it."

Mrs. Frothingham bowed her head in assent, and Christine,
making no resistance, was again placed in her lonely chamber.

How her heart ached as she looked on the four walls that
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hemmed her in. She looked out he window, and longed, oh,
how ardently! for freedom. The air that kissed her fevered brow

seemed inviting her to go -out into the deep old woods that she so

dearly loved. She almost imagined herself there, sitting, as she

had so often done, on the soft carpet of moss, close by a steep

ledge of rocks, while the giant trees, the growth of centuries,

stood like sentinels around her, and the rustling of their leaves

overhead had alone broken the silence. ,She woke from this

pleasant picture with a start ! Alas, how different was the

reality! When could she ever, at her own free will, ramble

where she chose ?
" Oh, it is horrible !" she cried-" horrible that my young life

must be extinguished in this prison-that all I have so hoped for

should end thus! The birds of the air can soar as they will; the

very lowest of insects are free, and I, a being with a soul, must

pine away here, losing all my strength, all my energy, all my

mind. Oh, it is unjust! Is there a God, and does he allow such

horrible wickedness V"

She paced the floor in agony-she gnashed her teeth-she tore

her hair, then suddenly catching a glimpse of herself in a glass,

she stood still, horrified.
" Oh, God !" she cried, "I am indeed forsaken. I am losing

my senses! Is not that being, a madwoman, indeed ?"

A flood of tears flowed from her eyes; she sunk upon her knees,

and in agony poured out from her whole spul, a prayer that she

might not indeed become mad.
Exhausted at last by the violence of her emotions, with aching

eyes, and throbbing head, she laid down upon her couch, and, ere

long, sunk to sleep, to pass a few happy, because unconscious

hours, only to wake to a new realization of the bitterness of her

lot.
With her whole soul she hated her father and Julia; the very

thought of them made her furious; she hardly trusted herself
Ii
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to resolve what she would do to revenge herself, were they in her
power; but never did she regret her determination to adhere to
her principles, never did she waver in her firm resolve.

As days passed, she spent her time in revolving plans for her
escape; but she was too closely guarded to hope much from any-
thing she could devise.

Three months passed slowly by, without any event to break the
monotony of her weary life. She took no interest in the light
tasks assigned her; she shrank from any intercourse with the
unfortunate beings around her, and, in fact, seemed sinking into
that state, the most hopeless of any kind of insanity, that of a
gentle, but settled melancholy; a sad expression lurked around
her mouth; her eyes were downcast-she rarely looked up at any
disturbance, never voluntarily addressed any one; answered briefly,
if spoken to by any one. Her health, too, was declining; she
was growing weaker every day, and she rejoiced in this gradual
decay which she felt stealing over her.
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CHAPTFR XXVI II.

SUSPICIONS AWAKENED.

"IT's the finest kind of a day for a ride," said Helen Lin-

ton, as she stood before her mirror, in her chamber, smoothing
her hair. "The air is so cool and refreshing, and everything in
the country must look so beautiful. It would do you good, Will,
to go out."

"It would be very pleasant," replied her husband, who was

leaning back, languidly, in a chair; his eyes were heavy, his
cheek thin and pale, and when he rose, it was evident that he was

much emaciated.
He looked like one just recovering from a severe fit of sickness,

and, indeed, he had but recently been able to leave his chamber;
for months he had been dangerously ill, and to the untiring care
and attention of his wife, so the physician acknowledged, even
more than to his remedies, he owed his life.

Night after night had she sat by his bedside, moistening his
parched lips, bathing his fevered brow, and watching his every
movement, anticipating his every want, and when he had sunk

into an uneasy sleep, how often she had buried her face in the

pillow, and wept noiseless but bitter tears, as she thought of the

possibility of what might be in store for her; but night, alone,
saw her give way thus to her grief; for the sake of her husband,
she had hid her bleeding heart under a cheerful countenance, and
spoke cheerfully of his recovery when she dared hardly trust
herself to think of what a day might bring forth; now he was

out of danger, and he seemed doubly dear to her since she had so
nearly lost him.

She would have thought it impossible to have loved him better
before his illness, but now she realized that, without him, life
would lose'all its charms to her.

"Well, then, if you would like it, let us go," she said; "let us
see if the fresh country air won't put a little life into those dull
eyes of yours, and put a little glow on your pale cheek. Fie! are
you the handsome husband I was so proud of? Ah, this is a world
where sooner or later justice is done to everybody. 'Every dog
must have his day.' I am the beauty now. Come and contrast
yourself with me in the mirror, and you will be forced to acknow-
ledge it. Come," and she took him playfully by the hand;

"No, Helen," he said, stroking her hair fondly, and drawing
her closer to his side; "if that is so,-it is a heart-rending fact, of
which I don't care to have ocular demonstration. But let us
have breakfast, I am hungry."

"Who would think that three such commonplace words as
those last, my dear Will, would sound so pleasant. Only four
weeks ago, what would I not have given for the assurance that
you would ever again utter that sentence? But come, I hear the
tinkle of the breakfast bell."

"And where shall we go to-day ?" asked Will, as he leisurely
sipped his coffee. "Do you think of any place where you would
particularly like to go ?"
- "I had thought of Woodland Vale," replied Helen. "It is not

far, and the roads there are delightful ; then, too, lastly "-
"And now comes the true reason," interrupted Will; "for a

woman always put that last, as she commits the most important
thing in a letter to the postscript."

"Well, lastly, then, my dear lord and master, I want to see Mrs.
Frotbingham, and inquire after Christine. Your sickness has put
everything else out of my head, but I really want to know what
has become of her."
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"And so do I," said her husband. "She was a noble woman.
Ah me, how sad it is that so many of our most gifted spirits
have fallen under the curse of insanity."

"We will find out where she is, and go to see her, at any rate,
Will," said Helen, as she left the table, "and now let us be off as
soon as possible."

Not many minutes had elapsed ere they were on their way to
Woodland Vale ; a most charming drive it was. It was so
pleasant to leave the dusty city, with its noisy murmur, its clatter-
ing pavements, and its crowded streets, and to go out into the
broad country, under the blue heavens, to breath the fresh, pure
air, and to look on the varied beauty of the landscape.

It is a pleasure that none can more fully appreciate than those
who have been confined for a long time to a city, where long rows
of stately brick dwellings vie with each other in monotony, and
even the few trees that stand here and there seem to have lost the
fresh look of their country cousins, and murmur to each other
tales and recollections of the beautiful forests.

Helen was very fond of the country, and her delight showed
itself in a thousand fantastic ways; she talked and laughed gaily,
-she sang ; she would drive rapidly, as if exhilarated by the rapid
motion, or stop suddenly, to gaze about her, to point out the
beauties of the scone to her husband, or to gather flowers
that grew by the road-side, declaring that none of the cultivated
pets of the hothouse could compare with the golden butter-cup,
the fragrant white clover, or the delicate fringe-like seed. of the
grass that she added to her bouquet.

Will looked on with delight equal to her own, though expressed
in a quieter way; he was never weary of gazing up into the sky
at the shifting masses of cloud, tinged here and there by the rays
of the sun, or looming up from a base of shadows, till their soft,
white tops rested on the blue, so delicate, in their fleecy beauty,
that one could almost imagine them the fit resting-places of some
bright spirit.

4
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At length they reached the shaded streets of Woodland Vale;
all was quiet there, no rude noises or din of human industry
broke in upon the beauty of the spot as they drove slowly along.
- Mrs. Frothingham's residence looked the very abode of peace,
as it peeped out from its profusion of trees and shrubbery; its
gallery was almost entirely overshadowed by vines of all sorts,
clustering roses, morning glories, and a troop of other climbers,
and, when they were ushered into the parlor, all its adorning dis-
played the same exquisite taste; flowers were everywhere, from
one simple moss rose, with its few buds, standing alone in its little
vase, to pyramidal bouquets, standing conspicuously before the
mirrors.

Mrs. Frothingham looked the fitting occupant for this fairy-like
place; dressed very simply, in white, with a few flowers in her dark
hair, she glided in, and welcomed Helen and Linton with a cor-
diality that was apparently unaffected.

She had heard of Linton's illness, and at once introduced that
subject; indeed, so skillfully did she manage to direct the con-
versation that nearly an hour had passed before Helen had men-
tioned the object of her visit. At last, rather abruptly, she
said:

"Have you heard from Christine lately, and how is she ?"
"I saw her not long since," said Mrs. Frothingham, "and re-

gret to say that she is still in the same unhappy state as at the
time when she left your house."

"Indeed," said Helen. "I had hoped that she was quite well
by this time; for, do you know, Mrs. Frothingham, she did not,
to my knowledge, betray the slightest symptoms of a disordered
intellect while at our bouse."

" She has been very violent since that time," replied Mrs. Froth-
ingham. "Indeed, we fear her case is almost hopeless."

"Where is she ?" asked Helen.
"In a place of perfect retirement," said Mrs. Frothingham, "for

11*
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her physician recommends that she be kept very quietly; indeed,
she sees no one except her own family."

"Where did you say she was?" persisted Helen.
"Really, I am sorry to say that I am not at liberty to tell you;

her father is morbidly sensitive lest it should become known that

she is insane, and has charged me'to be enfirely silent as to the

place of her retirement. Not that I should fear to acquaint you
with it, my dear Mrs. Linton, but I am under a promise, and were

it not so, as she can see no one, it would be of no service to you
to know the place where she is. You must see how I am situ-

ated."
"It is very singular," ekclaimed Helen, "that she should have

become so violently insane all of a sudden, without any premoni-

tory symptoms. There are those who, knowing the opposition of

your family to her cause, might suspect your motives in withdraw-

ing her from public life. You owe it to yourselves to make

known the causes of her retirement and the acts which proved ner

insanity."
Mrs. Frothingham's eyes flashed, but instantly controlling her-

self, she said: .
"I think no one who knows the facts could doubt our motives;

and as it is kept so quiet, we are spared publishing her misfortunes

to the world, who might wish to pry intrusively into her sad

case.-
"No one more than I," returned Helen, "would deplore the

publicity which you seem to wish to avoid, but as I am her friend,
would you not favor me with some account of the first symptoms

of her malady ?"
Mrs. Frothingham was silent, but Linton exclaimed, "My dear

Helen, do you not see that the subject is deeply painful to Mrs.
Frothingham ? Do not press it further."

Julia cast a look of gratitude at him, and exclaimed, "Thanks

for your forbearance. It is indeed a painful subject."

"I beg that you will pardon me for my seeming heartlessness,"
said Helen, "and believe me, it is my interest in Christine that
has led me to this apparent forgetfulness of your feelings, for I
confess I have had painful doubts as to whether you might not
have been misled, by the excitability of her temperament and the
enthusiasm of her nature, to suspect her of a disordered mind which
she did not possess."

"I can pardon in you, what, from any other person, I should con-
sider a gross insult," said Julia, with flashing eyes; "the suppo-
sition that we did not use even ordinary cage in her examination
before coming to a conclusion which justified us in pursuing the
course we have taken. But even from my former pupil, Helen
Harper, I cannot hear such implied suspicions on myself and the
nearest and dearest friends of my hapless niece, without mingled
pain and indignation."

"I assure you, Mrs. Frothingham," said Linton, "you have
quite mistaken my wife's remarks; I am confident that she had
not the remotest idea of casting a shadow of suspicion on the
purity of your motives; and I am quite sure that she, as well as I,
when she thinks more of the matter, will applaud the course that
you have pursued as the pleasantest and wisest that could have
been taken under the circumstances."

"You are very kind," said Julia. "Ours is a painful situation,
Mr. Linton, and to feel that. we are misjudged by Christine's
friends renders it almost insupportable !"

" Give yourself no further uneasiness with regard to that," cried
Will. "No one could be so cruel as to impugn your motives
or, I think, question the judiciousness of your act."

Helen made no remark, but, satisfied that she could get noth-
ing definite from Mrs. Frothingham on the subject, began to talk
qn other things, and after chatting a few moments very pleasantly
took leave.

No sooner had she got comfortably seated in the chaise than she
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declared most positively her belief that Christine was no more in-

sane than she was. In .vain Will reasoned with her; in vain he

showed the perfect justness of Mrs. Frothingham's ords, still

Helen declared that her opinion was unchanged, nay, ather con-

firmed by Julia's conduct.

"I never knew you to be so unreasonable," finally exclaimed

her husband.
" And often as you have been deceived, I never knew you to be

so completely blinded," returned Helen.

She insisted on seeing Mrs. Warner, and found her equally as
ignorant as herself of Christine's whereabouts, but, being as unsus-

picious as Linton, quite shocked and incredulous when Helen de-

clared her belief in Christine's sanity.
"Oh no! nobody could do such a wicked thing !" she cried.

"It is utterly impossible for a father and an aunt to be guilty of
such a horrible crime."

"Helen, it is really wrong to be so suspicious," said her hus-

band, while a look of pain crossed his fine features; "it is doing
a positive injustice to Mrs. Frothingham, and it is painful to me

to see you giving yourself up to such distrust of others."

"My dear Will," replied Helen, laughing, "you and Mrs.
Warner forget that we are told to be as wise as serpents as well

as harmless as doves-but time is flying, Will-ought we not to

be on our return ?"
Her husband assented, and bidding Mrs. Warner adieu, they

were soon on their homeward way. Helen said no more about
Christine, for she found that her husband disagreed with her, and
though at times she thought that perhaps she was in reality un-

just, yet the conviction of her friend's sanity would force itself
upon her mind and she resolved to find her out and see her for
herself. Meditating on a thousand schemes for accomplishing
this, she rode home in silence.

I
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CHAPTER XXIX.

ELDER WIGGINS' PLOT.

CHRIsTINE was sitting in the listless attitude that had become
habitual with her, when she was roused by a summons to the par.
lor to see a friend. She had long since given up all hopes of see-
ing those she really considered her friends, and languidly entered
the parlor.

With a cry of delight, she sprang forward, and grasped the
hand of Elder Wiggins, who stood before her.

"I am so glad to see you 1" she cried, and tears rushed to her
eyes as she asked, "How is mother? How is dear Bessie? When
did you see them, and how does the dear old farm look ?"

"Poor creetur! Poor creetur !" repeated the Elder, rubbing
the back of his hand across his eyes. "You are looking dreadful
slim and poorly. I do believe it would do ye good to get out into
the open air. It isn't natural for any human creetur to be shut up
so long."

"Oh, Elder Wiggins, don't talk about me .or my heart will
break," sobbed Christine. "Tell me about home. Tell me-"
but sobs impeded her utterance.

"There, now, don't cry, my darter; don't cry," said the good
man, pulling out his bandana and blowing his nose sonorously,
while he gulped down his emotion. "I'll tell you all about 'um.
You see, I was there t'other day, and your mother had heerd
that I was a coming' to Augusta to attend the Gineral Con-
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ference. Waal, she followed me out to my wagin, and sez she--

'Elder, won't you go and see my darter., and let me know how

she i§ 2'
"' Where is she ' sez . At that, she bust out a cryin', and,

arter a spell, she told me jest how the case stud, and so here

I be; and, hain't you got some comfortin' word or nuther, to send

to your poor mother ? She's took it to heart dreadful, I can

tell ye."*
"Does she believe I am---" the words stuck in her throat.

"Does she think I am insane ?" at last she forced herself to say.

The Elder was silent; he did not like to tell the truth, so he

began, "She .was dredful afeard that you might be sick or in need

of suthin', and she give me some money to buy anything that you

had got your mind sot on."
Tears streamed over Christine's cheeks.

" Oh, Elder Wiggins," she cried, "I am not insane! Listen to

me. Let me tell you all about it."

Rapidly and distinctly she went on to narrate the whole of the

circumstances connected with her entering the asylum, her last

interview with her aunt, and the conditions on which she might

be released. She told him, also, that, as he already knew, she

was there under a feigned name, and that the physician was led to

believe that her persisting in calling herself Christine Elliot was

a proof of her insanity.
Her accent, her manner, her words, seemed to convince the

good man of her truth. He well knew her father, and thought

this consisted well with his character. Christine read in his face

his belief in her story.
"You believe me!" she said, joyfully. "You will help me to

escape! You will go and tell the Doctor all, and he will let me

go free."
" Not so fast, my darter " said the Elder. "Yes, I do think

you've told me jest the hull state of the case, but now I must jest-

turn it over in my own mind fur a spell. Ye see the Doctor
wouldn't be so likely to let ye out on my say so; he might think
it would git him into trouble; besides, he's paid for keepin' on ye
here, and taintt likely he's over-anxious to get rid on ye,-but ve
shall be got out somehow or nuther, or my name hain't Jotham
Wiggins."

He sat a few moments in silence; at last he spoke.
"You hain't changed your mind about agreein' to your aunt's

conditions, hey ye ?"
"Never !" exclaimed Christine, with a flash of her old spirit.
"Waal, waal, I didn't expect ye would. Ye know, I don't agree

with ye in yer notions, but then it's a sin and a shame to parse-
cute ye fur um; and I've got a plan in my head that will help ye
out. You jest write to yer aunt, sayin' that you hev thought over
what she said when she was here, and you rayther guess you've.
come to your senses. Ask her to come and see you on a sartin
day; and then, when she hez cum, you jest git the Doctor to be
within ear-shot, unbeknownst to her, and hear what's goin' on.
I'll risk, then, but what he will see how the land lays."

"6I see," said Christine'; "but then she could fix it all up, and
explain it all away, so that I could do nothing. You don't know
anything about her, she has such powers of deceiving. If you
could only stay and listen, too, then it would be all right."

" I don't know as I kin," said the Elder, thoughtfully; "but
hain't ye got nobody that would come about the same time ?"

"My friends have all forsaken me," said Christine, despond-
ingly; "they pay no attention to my letters."

"P'raps they never see um," said the Elder, "jest write to some
on um, and I'll carry your letters to the post-office myself, and I'll
stay if I possibly kin."

" Dear Mr. Wiggins, how shall I ever thank you enough ?"
" Don't crow till ye git out of the woods, my darter. This is

a pooty kittle of fish, I'm gittin into," he added, musingly. "It

N
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looks a mighty sight. like doin' evil that good may come. Here

I'm layin' traps and goin' into desate dredful strong 1"
" But you will not desert me !" cried Christine, imploringly.
"No, no, you poor creetur 1" replied the Elder, "though it does

go aginst my grain to do such underhanded business. I haim't

used to it, you see-but under the sarcumstances I don't see no

other way. You'd better go now and write your notes, and I'll

call and git um to-morrow. I'll see the Doctor then, and talk

with him about it, too. And now good-bye, and may the Lord

be with you !" so saying, the Elder laid his hand gently on her

head, as if in the act of blessing her, and in another moment she

heard his heavy steps as he was conducted to the outer door,

while an attendant followed her to her chamber.

Christine at once availed herself of the opportunity to write to

both Helen and Mrs. Warner, to come on the day that she had

fixed upon in her note to'her aunt, but charged them to keep their

coming secret, and informed them what her assumed name was.

She waited impatiently for the next day. It seemed to her

that never had the hours slipped away so slowly, but at last the

night passed, and once more the Elder was announced.

"It is not customary," said the Doctor, "to allow the patients

to see company so often, but this is an extraordinary case, and I

observed that your visit seemed to arouse this girl from her usual

apathy, which I consider a favorable symptom."

The Elder was on the point of telling the whole story, but
restraining himself, he concluded first to get the notes she had

written into his possession, and so quietly awaited the entrance of

Christine.
She welcomed him most cordially, and gave him the letters at

once, for she felt a feverish impatience to have them on their way.
"You haven't written to your mother, hev ye ?" asked the

Elder.
"No" said Christine; "you can carry my messages to her.

But are you sure that she didn't have anything to do with my
being sent here ?"

"Sure !" said Elder Wiggins; "I'm as sartin on it as I am that
I'm alive. Why, she didn't know for ever so long that you was
in a hospital. She guessed at it from some things she overheerd
and when she asked your father about it, he told her that you was
crazy, and in an asylum, but didn't tell her where. She found
that out by a letter from your aunt, Miss Frothingham, and I ain't
sure that your father knows that your mother has found -it out
yet. No, my darter, you've got a good mother, and you hadn't
ought to suspect her of doin' anything-to your disadvantage."

"I know I ought not to do so," said Christine, "but I am afraid
this long confinement, and knowing who have been the cause of it,
has made me distrustful."

"Waal, I don't much wonder at it," said Mr. Wiggins. "Sech
things is kalkerlated to raise the old Adam in ye ; but keep it
under, my darter; don't let it get the upper hands on ye."

"What time does the mail close ?" asked Christine, after she
had given many affectionate messages for her mother and sister.

The Elder laughed. "I see you are in a hurry to git rid o' me."
"Oh, no !" interrupted Christine; "but I feel so eager to

have those letters go! When I had no hope of getting out, I
felt a sort of indifference to the passing of time, but now that
I see deliverance before me, I can hardly wait for the slow
days to wear away, and it seems to me that the delay of one day
would be almost more than I could bear."

"Waal, you shan't stay here a day on my account," said the
Elder. "I'll send the letters by this mail, you may be sure of
that; and now I will go. Keep up a good heart; it will all come
out right yet."

Before leaving the asylum, the Elder sought out the Doctor,
and briefly told him the whole state of the case.

Dr. Lyman listened incredulously.
"My dear sir," he said, "you have been deceived by her
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plausible tale. When you have been engaged in the study of these

diseases of the mind as long as I have, you will pay as little

regard as I do, to what they have to say. They are perfectly sin-

cere in thinking that all they say of the ill-treatment of their

relatives is true, and their artfulness and skill in concocting stories

is at times almost astonishing."
The Elder made but little reply; he rightly judged that it

would not be advisable to acquaint the Doctor with the plan he

had laid, for he saw clearly that he would not have lent himself to

such a piece of nonsense, as he would have considered it, as well

as insult to Mrs. Frothingham.
Nevertheless, he was determined to carry it through, and

though at no inconsiderable inconvenience to himself, he remained

in Augusta, and its vicinity, till the day appointed.

Both Mrs. Warner and Helen arrived at the time specified, and

were met by Elder Wiggins, who explained the whole affair to

them. Mrs. Frothingham soon after arrived at the same hotel,

but the Elder took good care that she should see nothing of his

accomplices, and hurried them off at once to the asylum. Here

he unfolded his whole design to the Doctor, who at first was indig-

nant at such a proceeding, and when soothed by Helen, who assured

him that nothing was further from their thoughts than to question

his sincere belief in the insanity of his patient, laughed the idea

to scorn, and protested thdt he would have nothing to do with

such a foolish business.
At last, however, through Mrs. Warner's and Helen's united

influence, he yielded a reluctant consent to keep their arrival a

secret from Mrs. Frothingham, and to join them in a room from

which they could be unseen witnesses of the interview between

the aunt and niece.
The Elder rubbed his hands with delight when this was deter-

mined upon, and could not conceal his exultation at the success of

his designs.
Mrs. Warner, Helen, and the Elder, were seated near the fold-

ing-doors which divided the parlors, and through these they could
distinctly hear all that passed in the front parlor, while a small
aperture had been left open, through which they could see all that
took place at the interview.

Mrs. Frothingham and Christine were left alone there, and ere
long the Doctor joined the group of listeners in the back
parlor.

"I suppose you were somewhat surprised on receiving my
note," said Christine.

"Oh, no," said Julia, carelessly. "I concluded you would
come to your senses at some time; we could afford to wait your
pleasure."

"Then you were determined to keep me here till I would
agree to your conditions, were you?" said Christine.

"Of course we were, my dear Christine," replied Julia. "As
to having a Woman's Rights lecturer in our family, that your father
and I decided we would not submit to, and until you promised to
give it up, we had no alternative but to keep you here or in some
similar place."

"Do you hear that ?" whispered the Elder, triumphantly, to the
Doctor, in so loud a voice that Helen trembled lest they should
be discovered; she laid her finger on her lips in token of silence,
as Christine went on,

"Well, if I sign the papers as you wish, will you tell Dr.
Lyman that I have not been insane ?"

"Certainly not," returned Julia. "I shall do no such foolish
thing. It would not benefit you in the least, as Miss Caroline
Frothingham will cease to exist as soon as she is removed from
this place-and he need not be admitted into our family secrets
at all."-

"Well, if you will not let him know the truth, then, will you
give me a paper, stating that your opposition to my course was
so great that you and my father had me placed in an asylum for
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the insane, though well aware of my sanity, and set me free when

your object was attained, my abjuring all further participation in

public life V"
" No, my dear Christine," said Julia, calmly. "I beg to be

excused from putting myself thus into your power."

" And yet you admit it is true. Haven't I stated the case just

as it is ?"
" Certainly, my sweet niece," returned Julia.

The Elder could hardly restrain himself.

" Aha !" he whispered. "Do you hear that are

Helen shook her head. "Hush !" she breathed, softly, as Mrs.

Frothingham continued,
"Once, for all, let me assure you that you need expect no docu-

ments that you could use against us; your release is all the re-

compense you will obtain for giving up your wild-goose project.

I have the conditions here ; shall I read them ?"

She read distinctly a solemn renunciation of all future partici-

pation in any way in the Woman's Rights Movement, and, at

its close, said, drawing a pencil from her pocket,
"Sign this and you are free. I am ready."
"But I am not," returned Christine; "neither now, nor at any

future time, will I sign such a document; on the contrary, so soon

as I am free, I will devote myself, with all my energies, with heart,

mind, soul, and strength, to that great cause."

The Elder rubbed his hands in great delight at this declaration;

not that he sympathized with her enthusiasm, but he liked the

spirit which dictated it.
"Girl!" exclaimed Julia, in a voice of passion. "What did

you mean by bringing me here on a fool's errand? How did you

dare to deceive me in this manner?2 Speak 1 What did you

mean"
"That I defy you and your power, Mrs. Frothingham; that it

is my turn now to triumph, for much as you feared committing
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yourself, and excellent as were your plans, you are committed and
your plans are defeated."

"That's a fact !" cried the Elder, in his loudest voice. "Bless
the Lord, the wicked shall not always flourish, neither shall the
horn of the ungodly be exalted for ever." .

He flung open the doors as he spoke, and entered the apartment,
followed by Helen, Mrs. Warner, and Doctor Lyman.

"Out of thine own mouth will I condemn thee," began the
Elder, while Helen and Mrs. Warner, with the most heartfelt de-
light, embraced Christine again and again.

Julia was horror-struck. She could not speak for a moment-.
she grew red and pale by turns, for she saw that all was dis-
covered.

"Be silent, man !" she said, at last, to the Elder, who had con-
tinued to address her in Scriptural language, but not in the most
flattering terms. "From such as you I might have expected
nothing better than playing the part of a listener and spy, but I
had hardly looked for such treatment from a gentleman like Dr.
Lyman."

"It was with great reluctance, madam, that I lent myself to
such a scheme," returned Lyman, "but the result has perfectly
justified me in the course which I pursued. I need hardly tell you,
my opinion of the inhuman outrage to which your niece has been
subjected, nor can you expect much sympathy from a man whom
you have made your tool in carrying out your cruel plans. When
a lady stoops to such base ends, and baser means, she forfeits all
claims -to be treated as such by a gentleman."

"Will Dr. Lyman order my carriage ?" was Julia's only reply,
as she rose from her seat.

He bowed, and withdrew. She approached Christine.
"In all this," she said, "I have sought what I considered your

highest good."
A groan from the Elder interrupted her, but she heeded it

not,
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"You were in the broad road to destruction, and your father

and I deemed it our duty, however unpleasant, to place such ob-

stacles in your way as might check your downward career. You

have broken through them, and will rush on headlong to ruin.

Remonstrances are useless, but, in justice to ourselves, I have said

thus much. We can do no more."

Without waiting for a reply, she turned, and dropping a profound

courtesy, swept from the room.

"Waal, I declare !" exclaimed the Elder. "Ef that don't beat

all 1"
Helen broke into a hearty laugh, and Mrs. Warner's looks be-

trayed her astonishment at what had passed.

"Dear me, what an ungrateful girl you are, Christine," said

Helen.. "Here you have been placed in a position of perfect

safety and peace, and yet struggle to get out of it, and, not only

that, but worse than all, you haven't the slightest gratitude for

such a blessed boon as withdrawing your feet from the downward

path. Why, I'm horrified at such insensibility.
Christine smiled faintly.
"It's my opinion, that the sooner you get out of this place the

better you'll feel," said the Elder. "You are as pale as death, and

one good breath of free air will do you more good than anything

else-so we'll be moving.
He left the room to make arrangements, and Helen at once

proposed to go to her friend's chamber, and do What little was to

be done in preparing for the journey. Christine looked around her

room, which she was never more to enter, and all that she had

felt during her imprisonment rushed to her recollection. The

weariness, the resentment, the despair, that by turns had swayed

her spirit, were all as fresh as if she was again under their influ-

ence. She gladly left that spot, and most gladly would she have

banished from her mind all that was connected with it.

Dr. Lyman expressed his regret at the occurrences which had

led to her unjust imprisonment, but she stopped him.

"Do not allude to it, my dear sir," she said. "You did but
discharge your duty, and I'have to thank you for the uniform
kindness which I have experienced at your hands. MayI ask one
favor of you, ere I go? It is this--that all this may be buried in
oblivion; that neither my confinement here, the cause of it, or
the means of my restoration, may ever be made public."

"You may rely on my secrecy," returned Dr. Lyman, as he led
her to the carriage which was to bear her away-

Having seen Christine safely placed in the hands of her friends,
Elder Wiggins bade her good-bye. She pressed his hand warmly,
she thanked him again and again, she called him her deliverer, and
seemed never willing to let him depart. Her gratitude evidently
distressed the good man, and to her repeated exclamations, "How
can I thank you enough-? What can I do to show my gratitude?"
he replied, "I'll tell ye, jest say no more about it-that's the only
favor Ill ask of ye. Good-bye, my darter, now, and may the Lord
lead you into the right way !" So saying, the Elder shook her
hand heartily, and left the apartment.

A friendly dispute now arose between Mrs. Warner and Helen,
as to which should first receive Christine as a guest. It was
finally settled that she should go first to Mrs. Linton's, as she did
not wish to see Mrs. Frothingham if she could avoid it.

Mr. Elliot's anger knew no bounds when he received intelli.
gence of the failure of his plans, of which Mrs. Frothingham
hastened to acquaint him, and Mrs. Elliot trembled lest he should
discover her agency in it, but if he did suspect her, he made no
such allusion but only manifested his displeasure by increased
moroseness; he fairly gnashed his teeth with rage, on reading a
newspaper-paragraph, which stated that Christine Elliot had re-
gained her health, and would speak in Boston very soon.

He flung down the paper and rushed out into the open air
almost choking with passion. Must he be thus thwarted by a
imere girl?
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"Would to God she were in her grave !" he ejaculated, bitterly,
as he paced up and down in the orchard.

The stars shone softly down and the moonbeams silvered

the path where he trod. All was peaceful there, but none

of the influences about him softened his heart. He cursed her in

the bitterness of his spirit as he strode fiercely backward and for-

ward.
Mrs. Elliot had been a witness of his agony ; her heart ached

for him as she watched his tall form pacing up and down; she
could bear it no longer-she stole softly to his side, laid her hand

on his shoulder, and murmured, "Father !"
She could not have been more unfortunate in her address-

Father! Was not Christine his child ? He shook off her hand

fiercely, and continued his rapid walk.
Mrs. Elliot leaned against a tree and wept bitterly. Her hus-

band was touched: he really loved his wife and his heart smote

him for the coldness with which of late he knew that he had treat-

ed her.
"Go in, wife," he said, in a softer tone; "this is no place for

you !"
" John," returned she, "you are unhappy-it is my place to

share your troubles.' For thirty years we have lived together and

have shared each other's joys and sorrows. Do not cast me from

you now. Speak to me kindly once more, or my heart will break.

What have I done that you should spurn me from you?"
Her husband took her hand in his; "Miranda," he said, "you

have been a good wife to me. For thirty years you have toiled

early and late with me-you have been all that any man could

ask, and I honor you for it. I have not been all that I should

have been to you "-

"Oh John, do not talk so," interrupted his wife.
"Of late," continued her husband, without heeding tier works;

"I have been harsh, but I was mad. She has made me so-she
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has made this once happy home a hell upon earth-she has turned
me into a tiger-we have nourished a viper that has stung us.
Do you wonder that I pour bitter curses on her head who has
done all this ?"

" Oh John," sobbed his wife, "do not say so-do not curse
her. She is still our child; erring, misguided she may be, but
never intentionally wicked. Oh, my husband, it is not well to cher-
ish hatred in your heart against her !"

"Leave me, wife !" exclaimed Farmer Elliot, fiercely; "I can-
not trust myself to hear you talk of her. Banish her from your
speech, from your thoughts even."

"John, I am her mother."
"No more, woman !" returned her husband, fiercely; then in a

softer tone he said: "Go in, Miranda-I will come by and by."
She obeyed-slowly she turned and left him alone with his

bitter thoughts and with his God.
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CHAPTER XXX.

GILDED MISERY.

ANNIE HOWARD sat in an attitude of deep dejection on a lounge

in the library; her head was bowed down, and her hands pressed

tightly over her brow; she sat silent and motionless-her eyes

were tearless, but dark shadows were beneath them, and around

her mouth an expression of hopeless grief bad settled. That

plight figure and youthful face, so expressive of melancholy, cast a

gloom over the otherwise cheerful room.

It was a large and lofty apartment; its walls were lined with

rare and valuable books; small cabinet paintings of great merit

hung on the walls, and there, too, were statuettes of almost inesti-

mable value, which Mr. Howard had imported from the Old

World, for he had spared nothing in the decoration of his

dlwelling.
Ondeal mosaic table, a gemn of art itself, laid the latest works

of the best writers on this and the other side of the water,

magazines, and a portfolio which contained fine prints and

engravings.
An elegant writing-desk laid upon a marble slab, which was

supported by the four seasons, and a statue of Silence, with a finger

pressed to her lip, and a cluster of roses falling gracefully from the

hand that depended at her side, stood near it; while opposite, a slave

in bronze held pens in one hand, and a supply of ink, in a shell-like

vessel, in the other. A coal fire glowed in the grate and0lent
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a cheerful aspect to the room, whose stained-glass windows shed a
mellow light over all within it. The sweet breath of flowers
floated in from the open door of a conservatory which led out of
the library, and canary birds trilled out their sweet songs, revel-
ling in. a perfect sea of music, and yet Annie's face did not lose any
of its sadness.

It would have been difficult to recognize in that wearied, care-
worn countenance the beautiful Mrs. Howard, whose sparkling
animation had been her chief charm, and who, during the past
season, had been the reigning belle at Saratoga. No one who
had seen her brilliancy there, her unfailing flow of spirits, upon
which she had so often been complimented, and had heard her
low, musical laugh, as she haa flitted about, surrounded by a
numerous circle of admirers; a thing all life, smiles, and gayety, as
pleasing to the eye as the floWers or the sunshine, and seemingly
akin to them, would have recognized in this dispirited, hollow-
eyed, and faded woman, the sylph who had been the object of
such admiration as well as envy. Yet so it was. She had lost
the beauty and light heart of her girlhood, and in solitude she
gave way to her weariness and despair, though in public she was

.still all she had ever been. The arts of the toilette, and elegant
and tasteful dress, repaired the ravages sorrow had made; and
excitement, and resolution to conceal her secret pain, lent a sparkle
to her eye, and a feverish brilliancy to her spirits, that passed,
with the unobservant eye of a crowd, for the spontaneous out-
bursts of a glad heart.

But, what a hollow mockery was her life. In her pursuits her
husband manifested no interest, even in public, and in private she
received from him only bitter frowns and sarcastic words, or,
worse- still, a dogged silence which he would not break for days.
He would return from his business, and seat himself in the library,
with book or pen in hand, while she sat listlessly in a corner of
the sofa; and so, without a sound, save the scratching of his pen,
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or the rustling of the leaves he turned, or a suppressed sigh from
Annie, would the evening pass. How she dreaded those weari-

some evenings. She would gladly have escaped from the library,
.but he would not permit this; often she had tried to steal away
unobserved, but had as often been ordered to remain or requested

to do so, with sarcastic compliments on the pleasure of her society
-and so she would sink down again upon her seat, with a silent

submission that irritated her husband more than words could

have done. The very sight of her helpless, uncomplaining face

angered him, and he felt at times hardly able to restrain himself

from laying violent hands on her, that he might break that sullen

silence, which was her most powerful weapon, and which no

words of his could break. At first, her cheek had flushed and

paled at the sarcastic bitterness of his expressions, but now,
even her face had settled into the impassiveness of a statue, and
he could not mark the effect of his stinging words, study her
as closely as he might.

There was a singular mixture of love and hate in his heart

towards her; he would have given worlds for one expression of

tenderness from her lips, and yet at times he hated her intensely,
from anger and jealousy that it was withheld from him. Annie

feared and loathed him ; the very sound of his footstep sent a cold

shiver over her frame; she took no pleasure in the elegances that

surrounded her-no pride in his wealth, except as it enabled her

to triumph over her fashionable friends in display, and, of late,

even this ambition had ceased to interest her.

There was, indeed, one drop of happiness in her otherwise bitter

cup-her little daughter, her precious Rosa; and the thought of

her child seemed to dispel the sadness that shrouded Annie's

whole figure like a garment.
She rang the bell, and bade the servantwho obeyed the sum-

mons, tell the nurse to bring Miss Rosa, if she was awake, to her

mamma. In a few moments the nurse appeared, bringing with

her a little child of some four years of age, who sprang joyously
into her mother's arms, and returned the kisses that were show-
ered upon her.

"You may go, nurse," said Mrs. Howard, and the woman dis-
appeared, leaving mother and child together. Those little cling-
ing arms were twined round her neck, that baby-mouth pressed to
her cheek. She was not all alone. . How precious to her parched
and arid heart was that well-spring of love! She .pressed her
child to her heart, and tears rushed to her eyes and fell over her
cheeks.

Little Rosa's soft hand wiped them away.
" Don't cry, mamma," she said, " Rosa loves you !"
With the holy instinct of childhood, she touched at once the

cause of her mother's tears, and offered the sweetest consolation.
"Rosa don't- love papa," said' the child. "Papa is bad-he

makes mamma cry."
"My darling must not speak so-she must love her father,"

said Annie, gently; but the child, with all a child's perversity,
went on.

"No, I won't love papa-I dont love him one bit. I wish he
was dead, and put in the ground, and then mamma wouldn't cry
any more."

Annie was shocked-the feeling and the wish had half uncon-
sciously lurked in her own heart, but to hear it syllabled by her
child's pure lips, sent a shudder over her.

"Rosa makes mother feel badly when she talks so," she said.
'She must be a good girl, and then her father will love her."

" No, he won't," said the child; "he looks cross at me, and he
pushes me away sometimes. Rosa don't love him-she loves
mamma, but not naughty, bad papa."

"Would you like to go away with mamma, darling--leave.
nurse, and go away off, all alone with mother ?"

"Would father come too ?" asked Rosa.

GILDED MISERY.
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",No." -
"Oh, yes, dear mamma, let us go. Put on my hat and let us

go."
"Pretty soon, darling; I must write a note first to Mr. Elliston;

be a good little daughter, now, and look 'at the pictures while I
write."

Rosa slipped from her mother's knee, and obeyed, while Annie
hastily wrote and dispatched a note by a servant. Her child's
words had determined her on pursuing a course which she had
long been thinking of, and with a lighter heart than she had had
for many a day, she awaited the return of her messenger.

She talked to Rosa in a cheerful way of their new home; she
told her stories as she lay cradled in her arms, and listened to her
baby prattle with the deepest interest.

She did not name her father again; indeed, Annie felt a guilty
pleasure in the thought that he could not rob her of her child's
affection, nor did she wonder that Rosa feared, rather than loved,
her father. j.I

True, he had at times fondled her, and loaded her with play-
things, but when she met him on his entrance with caresses,
if, in his dark moods, he would speak sternly and repulse her
coldly, so that Rosa now only stole timid glances at him when he
appeared, and this apparent timidity, by making him very angry,
had only increased the estrangement between father and child.
She read his face, for children are excellent physiognomists, and
withdrew still further from him, or burst into tears when he took
her in his arms, at which he would break into a passion, and with
angry words banish her to the nursery.

No wonder, then, that she shrank from him, and lavished all
her young affections on the mother who idolized her, and who
treated her with unvarying tenderness.

An hour slipped rapidly by, while the mother and child sat
together in the library. Rosa had begged for a song, and during
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the singing, lulled by the soft melody, her black eyes closed, her
breathing grew softer and more regular, and Annie gently-laid

the sleeping child on a sofa near, and bent over her, watching her
treasure, with all a holy mother's love in her eyes.

As she knelt there, she was'unconscious of the entrance of a tall,
fine-looking old gentleman, who looked for a moment or two on
the group with a pleasant smile, and then approaching and bend-
ing over Annie, kissed her softly on the brow.

She started ; then said gently, "My dear Mr. Elliston, I am
very much obliged to you for coning so soon. I know how busy
you always are, but I did want to see you very much."

"Well, well, here I am. To be sure, I'm busy, but then I
always will spare the time to come at the request of my little
god-daughter. What's the matter, now? Has Rosa got a new
tooth that you want me to see, or what other equally important
affair is it ?"

His manner was short and abrupt, but under it lay a world of
kindness, and Annie only smiled softly.

" Guess again," she said, with some of her old playfulness,
"but you might guess all day," she continued, "without success."

"Then I will not undertake it, so say on."
Her face grew serious again.
"It is on legal business that I want your counsel."*

"Legal! Then you ought to have come to my office. It's just
like you silly women., to think a man has nothing else to do but
to come four or five miles, away from his office, when she has.
nothing to do at home, and might go to him as well as not."

"I knew you would come, my good god-father."

"Yes, yes, presuming on good-nature, as usual."

"Forgive me," said Annie, while tears rushed to her eyes, "but

I wanted a friend, and where else could I go for kindness but to
you?"

"Poh, poh, you silly child !" exclaimed Mr. Elliston as he ob-
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served her emotion.. He laid his hand softly on her head-" Tell
me what I can do for you? What is the legal advice you wish ?"

Annie did not look up. "You know that I am not happy," she
said ; "I have dragged out these years of my married life, and
they have taken from me youth, health, and happiness; all but
life. You have often told me to bear it patiently, and I have tried
to do so; but now I can endure it no longer. I cannot bear 'to
see my sweet child lose all as I have done-to see her bright
spirit sink slowly into the shadows that darken our home. I must
have a divorce or a separation."

Mr. Elliston started. "Annie !" he said, in a hoarse voice,
" what has driven you so suddenly to this determination? I have
heard it whispered, but I scorned to heed it, that Harry Lansing
paid you those attentions which you should receive from your
husband alone. Look into your heart, and see if your motives are
pure, or if you do not deceive yourself, and me, in the causes
which lead you to desire this."

Annie lifted her blue eyes quietly to his face.
"Harry Lansing has been very kind," she said; "he has guessed

at my sorrows, and he has sympathized with me; but no thought
of him entered my mind when I thought of a divorce. I do not
want to marry again. Let me live far away from Mr. Howard,
in some quiet spot, with my child, and I ask no more."

"A divorce is impossible," said Mr. Elliston.
"Well, then, a separation. People do sometimes separate."
"And would Mr. Howard consent to this ?"
"Consent? No, I dare say not; but I shall not ask him to do

so; I shall resort to the law."
"And on what grounds, then, do you request a separation ?"
"Can you ask me, my kind friend ? Does not my husband

treat me with unvarying harshness? Does he ever speak to me,
except in sarcastic or bitter words? Does he not hate me? Oh,
Mr. Elliston, he treats me sometimes with the coldest contempt;
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he will not speak to me for days together; he even humiliates me
in the presence of my servants, so that they treat me with no
respect; he is harsh to our child-he struck her brutally the
other day, and when, wrought up to desperate courage by the
blow, I snatched her from him, he raised his hand to strike me
too."

"Did he do it ?" muttered her companion between his teeth.
"No; but ten thousand times sooner would I have borne the

blow that in his passion he dealt my innocent child."
"And is this all ?" asked Mr. Elliston, as Annie paused.
" All?" returned Annie, "is it not enough "
"Not to entitle you to a legal separation. So long as your hus-

band provides you a good home, good and sufficient food and
clothing, you have no choice but to remain; unless, indeed, he
too should be willing for a separation; then, without the law, you
could arrange it between you."

"He would never consent. Alas! there is no hope for me!
But I can leave him, Mr. Elliston?"

"And what would support you ?"
"The money my Aunt Murray left me; it is not a large sum,

but it would support Rosa and I."
"That belongs to your husband; there was no arrangement

made before your marriage to settle it on you, and it becomes his
by a union with you. More than all this, should you leave him,
he has a right to the child. He could take her from you-the law
would give her to him."

"Oh, cruel, unjust law !" cried Annie, "to tear my babe from
my arms and give her to her hard-hearted father. What shall I
do? What shall I do? I shall die if I live here longer. Every
day it grows harder to bear his tyranny-every day I hate him
more and more, and be crushes me every day deeper and deeper.
Dear Mr. Elliston, save me from this horrible fate-hw horrible
nobody can know until they have tried it themselves. Ah, me I
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how many times has my heart bled when I saw happy wives lean-
ing proudly on their husbands' arms, and when .I have seen hus-
bands looking kindly on their wives.

"For me there is no kind glance. But worse than all' my baby
-I can bear my own sorrow-I have borne it-but wlen I see
children climbing with loving boldness on their father's knee, and
think of my darling, who will never knpw a true father's love, it
drives me mad.

"I cannot have her grow up to womanhood under the influ-
ence of such a wretched home-and worse than all is the fear I
sometimes have, that, at some future day, he may estran5g her from
me-that some day she may treat me with contempt, as he does.

Oh, Mr. Elliston, you were my mother's friend. You have
promised to be one to me! You will not let me sink back into
this darkness of despair. You will save me! You will do some-
thing for me !"

"Annie, my dear child, most gladly would I help you, but,
alas !it is out of my power. Had you no child I would take you
from him at once, but you would not leave him if ho retained
her, and he would do so, most assuredly. I could not prevent it.
I must only reiterate my old advice, bear it all, and try to- be as
cheerful as you can. Many a woman besides you, my darling, has
had similar trials ; they have borne them, and time, that great
healer, has even brought them happiness."

"Happiness!" bitterly repeated Annie. "That will never be
mine, this side of the grave."

"Annie! Annie, do not talk so ! Hear me now, while, like a
true friend, I tell you that, harsh as Mr. Howard is, he is not alone
to blame. You do not try to make his home happy.- You do
not, I fear, try to suit yourself to his peculiar temper."

"Am I a slave, to bow to his caprices ?". cried Annie, bitterly.
"What should I gain but still further humiliation, were I to
attempt to submit to his whims."
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" Annie, if you loved him as you ought, you would not speak
so."

"If I loved him! But I do not. I might hav loved him

once-now I hate him. - I loathe him, and ought I to remain the
wife of a man I abhor ?"

Her eyes were wild, her lips quivered, her features worked
convulsively.

"My dear child, you are ill," said Mr. Elliston. "You had
better go to your chamber and try to sleep."

"Then you give me up! You will do nothing for me !"
"I cannot; oh, bow gladly would I, my Annie, if I could. Cold

as my advice appears, it is the best I can give. Try and be a
good wife, and in time you may meet your reward in your -hus-
band's love."

"Do you know what you are dooming me to ?" exclaimed
Annie. "To days of weariness and hopelessness-to the life of a
slave, who hates and fears her master-to nights of wakefulness,
to rest on pillows wet with unavailing tears-to utter loneliness, for
even you, my only friend, shrink from me, because of interfering
between husband and wife, and yet you can leave me to this fate,
and promise me happiness. Ten thousand times rather would I
say, give me death! if it were not for my sweet Rosa, who may,
perhaps, one day, repay her mother's love with indifference."

Mr. Elliston paced up and down the room.
"Annie, Annie!" he exclaimed,~"you distress me; but what

can I do ? I will see if Mr. Howard will consent to a separation;
it is all I can now think of, to release you from what is, indeed,
a sad fate. Now, good-bye, my daughter."

He pressed ber to his heart, and left her.
A strange ca uness succeeded Annie's emotion. She stooped

over her babe, L d whispered, "If no one else will help us, we
will help ourselves, my Rosa."

U
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CHAPTER XXXI.

THE FLIGHT AND ITS CONSEQUENCES.

"WHERE is my wife, sir ?" exclaimed Mr. Howard, entering the
private office of Mr. Elliston, where that gentleman was seated
alone. His face was pale with anger, and his voice choked with
passion.

Mr. Elliston turned round in the arm-chair, in which he was
sitting, and looked at him in silent astonishment. This only exas-
perated Mr. Howard still more.

"Speak, sir !" he cried. "Where is my wife? What have
you done with her?"

"Done with her !" repeated Mr. Elligton. "Nothing !"
"It is a false-"
Mr. Elliston's-eyes flashed.
"Stop, Howard !" he exclaimed. "Do not utter those words

that are trembling on your lips. You are evidently under the
greatest excitement. Sit down calmly, and tell me what this con-
duct means. Upon my word and honor, I know nothing of
Annie." His voice trembled. "Tell me the worst," he said.
"This suspense is unendurable."

"Do not imagine, sir, to blind me in this way !" exclaimed
Howard. "I am not so easily deceived. The servants tell me
that you were closeted with her yesterdAy, and I have long known
that your counsels induced her to rebel against my lawful autho-
rity. You came to me yesterday; you urged a separation. I

THE FLIGHT AND ITS CONSEQUENCES. 277

indignantly refused to listen to your propositions. On my return,
I told my wife of all that had passed between us. I told her, too,
that I would never consent to such an arrangement, and this
morning I find that she has gone-has taken her child and gone
-no one knows where better than yourself. ' She slipped out, like
a criminal, in the night, and sought your protection, sir ! Where
have you hidden her? Wherever it is, I will find her, and I will
tear her from you."

Mr. Elliston leaned back in his chair, and groaned aloud.
"My poor Annie 1" he murmured, then turning fiercely upon her
husband, he said-

"Would to Heaven that she were under my protection!
Poor, helpless innocent! Charles Howard, you have much to
answer for.

" Hear me man, for I will speak! You have tyrannized over
her; you have driven back all her young affections; you have
taken advantage of her unprotected situation to treat her as you
would not have dared to do, had her friends been near her; you
have forsworn yourself, for you have vowed to be all to her that a
loving husband should be-father, mother, truest friend, and how
have you kept your vow ?

"When she had lost all others and turned to you, you failed
her. You drove her to the resolution to leave you, and then you
refused to let your slave escape. You returned to your home to
heap triumphant, bitter, and insulting words upon your victim. I

know it well. I can see you as you stood there, proud and exult-
ant, riveting, as you imagined, new chains upon your unhappy
young wife.

" Man, you drove her mad! You have shaken her faith in all

that-is good and true in humanity.

"She could look nowhere for rescue, and God only knows
what has become of her !"

He groaned in bitterness of spirit.
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"God pity her !" he cried. "Out in this cold, bleak world,
with no one to shield her-a feeble young mother with her
child !"

Howard had paced up and down the room, listening, with set
teeth, to Mr. Elliston-

" You are an old man, and in your dotage," he said, "else you
should not have uttered a tithe of the insults you have heaped
upon me. I will not bandy words with you about that worthless
woman. You say you do not know where she is, and I believe
you. Now, it only remains for me to find her, and wherever she
is, she shall return to me. Let me get her once again-"
he paused, and ground his teeth fiercely.

"Man, I despise you.!" these words trembled on Mr. Elliston's
tongue, but, by a mighty effort, he restrained them, and compelled
himself to ask-

"Did Annie take any money ?"

"No, she had none; but she did take some of her jewels, and
by those we can trace her. By heavens! she shall not escape me
thus. I will find her, if I have to move the solid earth to disco-
ver her."

Mr. Elliston did not reply; he did not heed the husband's
remarks. A gleam of joy lighted up his face, and he murinured,
"Then, she did not go out, maddened, with her babe, to die."

" I, too, will try to find her," he said, aloud. "This very day
I will begin the search."

But many days, many months even, passed, and she had baffled
the search of her husband, urged on by passion and the desire of

revenge, and of the friend who longed to throw around her his

protecting arm.
Indeed, she had taken every precaution against the pursuit

of which, she was well aware, she would be the object. She was
haunted by the vague fear that her child would be taken from
her; this had prevented her taking refuge with her good
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friend Mr. Elliston, when, stung to desperation by her husband's
taunts and words of defiance, she bad stolen out of her house,
taking with her her darling. Had it not been for her, she would
have taken nothing with her; but, as she gathered together her

jewels, she had thought, "I am not indebted to him; these are
not his gift, but a small portion of my own money of which he
has robbed me !" and so, with a small bundle in her hand and her
sleeping child in her arms, she stole softly out of the house.

She hurried through the dimly-lighted streets, all fear of mid-
night ruffians swallowed up in the greater fear of being discovered
by her husband.

On she went till she reached a street, or rather a lane, one of
those crowded alleys that may be found in all large cities, where
the poor are huddled together.

Here she had been, when yet living at home with her mother,
to see the old mother of a trusty servant girl who had long lived
with them, and she felt sure that old Mrs. O'Brien would
receive her. Where else could she find so secure a hiding-
place?

She hurried up the broken stairway and tapped at the door.
There was no response. At last she rapped louder, and this time
her summons was answered by the opening of the door and the
protrusion of a night-capped head, whose owner, in no gentle tones,
inveighed against this disturbance of her rest.

"Does Mrs. O'Brien, the old lady, live here ?" asked Annie,
timidly, and with sad forebodings.

"Och, thin, the old craythur is dead these five months."
" And where is Bridget ?" asked Annie, faintly.
" She's out to sarvice," said the woman ; "but what are ye after

wakin' honest folks at this time o' night jist to be askin' them
questions?"

Annie wrung her hands. "Where shall I goI What shall I
do ?" she murmured.
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" Bridget O'Brien was in my house a long time," she said, "and
I know she would not refuse a night's shelter to her young mis-
tress now in her distress. I have nowhere to go now. I cannot
go into the street."

The woman looked at her a little suspiciously, but her evident
distress touched the warm Milesian heart.

"Come in, ye poor craythur," she said; "I'm a poor widdy wo-
man, and have but the one bed, but it's not Judy Macarthy that
would turn a body into the strate, let alone the baby."

"God bless you, my good woman," said Annie, as she entered
the apartment.

It was a very small room, and the furniture was scanty, but it
was a place-of refuge, and gladly Annie sank into the seat which
Judy offered her.

"Faith, and I've no bed but the one, and myself and the childer
slapes in that same," she said.

"I do not want a bed, my good woman," replied Annie; "let
me sit here in this chair, with my child in my arms, and I shall
be very comfortable. You are very kind, and I shall never forget
it in you."

Mrs. Macarthy made no reply, but soon took Annie's advice, and
crept to bed again, "with the childer," and ere long was sound
asleep.

Annie, for a long time, was wakeful, but at last she too was
overpowered by sleep.

When she awoke, her hostess was busy getting breakfast for her
family, and ere long the children were scampering about; sturdy
little creatures, who gazed at the stranger with mingled curiosity
and shyness.

Mrs. Macarthy had examined her sleeping guest, and her pale,
youthful face had quite won upon her. She offered her a portion
of the meal she had prepared, and with no little delicacy forbore
to pry into her affairs. No sooner was the meal dispatched than
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Annie informed the good woman that she had been unfortunate
and had no home, and asked her if she knew of any room in the
building that she could occupy. Fortunately, there was a vacant

apartment next door to Mrs. Macarthy, and ere long tbis was en-
gaged. Judy proved to be a kind and efficient friend; through
her Annie found an old Jew, who bought some of her jewelry at
less than a third of its value, and with the proceeds she fitted up
her room simply, and supplied her wants.

For some days she did little else than to amuse Rosa and
arrange her room; then she bought materials for plain garments
for herself and child, and so occupied her time in sewing. But
gradually her money and jewels disappeared; she could not see
poverty so near her without the wish to relieve it; she had known
nothing of the poor before she had been thus brought into contact
with them, and while she had money her hand was open; in fact,
they looked upon her as a rich lady, and came freely to her with
the relation of their sorrows.

Annie was thoughtless and improvident, but the wasting away
of her supplies brought her to her senses; she must do something
for her own and her child's support. Again she had recourse to
her humble friend. She could only suggest the taking in slop-
work, as it is called-the making of shirts-which Annie gladly
decided to do. She went to the shop to which Mrs. Macarthy
directed her, and, on leaving a small sum as pledge of its -safe
return, took a bundle of shirts home. It was her first experience
in shirt-making, and here again she was forced to seek instruction
from her neighbor; but she toiled on cheerily, singing at her work,
comparatively happy, for her child was well, they were safely
housed, and by and by Annie fondly hoped that they might go
to her mother, when pursuit had grown hopeless, and she had
earned money enough to go.

Poor child! a few months dissipated all these visions. Times
grew hard, food and fuel were very high, and her little remaining



1'

supply of money was soon exhausted. Mrs. Macarthy had moved,
and the loss of her friendly face was, indeed, no small grief to her.

Now indeed Annie knew what bitter poverty meant; day and
night she toiled at her work; with aching eyes she sewed on, earning
a mere pittance, but untiringly she plied her needle; on the thread
it carried hung her own and her child's life.

She dreaded to go to the shop to get her pay, for of late the
foreman had paid her fulsome compliments, and peered into her face
with an expression of coarse admiration that both terrified and
disgusted her, but go she must to get her money and a new sup-
ply of work, and so she endured his insolence, which every day
grew more and more unbearable. She did indeed try other shops,
but they had no work to give out was the brief reply, and discour-
aged she gave up further search.

Then to add to her troubles her darling child grew sick. It
made her heart ache to feel that she could not devote herself to
her entirely, yet the attentions she did give her delayedher work;
she had a physician, but his remedies did no apparent good-day
by day the fever raged more violently in her veins, and as Annie
bent over her, moistening her lips and bathing her little aching
head, she felt indeed that this was more than she could bear.

"Oh God, do not let her die !" she would cry. "Spare me my
child ! I cannot let her go !"

And her prayer was granted; the flush of fever left her cheeks,
but pale and feeble she lay on her pallet, her little thin hands
resting on the counterpane and her black eyes looking almost un-
earthly from their brilliancy, contrasted as they were with the
marble paleness of her face; but her faint smile once more made
glad her mother's heart-her sweet voice once more uttered fond
words, not the wild ravings of delirium that had sent such a
chill over her untiring nurse.

All she needed now, the physician said, was nourishing things;
easily said, but alas, where was she to get them? Tears filled
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Annie's eyes, as she thought of the father's wealth and luxury, and
looked at her feeble child, on her narrow pallet, suffering for
want of the comforts with which he was surrounded. At times
she resolved to go to him, but the fear that he might take her
Rosa from her, as a punishment for her desertion, deterred her.
She should have all that her mother was able to earn, Annie
determined, and taking her bundle she sought the shop. The
foreman was unusually insolent. Annie was indignant, and de-
clared that she would speak to the owner of the shop, and inform
him of the treatment she received.

"Do, my lady," retorted the fellow, with a sneering smile; "and
see what you get for it-no more work, I'll promise you!"

He flung the money to her as he said this, and with difficulty
repressing her sobs, Annie turned away. She dared not com-
plain, for fear of losing her only means of subsistence; she hurried

on, and with her scanty earnings bought some few luxuries for
her child. It was nearly the end of the month, and she had no
money to pay her rent; she might be turned into the streets, but
she could not deny her sick child what she so much wished, while
she had any money remaining.

Little Rosa's smile, as she took the grapes her mother brought
her, more than repaid her for all she had exlured, and though
faint and weary, she sat down by the bedside to her never-ending
drudgery, her never-resting needle.

Another week had passed; she had spent .her last penny, but
her work was completed, and, nerving herself to her disagreeable
task, she walked to the store of her employer. Her persecutor
looked at the bundle contemptuously, and declared that the work
was perfectly ruined. Annie trembled-she tried to remonstrate,
but the brute, in an apparent rage, declared that she ought to pay
for the material she had wasted, and when she ventured to sug-
gest that he had looked at the wrong bundle, that there must be
some mistake, and requested her pay, he swore at her, and ordered
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her out of the store. Annie would have left in anger, but the
thought of her child restrained her; she demanded to see the
proprietor. He was out of town, was the sneering reply.

Annie wrung her hands in agony. It was cold'; she had no
more fuel, no food for her child. She begged for her pay, in
words and tones that might have moved the most obdurate. The
brute enjoyed his triumph, but he did not relent.

"Next time you'll know how to treat a gentleman," he said, as
she turned and went out of the store.

What should she do? How could she meet her child?
For one moment she half resolved to take her child in her arms

and throw herself into the river. As- she hurried on, her eye
fell on a beggar.

She started-there was one resort, and with a breaking heart
she crouched on a doorstep and held out her hand. Oh, Heavens!
that she should come to this. -I

A few moments passed; it seemed to her like hours; every passing
footstep startled her, no one noticed her, and, in utter despair, she
was about to return to her desolate home, when a bevy of young
men passed, and a coin dropped in her hand. It was a dollar,
and with a throb of delight she rose from her seat, and hurried
away. She stopped on her way to get a loaf of bread and an
orange, then hastened to her child, for she had left her much
longer than usual. On sh'e sped, till she reached her wretched
home, ran lightly up the staircase, and entered her room: as she
turned to close the door, she observed a gentleman standing there.
One look was enough.

" Annie Howard !" he exclaimed; "you here ?"
She turned deathly pale. "Oh, Harry !" she gasped, and burst

into tears.
He pushed the door open, and entered. For a few moments

he did not speak, and Annie's sobs alone broke the silence. At
last she checked herself.
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"Oh, do not betray me to my husband," she cried. "You will
not be so cruel. He would take my child, and that would kill
me, indeed it would."

" No, Annie, indeed I will not," he replied, soothingly. "I am
your friend, and always shall be, sweet Annie. But, oh, to find
you thus."

"I never begged before," she said, with a shudder, "but for my
child, what would I not do ?"

She went on, in a low voice, to tell her sad tale; sobs impeded
her utterance, and her listener was deeply affected.

"But it led to your discovery, sweet Annie. That white, deli-
cate hand had a strange attraction for me. I had held those
taper fingers too often, soon to forget them, and though I 'ould
not think it was you, I left my companions and followed you; the
figure, the step, both were familiar, and a glimpse I caught of
your face,. confirmed me in my suspicions.
- " Weep no more, my sweetest friend," he said, softly. "Trust to
me, andI will take care of you and your darling. You shall never
want again."

"My more than brother !" cried Annie, with a burst of glad
tears. "Oh, Harry, you were always kind."

"You will let me find you- a better place than this," said Harry,
" where Rosa's cheeks shall look like the red roses once more-
where you shall give up this weary toil. Give yourself no further
trouble. Trust me, will you do so?"

Annie laid her little hand in his, with a confiding smile.
"May God reward you," she said, "for your kindness to me."
That night Annie left the room where she had seen so much

sorrow, for-ever.
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CHAPTER XXXII.

THE CONVENTION,

A BRIGHT and beautiful morning ushered in the day on which
the Woman's Rights Convention, which had been for some time
announced in the papers as to take place in New York, was to
hold its session. From different parts of the country the leaders
of the movement had come, and assembled ii the Tabernacle, to
take counsel together, and to cheer each oth r with reports of
progress in their respective sections, as well as to set forth their
views to the multitude. The house was crowded with arespect-,
able and attentive audience; even the galleries were filled with the
smiling faces of ladies, who fluttered their fans, and whispered
comments to the gentlemen who sat by their side.

Upon the platform sat a grou of ladies, the well-known leaders
of the movement, young and middle-aged, dressed with neatness
and simplicity. Most of them wore the ordinary costume, though
among them might be seen the simple and quaint garb of the
Quakeress, and, even the Bloomer, though that was worn by but
few. One or two gentlemen, who were sympathizers in the cause,
completed the group. All was decorous in the extreme.

A. quiet dignity characterized the business proceedings of the
officers of the Convention, and the speeches that were made, were
received with respectful attention.

The speakers could but contrast the present orderly and atten-
tive audience, with the noisy, tumultuous throng, who, a few years

before, in that very house, had received them with hoots, hisses,
and yells of derision. Many of them spoke of the change, as a
marked step in advance, and with enthusiasm congratulated each
other on the progress already made, and urged the friends of the
cause to go on with renewed and untiring efforts to advance it still
further.

Christine sat among her friends, to whom she was united by a
common bond of sympathy, and listened to the remarks made;
but one who knew, and dould read that expressive countenance
well, would have seen that she did not share in the general enthu-
siasm of her fellow-laborers. Her eyes were downcast, her hands
folded listlessly, and borne away in the train of thought which
the speaker had suggested, she was hardly conscious of the words
that fell on her ear, or of the curious eyes of the multitude, who
gazed upon her with no little curiosity, whispering together, and
pointing her out to each other, for none among that band of
talented women could surpass, and few could equal, Christine Elliot.

Her genius and eloquence were admitted by all, even by those
who had the least sympathy with her labors and aims; and when-
ever she was to speak she was sure of crowded audiences, who,
drawn together by her fame and enchained by her eloquence,
joined in the universal acknowledgment of her extraordinary
powers as an orator; for this gift, unlike many others, never fails
to be appreciated by all who come under its influence. If Chris-
tine had labored only for fame, she might have been well content
with the meed she had obtained, but she had far higher ends
in view. She was human, and not insensible to the appreciation
of her powers, but at times she felt really humbled that, with her
acknowledged talents, she had yet accomplished so little.

Now, sitting on this platform, she reviewed the past and con-
trasted it with the present. She thought of all that cheered
her sisters, and sighed. True, they had large and attentive
audiences, but the American people were like those of Athens,It
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always ready to hear and to tell some new thing, and this did not
.so much encourage her. There was less uproar and disturbance
at their public meetings, less untruthful and ludicrous reports
in the public prints, but did the calm which had succeeded beto-
ken a change of feeling, or mere indifference? .What signs were
there of change? What new laws had been enacted ? What
progress had been made in her darling project, which she deemed
at the root of all other demands, the granting of universal suffrage?
What new laborers from her own sex had joined the band ? There
were the same earnest spirits, none -of them had failed, but they
must pass away; where were those who would fill their places
when they should put off their armor-where were those who-
now would join them in the warfare waged against evil?

Alas, it was no light task tot divert old customs into entirely
new channels; ideas which children had imbibed with their
mother's milk, were not so easily dislodged from the mind. This,
and much more of a similar character, floated through Christine's
thoughts, as she sat amid her sisters; but, when she spoke, she
would not check the ardor and enthusiasm of her friends by her
own discouragement and sad forebodings.

She banished these from her mind; she gave herself up to the

glorious principles of right, whose contemplation thrilled her
whole being, and the words of burning eloquence that fell from
her lips, coming, as they did, fresh from her heart,. touched the
secret souls of all her listeners. The perfect silence that reigned
over the assembly was broken only by murmurs of approval, that
grew louder and louder as she proceeded, and swelled into thun-
ders of applause as .she stood a moment in silence after she
had ceased to speak, with the light of genius in her eye, and the
glow of enthusiasm on her cheek.

Thus, for a moment, she remained, as if entranced by her own
visions, then recovering herself, she inclined her head gracefully_
and turned away.

The session was over, and warm congratulations and merry chat
mingled with words and topics of deeper interest among the
group on the platform.

Christine listened with a faint smile, and soon, accompanied by
Mrs. Bond, who was a fine speaker and possessed of no inconsi-

derable share of talent, withdrew from the group, and walked
slowly away. She could no longer keep silence; into her friend's
ear she poured her gloomy forebodings.

"We have not yet, I fear, struck At the root of the matter," said

Christine. "Of late, I have become more and more fixed in the
conclusion, that time alone will briny this matter right-education
must do the work. It is that which is our greatest obstacle; if
the effects of that were but removed-if we had fresh and unbiased
minds to act upon, our task' would be easily accomplished. I am
willing to toil on; the seeds sown will not be in vain, but I have
ceased to hope to see the results of my labors. With this genera-
tion we can do little, but'with the next, if we could but reach
them, much'might be accomplished. It is to them we must look;
do you not agree with me, Mrs. Bond ?"

"There is, indeed, much truth in your remarks on education,"
returned the lady addressed. "It is our greatest and most pow-
erful adversary, particularly one branch of it, to which you have
not alluded, but which you might have referred to-I mean, reli-
gious education. Our women are bound in the fetters of slavish
superstition, and those are the most difficult of all chains to
break. The church, in all ages, has been on the wrong side in all
movements of Human Progress.

"It is only when all the world goes over to the side of right that
the church comes in, declaring that it has always been of that
opinion too.

"When the church, with its narrow bigotry, is set aside, as it
will be, like all old dead systems, sooner or later, then will dawn
a brighter day."
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" Oh, Mrs. Bond, I do not agree with you," said Christine, earn-

estly ; "the church is not corrupt or dead, and the religious ele-
ment in woman is one of the holiest attributes of her nature. She
may fall into some errors, but the evil that arises from that is
more than counterbalanced by the good.

"Should she ever lose that attribute, Mrs.*Bond, she would lose
everything. Without the religious element, society would relapse
into a state of barbarism, and woman would sink again 'into ten-
fold deeper degradation.

"Nor do I think with you that the church always brings up
the rear in the march of progress; the principles upon which it
rests, lie at the root of all advancement and the elevation of the
race.

" Did I not believe that the Bible sanctioned our movement, I
for one would have none of it."

" That proves only the force of early education,"replied Mrs
Bond, laughing; "you were born in Puritan New-England; you
imbibed Puritan notions with your earliest breath and they will
never leave you.

"When I see a woman of your strength of mind and otherwise
liberal notions, still hampered by these fetters of bigotry, I am
the more anxious that others weaker than you should be freed
from them. I am surprised that you should wish the written
authority of a book so obscure and indefinite that it admits of myriad
different interpretations; on the subject of human rights and free-
dom, a subject as self evident as that two and two mike four, what
need is there of written authority? Besides, you are in the minor-
ity in thinking that the Bible is on our side.

"Not long ago in Indiana, on the occasion of the revision of
the Constitution, there was a clause introduced to give to married
women the right to their property. It passed; but by the influ-
ence of a minister was recalled. He appealed to the old supersti-
'tions of the members of the convention, and brought all the force

of the Bible argument against the rights of woman, and so it
was lost.

"What do you think of that ?"
"That it proves nothing against Christianity or the church, but

only shows the narrow-mindedness of the individual, and his false
conceptions of the teachings of the book he reverences."

"It is nevertheless a singular and significant fact," answered
Mrs. Bond, "that the teachings of that volume are understood by
a large number of individuals to be directly opposed, not only to
our reform but to all others; there is no lack of excellent argu-
ments drawn from it, in favor of slavery, and against temperance;
and had our good Puritan Bostonians gone to the Bible for their
authority, whqn they converted their harbor into a tea-pot sooner
than pay taxes, they would have been met with 'Render unto
Cesar the things that are Cesar's;' and had the people, when they
rose against the British yoke, appealed to the Bible to keep them
in countenance, they would have been met with, 'Submit to the
powers that be, for they are of God.'

"But, my dear Mrs. Bond," returned Christine, "you have
fallen now into the same error, with our opponents. You are
taking isolated texts, which were uttered in a different age, and,
forgetting the occasion which gave rise to them, and the modifv-
ing circumstances attending their utterance, you are applying
them to the present time, instead of taking the spirit and general
maxims which are applicable to the whole world, as a guide. Let
but the pure and glorious spirit of that sacred book have free
course and its due influence on the hearts of men and there will
be no further need of so-called reforms; they will all be included
in the one great reform-true Christianity-like Aaron's serpent
rod, that will swallow all the rest."

"I believe in perfect freedom of opinion," returned Mrs. Bond,
"and, as I see plainly that I ' cannot convert you to my faith, and
am equally confident that it will be impossible for you to induce.
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me to accept yours, we must agree to disagree. But I must con-

fess your character has always struck me, since I first knew you,
as a most singular compound of the radical and conservative,
which I can account for in but one way, that you were a radical
by nature, and a conservative by education."

Christine laughed merrily.
"I a conservative ?" she said; "that is the last charge that I

should expect to have brought against me. I very much fear

that the respectable band known as old fogies would lift up their

hands and eyes in horror at the bare idea of possessing any trait

in common with me-a few such conservatives as I amongst
them would revolutionize the whole band."

Mrs. Boid smiled. "Nevertheless I persist in my declaration,"
she said, as they entered the house of a friend, where they found

a home during their stay in the city.

CHAPTER XXXIII.

THE MIDNIGHT SUMMONS.

THE afternoon and evening sessions of the Convention passed
off quietly, to the evident satisfaction of all of its friends. In
the evening, particularly, the audience was more than ordinarily
large and brilliant, and the speakers were unusually eloquent,
Christine had designed saying nothing, but at last, in answer to
loud and repeated calls from the crowd, she rose, and addressed
them very briefly, but so happily, that shouts of laughter greeted
her sallies of wit, as she again resumed her seat.

The , assembly dispersed in high good-humor, and, after the
crowd had somewhat scattered, Christine, with her friends, left the
building. As they walked down the passage that led to Broadway,
a haggard, wretched-looking woman approached Christine, with
the inquiry if this was Christine Elliot. Christine replied that she
was correct, and, drawing out her purse, was about to slip a coin
iii her hand, but the woman shook her head.

"Not that," she said, in a hollow voice; "I am sent to you by
one you once loved who is dying now, but who cannot die in
peace without seeing you. For the love of Heaven go with
mec!"

Christine shuddered. That hollow, sepulchral voice seemed
almost like a message from the dead.

"Who wishes to see me ?" she asked, tremulously.
"I have delivered my message," replied the woman. "Will

you come ?"

w
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Christine hesitated. The woman noticed her irresolution. She
looked fixedly on her, and said:

"The curse of the dead, restless in the grave, will haunt you,"
and, without another word, she turned away.

"Stop," said Christine, "I wiii go."
She turned to her friends, and explained, in a few rapid words,

her intention. Expostulations were of no avail, she. had decided.
"Then I will accompany you," said one of the gentlemen.
"Iwas bid to bring only one. No harm will come to her,"

said the woman. Christine quietly thanked her friend for his kind
offer, but said that she was not afraid to trust herself with her
guide,, and bidding them feel no uneasiness about her, walked
rapidly away with her; she did, notwithstanding her courage, feel
some misgivings, as she followed the woman through dirty and
dark streets in silence. Some distance they walked, when, sud-
denly, they entered a dark alley-way, where the woman took
Christine's hand, and led her along; a shiver of terror crept over,
her as she stepped carefully on. Suddenly they emerged again
into light, if the flickering of the tallow-candle, at the head of a
staircase, might be called so; this, they ascended, and entered a
small room.

A miserable pallet laid upon the floor in one corner of the room;
the woman pointed to it and disappeared.

Christine approached the bed, on which laid the sick person.
The moon, which had just risen, shone full upon the wan face of
the invalid, as Christine bent over her. Long, fair hair fell' over
her wasted arms in tangled masses, and the straw, on which she was
lying, had become tangled among her luxuriant tresses. Christine
gently moved the hair which shaded the face of the invalid.

The sufferer turned away with a groan, then, in a hollow voice,
she said:

"You do not know me. Have you forgotten your poor Annie ?"
"Annie Murray !" cried Christine, much shocked, for, in those,
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wan features, she could hardly recognize the fresh, girlish face that

lived in her memory.
"Can it be possible ? Poor child !" She bent over her, and

kissed her brow, while hot tears fell from her eyes.
" Do not kiss me," cried Annie. "Do not weep. Your kisses

and your tears scorch my very brain. I am not worthy that such as

you should touch me," and she uttered a moan that was succeeded

by a severe fit of coughing; she gasped for breath. Christine raised

her in her arms. Annie pressed a handkerchief to her lips; when
she removed it, it was stained vith blood. She smiled a faint, sad
smile as she looked on it, and motioned to be laid down again.
After she had somewhat recovered her breath, she began:

"I know I must die. I know that I am utterly lost; and it

was not for myself that I sent for you. I have suffered more than

death ; that last agony I could bear; but I have a child. ' Oh!

Christine ?" she cried, wildly, "I have lost my own soul-save my
child's ! Let me not drag her down after me. Will you promise

me that you will take her-that you will watch over her-that you
will save her from her mother's fate ?"

She grasped Christine's hands eagerly as she spoke.
"Annie, I promise you in the sight of Heaven that I will."

"God bless you for that promise," said Annie. "Now I can

die ; but to think of her, in the midst of sin and shame, falling
slowly, surely into the gulf of perdition that gapes before me-to

lose all that is worth living for here in this world, and oh the next,
Christine, the next !"

Her voice sank into a whisper.
"I can bear it myself," she said, hoarsely; "let me see My child

in Heaven, and it will soothe half the torments of hell."

Christinashuddered, but she felt that these were the ravings of
delirium; she endeavored to soothe the wretched woman before

her-she pressed her hand gently on her fevered brow-she spoke
to her of the love of Jesus-then, as she grew calmer, she said,
softly

I4THE MIDNIGHT SUMMONS.



'111
'l}

II

1'
Ii

ii:

CHRIS TINE.

"Sleep now, my Annie !"
Annie's eyes had been half closed; she started up at these

words.
"Who called me that ?" she said. "'My Annie!' He used to

call me that."
As she said this, she burst into a fit of tears, not violent, but gen-

tle, and Christine did not attempt to check them. Tears rushed-
to her own eyes, as she looked on the wreck before her, and re-
membered her as she had first known her. Gradually Annie's
tears ceased to flow, her sobs grew fainter and fainter; she turned
to Christine, and said, softly,

I must not sleep now. When I close my eyes to sleep it will
be in that slumber that knows no waking. Let me talk now,
while I can. Let me tell you what has brought me here."

In a low, feeble voice, often interrupted by her emotion, Annie
proceeded t4 tell the story of her marriage, her subsequent unhap-
pit ess, her desertion of Mr. Howard, and all that had happened
during her struggles with poverty, and the relief afforded her by
Harry Lansing.

Often severe fits of coughing prevented her proceeding with her
tale, and, panting for breath, she would lie exhausted on her pal-
let; it was evident that she was exerting herself beyond her
strength, but to Christine's request that she would rest now-, and
tell the remainder of her sad story at some future time, she only
shook her head.

My hours are numbered," she said; "the sands of life are
almost run, and I must say all that rests so heavily on my soul
now, or it will remain unspoken for ever."

After a short pause, she resumed:
"Harry to6k me to a comfortable home, and he was very kind

to me, and to my Rosa. It was so new and so pleasant to me to
receive unvarying kindness, and the most delicate and constant
attentions, that I could not but feel grateful for them. I began to
watch for his coming, and at the sight of him, as he came down
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the street, my heart would throb tumultuously; the hours seemed

long when he was away, and when he was with me, time flew, oh,
how rapidly.

" Christine, I loved him with my whole heart and soul, as I had

never loved anything before but my child, and he loved me as

fondly in return.
"What would I not have'done or suffered for him ! And when

he proposed to me to become his wife, I thought it almost too

great a happiness. He did not deceive me-he told me that in

the eye of the law our union would not be valid, but he told me

that in God's sight it would be sacred, and that lie would always
consider it so, and whenever the death or marriage of Mr. Howard

should release me from him, that he would openly acknowledge
me as his wife. He asked me if I would agree to fhis, and with

perfect willingness I gave my consent. I trusted him implicitly,
and then, I know no thought of deceiving me had crossed his

mind.
"He spoke to me of the world's opinion. I only smiled. The

world! What had I to do with that ? He was all the world to

me. He pressed me to his heart-he called me his darling, his
wife-and I was too happy to speak.

"That night, in a little chapel, we were married by a minister

for though the form was nothing in law, yet I felt that it hallowed

our union. I was his wife,,and I repeated over and over again to

myself, with a thrill of delight, the words 'till death us' doth

part.' And when I was mistress of the quiet, secluded home that

Harry provided for us, how happy I was.
" How I tried- to be as little expense to him as possible, for

Harry was not rich. How hard I toiled to prepare dainty dishes

for him when he came to see me-in everything I studied his

pleasure, his taste.
"As I sat with my sewing in my hand, and Rosa by my side,

in my own little room, how often I used to contrast my present
13*
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life with my past, and the thought that I was bound to my hus-
band, a thought that had once made me shudder, now filled me
with joy.

"How I had dreaded the return home of the man who had first
called me wife, and now how I counted the hours that separated
me from my husband. I was very happy, and so was Harry;
and when my beautiful boy was born, I felt that I had nothing
more to ask for. If possible, Harry was kinder than ever-lie was
very fond of our baby, and very proud of him-he was with me
more now, and for hours he would caress and play with our
Freddie, and he would tell ine, over the cradle, what he would do
for and with him, when he grew to be a man. So five years of
perfect happiness passed, and then our Freddie died. It nearly
broke my heart. I thought it would kill me. Would to Heaven
that it had-that I had laid my head down under the green grass
with my boy in my arms. That was the beginning of sorrow.

" Harry tried to soothe me in my grief; he, too, was almost
heart-broken at our loss; but I would not be comforted, and gra-
dually he grew tired of my sad face. He came less frequently.
He was still kind, but I felt a change. The words he uttered were
the same as ever, his attentions as delicate, but the spirit that
proinpted them I knew, instinctively, had changed. I felt a fore-
boding of what was to happen, even before I would admit to my-
self the thought that floated though my mind.

"But for all that, when the blow came, I was unprepared for it.
When he told me that he was deeply involved in debt, and that
he was going to marry a rich woman, but that he should always
love me, and would always provide for me, I looked at him with-
out a word, and fell back in a swoon. When I recovered my con-
sciousness, I was in his arms, and he was bending over me; but
as soon as he saw my eyes unclosed, he laid me on a sofa and left
the room, sending a servant in his place.

"Several days passed before he came again. He was very kind

and tender, and I, fool that I was, hoped that he had given up his
plan; but, alas! I had cherished false hopes. He spoke of his
marriage as a settled thing, and thanked me for bearing it so
reasonably.

"His words maddened me. 'Harry,' I cried, 'you shall not
marry that woman ! How dare you so perjure yourself? I am
your wife.'

" His cheek flushed, but he controlled himself, and bade me
listen to reason; but I only grew more violent. I threatened to
expose him to the lady he was to marry; to tell her that I was his
wife. Then he grew angry--he taunted me-he told me that I
was guilty of a crime-that I had committed bigamy, and that I
could be imprisoned-he dared me to do as I had threatened-he
said bitter things, words that stung me to the very soul-words
that he, of all men, should never have uttered to me. Then, when
he had heaped upon me cruel, cruel epithets, till he could say no
more, he threw down gold upon the table, and left the room.
Never shall I forget his looks as he stood there; his dark eyes
flashing, his cheeks flushed, and his tall figure drawn up to its full
height. How my heart yearned for his love, and instead of that
he offered me gold.

" I did not speak-I felt no anger-I was only heart-broken,
and I looked at him with stony eyes and outward composure,
though my very heart bled.

"I still sat there, till his footsteps died away in, the distance.
Then I rose-my mind was made up-I would not be a burden
to him now that he no longer loved me. His cruel words rang
in my ears, but even then I did not hate him. Hate him ! I loved
him with my whole soul-as I do still-as I always shall.

"I took my child by the hand and went out of his house-that
happy, happy home. When the door closed, it was as if I were
shut out of Paradise. I thought of Eve, when she left Eden behind
her; but she was not alone, Adam was still hers, and she went

I~
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forth hand-in-hand with him, with love and hope for companions,
but I walked out of my Eden, hand-in-hand only with despair.

" I pictured to myself Harry's return to our home. I knew
that several days. would pass ere he would go there, and I ima-
gined his horror on seeing it deserted, the money lying where he
had left it-all unaltered, all remaining as he had last seen it-only
his Annie missing.

"I knew then that be would repent the bitter taunts he had
heaped upon the wife of his bosom, the mother of his dead boy.

" He did repent. I looked in the papers, and, among other
pathetic appeals, I read words that I knew were penned by his
hand, words of sorrow, of love, and of entreaty.

"They touched my heart. He implored me to return for little
R.'s sake, and a voice in my heart urged me to comply; but as I
had nearly resolved to return, I saw his marriage in the paper.
The words scorched nay brain.

" I thought of him amid the wedding festivities, with crowds of
the gay about him, receiving their congratulations, with his bride
on his arm, and the blush on her cheek, as he whispered words of
endearment to her, while I, his wife, in the sight of God, was for-
gotten-an outcast.

"I was maddened-I was reckless. Oh, Heavens!" she mur-
mured, burying her face in her hands, "I can say no more. From
that time I was utterly lost. I never saw Harry again, and I sunk
deeper and deeper, lower and lower, till here I am, a wreck of
what was once Annie Murray-a vile, vile wretch, with but one
spark of virtue remaining, my love for my innocent Rosa. For
her sake I have endured this wretched life, that I would long since,
but for her, have flung away as worthless. Now I must die. I
have endured what you can never know ;" she shuddered as she
spoke--" but the agony of the thought that I must leave my child
amidst all that is vile, with no hope before her of aught save he"
mother's fate-that was worse than all.

" That poor creature who led you here, sinful wretch as she is,
felt for me; she has been a mother, and she knew what was a
mother's love. She has been very kind to me, and when I heard,
as I chanced to do, that you were here, she promised to bring you
to me."

A fit of coughing here interrupted Annie. Christine raised
her quickly, she gasped for breath, she turned her eyes wistfully
towards her sleeping child, who lay on the straw near her. Chris-
tine read her glance.

"Dear Annie," she said, "she shall be my own. I accept the
sacred trust."

A gleam of joy sparkled in the mother's hollow eyes; there
was a rattling in her throat.

"Oh, God !" she indistinctly articulated, and with this invoca-
tion her spirit passed to its Maker.

Christine laid her down softly on the pallet, and with stream-
ing eyes, though no Romanist, poured forth a prayer for the repose
of her poor friend's soul.
g She went to the door and called for assistance; the woman
who had guided her thither appeared, and with her aid the little
that could be done for Annie was performed.

"Would to God that I slept with her," said the woman, in a
hollow voice.

Christine's heart ached for her, and yet she involuntarily shrunk
from her, but she reproached herself for the instinctive feeling of
disgust. Did not our Lord speak compassionately to such as she ?
She thought of 'the touching story of the woman "who was a
sinner," and with kind words and kind looks, she addressed the

poor wretch before her. She consulted with her as to the funeral

of her friend; she thanked her for her kindness to her during her
sickness, and requested her to remain there with the mother and
child, during her own necessary absence to make arrangements;
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then pressing her hand, she slipped into it a gold coin of consider-
able value, and withdrew.

The night had passed; the sun was rising as Christine left that
miserable abode ; her eyes were filled with tears as she went on,
but she took a sad pleasure in seeing that all was done that
remained for friendly hands to do.

No long funeral procession followed Annie Murray to her last
resting-place; no parade of funeral pomp was there; but a group
of sincere mourners stood by her grave, and as her lifeless body
was entrusted to the ground, "earth to earth, ashes to ashes, dust
to dust," the baptism of tears was not wanting to the consecration
of that lowly mound. No mother, husband, brother or sister,
stood by the grave of her, who in her spring-time had been so
lovely and beloved; only a little sobbing child, Christine, and the
poor, guilty creature who had ministered to her, when lover and
other friends had failed her, now bewailed her sad fate. Of all the
troops of friends by whom she had once been surrounded, these three
alone remained to pay the last tribute to her memory. A simple
stone marked her resting-place, in a quiet nook in Greenwood;
a plain slab, bearing as its only inscription, "ANNIE."

Not many months after this interment, the death of the emi-
nent merchant, Charles Howard, was announced, with a long
notice of his life, and a long list of his many excellences; he had
bequeathed large sums of money to the different missionary
societies, and the remainder of his property to his dearly-beloved
wife, Josephine, to whom he had been united some three years.
A procession of more than a mile in length followed him to his
grave, and over his resting-place rose a stately marble column,
bearing inscriptions testifying to his worth.

As Christine read all this in the journals, she could but contrast
the fate of his wife with his own in this world; but now both had
passed away from earth, both had entered that world "where

many of the decisions of earthly tribunals are reversed." She
could not follow the long-severed husband and wife there.

"Shall not the Judge of all the earth do right ?" she asked
herself, and dismissed the subject from her thoughts.

Now that she had a child to provide for, she decided that she
must have a fixed and permanent home; she must devote herself
as much as possible to Rosa; she had accepted her as a sacred
trust, and she must not shrink from the discharge of her duties.

Ere long she was established in a small but neat house in New
York, and it afforded her no small pleasure to reflect that the
comforts which surrounded her were the fruits of her own indus-
try.

Rosa, child-like, had recovered her spirits, and seemed perfectly
happy in her new home. She often spoke of her mother, but she
knew little of the loss she had sustained. Fortunately, grief can-
not long subdue the elastic nature of a child, nor did Christine
wish to make death a gloomy theme to her adopted daughter.
She spoke of it to her as the entrance into a delightful world, and
endeavored to rob it of its terrors.

Every day she grew more and more attached to Rosa, who had
in fact -one of the sweetest of dispositions; she had a most impres-
sible nature, and was easily swayed by those she loved; always
cheerful and sprightly, she was like the sunshine in the house; and
her graceful, winning ways often brought her mother, as she had
known her in her girlhood, to Christine's recollection. Annie
had been ruined by her education, so thought Christine; and, as
she saw the same traits of character in the child which had been
at once the charm and the destruction of her mother, she resolved
that Rosa should be so trained as to escape her mother's fate.

One other member made up Christine's family-Martha, the
poor woman who had soothed Annie in her last sickness. She
had not at first designed taking her into her household, but when
she had urged her to leave her sinful courses and seek some
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respectable employment, Martha's only reply was a mournful
shake of the head. "Who would employ such as me ?" she said,
at last. "I have tried it before now, but it was of no use, and I
cannot starve."

"I will employ you," was Christine's answer. "I shall need
some one who is worthy of trust in my house, to take charge of
it in my frequent absences. Will you take the situation ?"

With glad tears, Martha expressed her gratitude; and, great as
was the confidence reposed in her, she never betrayed her trust.
In fact, this very trustfulness in Christine had touched her even
more -than the offer of a home, and most zealously she devoted
herself to the interests of her employer. As months passed on,
Christine's family circle increased still more. She had often
received letters from young girls, who related their trials in the
way of earning their own support 'to her, and often asked her
to advise them what to do. She exerted herself more than ever
now to assist them. She trembled for their fate-innocent,
unprotected, and confiding-if they came to the city in search of
employment, without a home. She opened her house to them;
she sought situations for them, and had the pleasure of seeing
many of them engaged in lucrative employments; many, too, she
placed in a position where they could learn some trade, and, while

doing so, they had a home with her, and looked forward to the
time when they should earn enough to repay her for the expenses
incurred by her for their support; for she did not wish them
to feel that they were the i recipients of charity. She judged
rightly that it would be far better for them to pay a small sum
for their board whenever they should be able to do so.

In the evenings, she taught them what they most needed to
know. They read aloud improving books, they had music, they
danced, they sang, they talked freely of their plans, and to Chris-

tine they turned in all cases of difficulty. She enjoyed it all most
heartily, entered into their feelings with interest. and labored ever
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more earnestly to promote her great end; while she rejoiced
in the well-being and improvement of her protges, as one step
towards the accomplishment of far greater designs. She had
very little trouble in the regulation of her household. She was
very systematic; and she arranged everything so that it went on
with apparent ease. She was dignified and decided, as well as
gentle; so that while all loved her, their affection was mingled
with -a respectful deference that made all submit readily to her
requirements.

I.
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.CHAPTER XXXIV.

CHRISTINE'S HOME.

SEVEN years had rolled away. Ah! how much of human joy
and sorrow is summed up in that brief sentence? What revolu-

tions do the rolling years make in this world of change? What
records of great deeds may moulder away in the ponderous tomes
of the historian? and what lessons on the emptiness of most of the
aims for which the men of the past have struggled, lived, and
died, does the written history of these years teach; lessons
all in vain-for over and over again is the great drama of
life acted-still do the multitudes press on, reaching for the
apples of Sodom, which tempt them from afar with their beauty,
only to crumble in pieces in their grasp, and as they turn away
disappointed, thousands as eager take their places, each to learn
only by his own bitter experience, that all pursuit of mere earthly
good can only result in vanity and vexation of spirit.

Oh, could the unwritten history of the heart, whose records lie
buried in the graves of memory and experience, and which, like
restless spirits, come forth from their sleep and wander through
the soul, filling it with remorse and despair, be laid open, who
could endure to read it?

Before the pitying eye of One alone, is laid bare all these
secrets of the heart, and in mercy He has shrouded it from our
gaze. Seven years have passed, we say, and forgetting all that is
past press forward eagerly to the future, and it is well.

Something in this channel ran Christine's thoughts, as she sat
in her own private apartment, a small and neatly-furnished
room, where no luxuries or superfluities were to be seen. Books
indeed surrounded her, but these she considered the necessaries of
life.

It was a cheerful apartment, and had a very home-like appear-
ance. On one side of the room stood Christine's writing-table, on
which still laid a sheet of paper half-filled with her thoughts, and
the pen stood in the inkstand as if only laid aside for a moment
by her busy fingers.

Near a small centre-table under a chandelier, sat a young girl,
whose nimble fingers plied the needle, and who half-unconsciously
liumimed a tune. She was quite engrossed in her occupation, and
not at all aware of the steady, and loving gaze of Christine, who,
leaning back in a chair, by the side of a glowing coal-grate, watched
every motion of her adopted daughter.

It was a pretty picture; that young girl in her quiet, feminine
employment. Her slight figure, happy face, and graceful attitude,
were very pleasing to Christine, and for a long time she sat
silently looking at her.

Rosa had indeed grown very beautiful. Hers was a singular
style, and from its very novelty all the more striking;~ her eyes
were large, deep, and intensely black, fringed by long, silken
lashes, while her hair was a light brown, and her cheek so color-
less that when at rest she looked like a beautiful statue. Yet this
paleness was not the result of ill-health; her form was rounded and
symmetrical, her step elastic, and her whole being overflowing with
life and spirits, such as nothing but perfect health can give.'

She was beautiful when sitting quietly as now; but when
speaking, her dark, liquid eyes lighted with animation, the color
coming and going as it did in her moments of excitement,
mi her cheek, her lips parted with frequent smiles displaying
her pearly teeth, and the graceful and unconscious gestures which
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she made use of always in conversation, she was positively enchant-
ing. So thought not only Christine, who rejoiced in the rare
beauty of her darling, but all who saw her. Added to all this was
an entire freedom from vanity, a loving heart, and a simple, confid-
ing nature. She was devotedly attached to Christine, and influ-
enced almost entirely by her. She had studied untiringly all that
Christine had wished her to do; read books of her selection, and
had received, without a question, all Christine's peculiar notions and
sentiments. In her eyes, no one was so nearly perfect as Chris-
tine. She felt for her an enthusiastic affection that was almost
veneration; a love entirely unmingled by fear, for though she was
at times cold-and stern to others, Rosa had never experienced aught
but tenderness from her-,

The years that had added so much to Rosa's loveliness had not
detracted from Christine's personal appearance. Though never
pretty in her youth, she was now a fine-looking, elegant, and dig-
nified woman. She retained all her olden grace of manner, and still,
as ever, all who were brought within the sphere of her influence
acknowledged the singular fascination which she exerted over
them.

Still she lectured, and ftr some time she had written books,
which were as popular as her orations. Now no longer was her
name the theme for ridicule and contempt. She was now as
much praised as she had been before derided. Long since, the
house which she had first taken had been too small for her increas-
ing family, and she had moved to larger quarters, which in turn
had proved too small, until she found herself at the head of what
deserved the title of an Institution.

Alone, unaided, and by degrees, her system had become a gigan-
tic one, and it required all her labors to meet the demands
made upon her; her pecuniary means had all been devoted to this,
and she had exerted herself to the utmost to add to the capital
she found it necessary to invest. But her labors found a rich re-

ward; *he had accomplished a great work, and encomiums were
showered upon her-more than this, she prized the practical ends
she had gained ; her protigies were universally respected, and in
the search for employment, it was sufficient recommendation to

any that she was one of Christine Elliot's girls.
She had the rare art of attaching them to her by a strong per-

sonal attachment, and they all loved the Home she know how to
make so pleasant. Each rejoiced in the ability to repay all that
had been expended for her, as soon as circumstances enabled her
to do so, and those who were preparing for active life looked for-
ward eagerly to the time when they should do so likewise. There
were among the number those engaged in every trade that was
open to woman, and every year new avenues of employment were
entered by them. Each on her entrance consulted with Christine
as to the occupation she should take, and generally took her ad-
vice. There were students of law, theology, and medicine, and
many, who had been enabled by her assistance to devote them-
selves to these studies, had met with no inconsiderable success.

Situated as she was in New York, ample facilities were afforded
her protigies for improvement, and her hand was ever open to sup-
ply all in her power to the talented and energetic among them,
who were cramped by poverty.

She had hit upon the true secret, to help those who wished to
help themselves, and the good fruits of her system were every day
more apparent. It became the fashion for those in want of
employes to go to Christine, and thus enabled to obtain situations,
she was freed from the labor at first imposed upon her, of seek-
ing them amidst oft-repeated rebuffs.

Many were the poor and friendless girls who, by means of this
Home and watchful friend, had been saved from dangers of which
they little dreamed, but who, in after years, looked back in
unfeigned gratitude to her as their preserver from worse than
death. Many a marriage had been celebrated here in simple and
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unostentatious fashion, and Christine had no lack of love affairs
confided to her. She endeavored to give those who were to
become wives, true ideas of their duties, to render them helpmates,
indeed, to their husbands; she often smiled at her match-making
employment, for in all cases of estrangement her advice was asked,
and she had succeeded in many cases in putting an end to lovers'
quarrels. She was deeply interested in all*the affairs of her chil-
dren, as she fondly called them, and none of the details of life,
however commonplace, were indifferent to her.

The domestic concerns of her household were equally distri-
buted among her family; each had her task to perform, and thus
what in the aggregate would have been no light thing, was made
by distribution easy. Martha was housekeeper still, and felt her-
self second in importance to Christine alone. Yet successful as
was her Home, Christine felt that this was but incidental; it was
a duty that had fallen into her hands almost without her being
conscious of it, and though she discharged it faithfully and will-
ingly, still as ever was her great aim, the.change of society as it
existed, the acknowledgment of equal social, moral, and above all,
political rights, which she deemed the corner-stone of the new
edifice which she hoped to see rise from the old social system, and
though she felt that, in her own day, this might fail of accomplish-
ment, yet she looked forward to the time when it should indeed
occur.

To this end all her hopes and ambition in Rosa centered; to
her she would transmit this object as a sacred trust- for this she
had educated her--she had bent all her energies to the one end of
imbuing her child with the same grand ideas and aims, that had
filled her own soul, and she had the satisfaction of seeing this
accomplished.

Rosa's mind was indeed a reflex of Christine's, but she had
accepted all her teachings with the' heart, and not the reason.
She would as soon have doubted the precepts of the Bible as tkose

of her pure and lofty teacher. Yet unconsciously, in her turn,
Rosa exerted quite as powerful an influence on Christine; her
straightforward simplicity and truthfulness, were qualities highly
prized by her, and every year she sought her counsels more and
more, and Rosa's sweetness and gentleness insensibly smoothed the

rough points in Christine's character.
Rosa was very fond of all feminine employments; she was

always surrounded by flowers, and liked even better than reading
to work in the garden, make bouquets, sew, and even under
Martha's superintendence, prepare dainty dishes for the table;
then in sickness no step was so light as hers in the sick-chamber,
no touch so delicate, and no one so well knew just how much light
to admit, or could arrange all so gently, moving cups and spoons
without that jingle that strikes so painfully on the nerves pf an
invalid.

Every one loved Rosa, and she had a heart overflowing with
love and kindness for all about her; no wonder that to Christine,
who saw in her the priestess of the new temple, as well as the
darling of the household, she was an idol.

Christine still sat looking at her child, sewing ever as busily, and
at last interrupted her.

"Rosa, are you not tired of sewing?"
"No, dear auntie," replied the girl, for by this title she

addressed Christine, "you know I could sew for hours together, I
like it so much."

"It's a strange fancy," replied Ohristine. "For my part I haves
no taste for that steel implement, I like the pen better; the very
feeling it between one's fingers helps thought.

"So does theneedle, auntie; there is nothing that helps me
to think more than the drawing of the needle through the
work."

"Well, lay it aside now, Rosa, I don't wish you to sew any
more, it grows late."

310 CHRIST IN E



CHRISTINE S HOME. , 313

Rosa at once complied, folded all carefully, laid aside all her
implements in their places, and taking her little work-table set it
away, then bringing a low seat to Christine's side, sat down there,
and laid her head in her aunt's lap.

Christine stroked the golden, curling hair softly, and then
began. "Rosa, dear, have you got the essay ready, that I wished
you to write ?"

"Not quite, Aunt Christine," said the girl, blushingly. "What
I did write didn't sound well, and I got puzzled about finishing it."

"Were you thinking of that when you were sewing ?"
"No, ma'am," said Rosa, softly. "I know you will think me

very childish, but I was thinking of the Christmas presents I
should make this year, and of little Mollie O'Brien, when she gets
her new dress on."

Christine smiled.
"Nothing pleases me more, my Rosa," she said, "than your

kindness to the poor; nothing is more sad than to see a woman
of intellect without heart, and, in order to do great good, she
must combine both. How will your course prove," she added,
musingly, "the untruth of the general opinion, that she who
presses forward toward the accomplishment of our great aims,
must trample under foot all the lighter, and so-called womanly
duties.")

Rosa blushed deeply. "Dear aunt," she said, "I can never
realize all you hope of me, I fear."

Christine smiled gently. "We will not talk of that," she said.
"I have no doubts; but let me tell you now of a great pleasure in
store for us. I have just received a large sum of money from my
publishers. That last book sold very well, and now I shall be
enabled to do many things for our family that I have been obliged
to leave undone for want of means. We will have a good library
now, and a large one; I shall also be able to loan several of
the girls sums, without the least inconvenience; I could have

managed it before, but not without a good deal of trouble---now
it is all arranged nicely."

"Oh, I am so glad," said Rosa, clapping her hands. "You and
I will buy the books. I will see that the room leading out of the
hall is in order. You will let me buy the carpet, and oversee it
all, won't you, dear Aunt Christine ?"

"Yes, you may do it all, if you like, only don't steal the time
that belongs to your essay."

"Oh, my poor essay !" said Rosa, sighing deeply. "Dear
auntie, it-is very silly, so far-now that is the positive truth-but
I will go to work and rewrite it. It does seem strange to me that
the thoughts that come into my head should be so good, for I
really think they are good till I get them on paper, and then they
don't seem like the same ideas at all. It reminds me of the old
fairy-books that told of changlings; some malicious elf or other,
just steals my good idea and puts a weak piece of trash in its
place."

"Never mind, Rosa, keep on, and your essay will come out
right in time. It is 'practice that makes perfect,' you know.
Now get your guitar and sing for me."

Rosa did as she was requested ; she sang sweet, tender songs
with great beauty of expression, and then would break out into
some gleeful strain that would thrill her listener with wild delight,
a; if the music came fresh from the glad heart of the singer; then
archly she would tune her instrument anew, and dash off in a
comic song, which she would give with irresistible humor.

So passed the hours of that quiet evening, enjoyed all the more
heartily by Christine, that she labored so unceasingly through the
day. After Rosa grew tired of singing, she talked in a low voice
of her plans; no thought of hers was concealed from Christine,
and with ever new delight she listened to the expressions, and
looked into the depths of that fresh and pure young mind.

The love of that young girl, and the respectful affection of her
13
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large circle of protegges, had almo t entirely supplied the want
she had felt when estranged from her own immediate family.
She was now completely weaned from them; she had felt a quiet
gladness when she had .heard of Bessie's marriage; but in the
years that had passed since then, her old sisterly affection had
been swallowed up in her increased cares; only one sentiment
remained in full force :-her bitter feelings towards those who
long ago had treated her so unjustly; she dared not allow her-
self to think of this, but in the heart, the remembrance of it still
rankled; but now in her happy home, sitting in her sanctum,
while her darling was by her side, holding her hand fondly, and
talking merrily in her sweet, clear voice, she had no thought for
aught beside. Never did mother love a child more fondly, she
was accustomed to say, after she had answered Rosa's inquiries
as to her own mother's fate. Christine had told her all, for she
considered truth a sacred virtue, and nothing could have induced
her to equivocate to Rosa, painful as it was to tell her all. She
had kissed away the tears that the daughter had shed, and com-
forted her with the assurance of herOlove, and again Rosa smiled
as brightly as ever, for the tale was only to her like others which
had* brought tears to her eyes; she thought of her young mother
as if she had existed only in story, for she had never known a
mother's loss; the love she would have given her had been
bestowed by her Aunt Christine, and no mother could more scru-
pulously have performed all her duties than she had done.

At last Christine rose. " We must not be selfish, Rosa," she-
said. "Let us join the girls," and they entered the parlor.

Here were assembled a large number who had grown tired of
the solitude of their own rooms, and had just entered,'and others
who had been together all the evening, sewing, chatting, reading, or
engaged in games, as suited -their humor. It was like a large
family, where all were at liberty to do what they chose. Chris-
tine had a pleasant word for each as she entered, and passed
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round the room, and Rosa, in an instant, was surrounded by a
bevy of girls.

She was in universal demand-she must sing for this one, play
backgammon with another, show a new stitch to a third, and so
on, but she laughingly shook her head, seated herself at the piano,
and crying, "ladies, choose 'your partners!" dashed off inspiring
tunes that set all the feet of the dancers in motion.
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CHAPTER XXXV.

COALS OF FIRE.

"GOOD morning, auntie," said the clear voice of Rosa, as she
stepped lightly into the study, where already Christine was at
work, and, coming softly behind her, Rosa bent over and kissed
her brow.

"Good morning, darling," replied Christine, looking up with a
fond smile. "What have you been doing that you are so late?
But I need not ask," she added, looking at the vase of flowers
which Rosa held in her hand. "In the garden as usual."

"Yes," replied Rosa, "I have paid every blossom a visit, attended
to all their wants, and brought a few into the house for com-
pany."

She herself was adorned with flowers; a small bouquet served
her instead of a pin to fasten her collar, and a few gracefully
drooping blossoms were entwined with the knot of curls, which, in
her own simple, yet fantastic manner, she wore looped up behind,
while here and there a golden curl escaped from its confinement
to fall on her fair neck.

" Here is the very prettiest rose in the garden," said the girl;
"I gathered it for you."

She placed a beautiful white rose, with a rich cream-colored
tint in the centre, in a small vase on the desk before her aunt,
adding:.

" The rose is my flower. I love it above all others, for all roses
are beautiful."

:

"They are, indeed," replied Christine, "and my own precious
white Rose forms no exception. But now my little secretary must
to business. Do you see that pile of unopened letters ?" and she
pointed to a large package lying on the centre-table.

In a few moments Rosa was seated by them, and rapidly glane.
ing over their contents. Christine again wrote on in silence, and
Rosa read and laid aside each letter in its turn; most of them
were applications for admission into the Home, as Christine's Insti-
tution was generally called; many were words of commendation
from those who sympathized in the enterprise, and still others were
friendly letters from those who had left this for homes of their
own. Letters too of invitation to lecture in different towns were
there, and to all of these Rosa could reply without disturbing her
aunt.

One letter only remained, a peculiar-looking one, directed in a
plain but very old-fashioned handwriting. Rosa read it carefully,
then suddenly exclaimed,

"Here is a letter from your old friend, Jotham Wiggins, dear
auntie, and it brings sad news from your old home."

"Is any one dead ?" exclaimed Christine; turning pale.
"Oh, no, Aunt Chris ; but hear for yourself," and she proceeded

to read the letter.
It contained a b-rief account of the embarrassment of James

Cameron, and the mortgaging of the old homestead, by Farmer
Elliot, to help his son-in-law; but matters had grown worse and
worse. Mrs. Frothingham, to whom they had applied for assist-'
ance, had herself become involved in speculations, and could do
nothing, and he concluded by saying that the mortgage was to be
foreclosed on the very next week; he added that his misfortunes
had broken down her father very much, and that he, and a good
many more, thought that the loss of the old homestead would kill
him. "You know," he concluded, "that it is hard to make old
trees live when they are transplanted."
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Christine listened without a word; no sadness lurked in her face
-her eyes sparkled-she drew a long breath-.

"I knew it," at last she said. "I felt sure that it would come.
He made me homeless, and now, in his old age, he will have no
shelter, and I, his discarded daughter, will offer him a home. He
will be indebted to me-to me for the comforts he needs in his de-
clining years."

Rosa looked at her in sad surprise; she saw in this offer of a home
only gratified revenge. She had heard all that Christine had suf-
fered in her youth, and had pitied her and loved her the more for
it; but she had never dreamed of this; she had not thought to
see so gross a taint in her idol.

Tears filled her eyes. "Poor old man," she said, burying her
face in her hands, and giving way to her sorrow; sorrow even more
for Christine than for her father.

"Rosa, why do you weep ?" said Christine, "do you not see the
hand of God in this retribution? "Vengeance is mine, I will re-
pay,' saith the Lord ?"I

"Leave it to Him, dear aunt," sobbed Rosa.
"Have I not ?" exclaimed Christine, "I have waited long and

patiently and it has come at last-God has begun the work and
has put it into my hands to finish. We are permitted to heap
kindness like coals of fire on our enemy's head."

"Not in that spirit, dearest Christine," said Rosa, in the deepest
sorrow. "Oh, it is most cruel to revenge oneself in that way-to,

gloat over the obligations our enemy is placed under. Think
how dreadful would be the humiliation of that proud old man,
obliged to receive even his bread as a favor from you. Could you
endure to see the grey head of your father bowed before you?1
Revenge is dreadful, but in that form it is horrible. It would be
worse than Goneril or Regan "-

"Stop, child!" exclaimed Christine, "you have spoken plainly
Do not go too far-I owe him no gratitude."

"He is your father," interrupted Rosa, softly.
"What would you have me do ?" said Christine, standing before

the girl; "would you have me look on in silence, and see him in
poverty, perhaps in actual want, without offering him a home,
from such sentimental scruples as you advance ?"

"No, dearest aunt," whispered Rosa, gently; "but "-she hesi-
tated.

" But what ?" interrupted Christine.
With downcast eyes and varying color, Rosa spoke, "If that

money that you have, could only pay the mortgage, then the dear
,old place need not be sold; and if it seemed to come from Mrs.
Frothingham, he 'Would receive it, and then you would have the
satisfaction of having really done your father good, while he would
not know that he was indebted to you.

"Oh, dearest aunt, that would be heaping.coals of fire on his
head, as our Lord meant, not with bitterness to scorch the poor,
erring one."

Christine was silent for a moment, and Rosa dared not lift her
eyes to her face. She feared that she had deeply offended her,
and almost like a culprit she sat with her head bowed down in
an attitude of humility. It was but for a moment, for Christine
pressed her to her heart, and kissed her agaiif and again.

"You are my better angel," she said, softly, while hot tears fell
on the fair young head hidden in her bosom. "God bless you
for your true, brave words. You are right, and it shall be done
as you have said, my Rosa, my blessed child. You shall write
the letter immediately."

"No, dear Aunt Christine, let me sit by your side while you
write," whispered Rosa, slipping from her embrace; and placing a
fresh sheet of paper on. the desk, she led .Christine gently to it,
dipped the pen in the ink and sank into a low seat by her side.

The letter was speedily written, a brief but kind epistle, as
if all remembrance of the past had entirely faded from, the
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memory of the writer, except in the delicacy which led to this
indirect way of serving her father. It was a noble letter; so thought
Rosa as she read it, and her glad eyes rested on Christine's face
with a look of love and pride.

"Dearest, best of women," she breathed.
A look of pain passed over Christine's features; "Do not say

so," she exclaimed, with a sigh; "I have sinned deeply; in con-
trast with the purity of your soul, my darling, I have seen clearly
the blackness of my own. May God forgive me for the malice and
revenge I have nursed in my breast so many weary years !"

Rosa pressed her hand over her aunt's mouth; she kissed her
again and again; she would not hear her self-reproaches. In her
eyes she was again all that was noble and good, and with instinctive
delicacy and tact, she led Christine's thoughts skillfully away from
herself to other subjects.

The letter was dispatched, containing a check sufficient, as Chris-
tine hoped, to pay the mortgage, and with a lighter heart, though
this had been no small sacrifice, she consulted with Rosa on the
ways and means of doing what needed to be done with the little
sum remaining to them. The library was, of course, given up,
but the loans must not be withheld from the girls to whom they
had been promised.

"You may write and accept the invitations to lecture before
those Lyceums," said Christine, "that will help me out. I had
resolved not to go there, but now it will be necessary."

"I wish I could earn something," said Rosa, with a sigh; "I
am the only useless idle one in the house."

"Not so," replied Christine, "all in good time your turn will
come; there must be first a seed-time before a harvest. You are
preparing now for the great work by and by. Before a great
many years I shall be obliged to leave the stage;, you will take
my place. I have in your youth succored you, in my old age
you will take care of me
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"You have been, as you are now and ever will be, a blessing to
me, light of my eyes, delight of my heart !"

It was unusual for Christine to display so much feeling as she
now did, and it gladdened Rosa's heart; now she felt that she had
not offended her by her presumption, as she modestly termed her
speaking to her aunt as she had done.

" All is right," she thought, joyfully, as she bent herself with new
energy to the work of finishing her dreaded task, the essay. It
was a pretty, childlike, and graceful effusion, and like all that Rosa
did, spoke more for her heart than her head.

Christine was a little disappointed on reading it, but she would
not confess it to herself. She praised all that was worthy of it,
and set her child down to books of logic that she might check
the exuberance of her fancy and develop her reasoning powers.

Rosa obediently read page after page, but it made little impres-
sion on her mind; even when reading of syllogisms, she was half-
unconsciously dreaming bright visions in the future, or recalling
fragments of poetry that floated through her mind, till, conscience-
smitten at the neglect of her tasks, she would apply herself with
new zeal for a short time, only to be drawn off again by her vain
and wandering thoughts.

Nothing could have exceeded Mrs. Frothingham's surprise on
the receipt of Christine's letter; she could hardly believe her own
eyes; she read it again and again-all was a reality, and this
generosity really touched Julia. She was very willing to effect a
reconciliation with her niece since she had become the theme of
universal admiration; she was proud of her, now that the tide of
public opinion set in her favor, and she gladly availed herself of
this opportunity to heal the breach between them.

She wrote a very polite note in reply, expressing, with the skill
of which she was mistress, her admiration of her niece's act, without
any approach to fulsome flattery, and begged to be allowed to visit
her Home, in which she, in common with the rest of the world, felt a
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deep interest; she would not wait for an invitation, she said,
unless she received an intimation that her visit would be unwel-
come, but would come after carrying Christine's generous gift to
her father.

Christine only smiled on reading this daintily-perfumed epistle.
It was so like Julia, to be changed about by the wind of popular
favor ; yet she could not help feeling a little elated at her triumph ;
she asked no more than this recognition of the excellence of her
undertaking by one- who had so bitterly opposed her in the
beginning of her course; she felt also glad of the opportunity
which this visit would afford her, of hearing all the details of
home affairs., ~

Julia came at last, the same graceful, elegant, and beautiful
being that she had been when first she had seen her niece. The
arts of the toilette repaired all the ravages of years, and Rosa,
fascinated by her wonderful powers of pleasing which she
exerted to the utmost, could hardly believe that under that lovely
exterior could lurk such unscrupulousness in the attainment of
her ends,. as she had proved by her past history.

She made no professions of affection for Christine, but treated
her with scrupulous attention and respect.

She told her of the old homestead, of her mother's feeble
health, and of her father's bowed form. She related the troubles
he had experienced, and told of the relief it had been to him to
know that the old farm would not pass into strange hands. The
sundering of all old ties, Julia felt, would have been more than he
could have borne, and though she did not dare to offend his pride
by telling him to whom he owed the salvation of the dear old
place, until some days after all was arranged, she had done so
before leaving, a'nd while the mother wept aloud and sobbed, "Oh
John, I knew she had a good heart," he had turned away himself
to hide his emotion. It had been bitter to him to accept tiis at
the hands of her he had so harshly disowned, but the way in

which she had done it, designing to keep it secret, had melted
him. He sent by Julia, a message that he would be glad to see

her at home, and that he accepted her loan with thanks, and
would repay it as soon as possible.

At this recital, Christine could not hide her own emotion; her
heart throbbed with the purest delight; her father had appreci-
ated her motives, and accepted her gift; he would receive her too.
She knew what a struggle it must have cost his proud heart to
send her such messages, and again and again she invoked bless-
ings upon the head of her brave young counsellor, who had
banished her thoughts of revenge, and led her to the sacrifice
which, in all kindness and forgiveness, she had made.

She resolved that she would go home. She would show her
father that she did, indeed, cherish no bitterness against him, and
on Julia's departure, she and Rosa went together to the beautiful
village of Amity.

With feelings too deep for utterance did Christine pass over the
well-known spots so familiar to her childhood, recalling, as did
each haunt, emotions of joy and sorrow. Rosa was filled with
delight at the ever-varying, ever-lovely character of the scenery,
but she did not disturb Christine's reveries; she only gazed with
quiet pleasure on all about her. But when the old farm-house
was reached, and she looked on the family circle gathered to wel-
come the long-banished child; when, with streaming eyes, Christine
fell on her knees before-her father and mother, and implored their
forgiveness for all that had been unfilial and undutiful in her con-
duct towards them, Rosa could not restrain her tears.' It was a
touching interview, and Christina's humility entirely overthrew the
last vestiges of pride in her father's heart. He declared that he
was proud of her, blamed himself most severely for his harshness,
and was never happier than when listening to her account of her
Home and its inmates. He said nothing of her other aims; he
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did not agree with her, but he respected her enthusiasm, and
avoided, as did she, all topics of disagreement.

Bessie and James were living on the old place ; Bessie a little
careworn, but still unchanged in her cheerful, loving nature, and
James, a sturdy farmer, ready to work hard to draw from the
earth the wherewithal to repay the money he had been the means
of losing.

Rosa, here as elsewhere, won all hearts; the two children of
Bessie were never weary of hearing her stories, or joining in her
merry romps and rambles over the old farm, and she, city bred as
she was, enjoyed it to the full as heartily as they.

Grandma Elliot declared, that she was "the prettiest little
creetur that ever was," and the old farmer said that she was
just what Bessie had been at her age, and having said this, he
had paid her the highest compliment in his power.

Christine looked on at her evident enjoyment with delight equal
to her own ; she understood how the beauties ofnature could attract
and charm her; her rambles in the woods, her search after flowers,
her restless fluttering from one beautiful spot to another, were all

pleasures that she, too, in her youth had enjoyed, and she sym-
pathized with her perfectly; but when she saw her engaged in
the domestic duties of the farm-house, into which she entered
with equally as great a relish, with arms bare, making some won-
derful pie or pudding, or in the barn-yard, milking, which she
seemed, like everything else, to learn as if by instinct, she could
not understand her enthusiasm.

Nevertheless, whatever Rosa did had a grace and a charm of
its own, that was perfect in Christine's eyes; whatever she liked
to do, she would not check her in, and so Rosa worked, fro-
licked, or scampered over the country on horseback, at her plea-
sure, during the three weeks that they spent there. She had
done even more than Christine.to make firm the reconciliation
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between the father and daughter; her glad, cheerful face, her
merry words and quiet attentions, had put the proud old man
at his ease, and her influence, gentle and unobtrusive as it was,
had softened him, whenever a touch of the old hardness had
risen within him.

When she and Christine departed, the influence of her presence
still lingered. Her ways, her words, and her goodness and beauty,
were the frequent themes -of conversation, and long that pleasant
visit lived in the memories of all.

With new ardor Christine entered upon the duties and cares
which she had laid aside for this short season, and again, though
with no great relish for them, did Rosa bend over her heavy
books, her golden curls sweeping over the pages as she read, while
pictures of the country, its beautiful lakes, fields, and hills, ban-
ished all other visions from her mind.
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CHAPTER XXXVI.

DR. USSE.LL.

THE room was darkened, the bell was muffled, and doors were

opened and shut gently, for Christine was lying very ill at her,

residence. For weeks Rosa had watched over her untiringly,

noting every change in her symptoms, anticipating her every want,

with all a daughter's devotion; she herself had grown haggard

and pale from her constant attendance on the invalid, for though
there had been no lack of offers from various members of the

family to share her labors, and m-any- had insisted on relieving
her watch, yet she could not tear herself from that bedside, except

for the little time that was absolutely necessary to enable her to

take that rest which was indispensable to her own health, and
ability to retain her place as nurse.

Christine had been very ill; she still was so, though she was

now slowly recovering, but she was no longer delirious, no longer
suffering from the extreme pain which had racked her system;

even in her delirium, Rosa had been the only one able to soothe

her; when her soft hand rested on the brow of the sufferer, she
had been always more quiet-it was as if there were healing
in her touch ; and when she was not in the room, Christine

had been more restless and uneasy, but now that she had re..

covered her consciousness, she would not allow Rosa to confine

herself so closely. She insisted upon her going out into the open
air, and told her, smilingly, that when she returned from, her
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walks, she brought pure air and the fragrance of flowers with
her.

Indeed, that sick-room was not like too many, a gloomy place;
everything there was scrupulously tidy; the counterpane, and the
cloth that covered the little table near the bed, were spotlessly
white, and instead of a troop of cups, spoons, and vials, so disa-
greeably suggestive, a small vase of flowers stood upon it ; books
were there, too, from which Rosa read to Christine, and the guitar
had of late taken its place in a corner.

Now that Christine could sit up for a half hour daily, she held
a sort of levee of the girls, who came in if only to press her hand,
and, with glad. smiles, to rejoice at her recovery; by degrees, as
she grew stronger, and could bear the excitement without injury,
their calls became longer, and their visits to that room quite en-
livened it. Christine, yet pale, but smiling her quiet, pleasant smile,
and speaking in the olden, gentle voice, received new life from the
buoyant spirits, merry chat, and gay laughter of her family, who,
in their turn, found this room a very pleasant place. To none did
it seem pleasanter than to young Dr. Russell, who, at the request
of a cousin of his, a female physician, who had been in attendance
upon Christine, had, when her disease was at the worst, been
called to a consultation; he had approved of the course pursued
by his cousin, and had made some suggestions which had proved
highly beneficial, and though he had given up the case again into
her hands, he called very often tosee the patient, and, as she
grew better, his visits, instead of becomingless and less frequent,
increased greatly in number and in length. He was a young and
highly intelligent man, agreeable and companionable, and his
daily call very pleasantly interrupted the monotony of Christine's
quiet life; for, to one who had so long been engaged every nio-
ment in some employment, this listless sitting with folded hands
in her chair, was very wearisome, and she had not, as yet, strength
to do anything else.
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She began to wait with no inconsiderable impatience for the
coming of Dr. Russell, with his frank, pleasant smile, and that
cordial grasp of her hand, and cheery voice that always struck so
pleasantly on the ear. He was one of those genial natures, so
blessed with a superabundance of life and health that they seem
to impart a share of it, unconsciously, to others; nor did Christine
alone watch for his coming.

Rosa knew his ring, his footstep, and listened for both as
impatiently as did her aunt, though she never expressed, as did
Christine, her wonder at his delay if the usual hour slipped by
without his appearance. When he did come her eyes sparkled,
her color went and came, and, without saying much, she seated
herself near Christine in her low seat, and bent over her sewing,
listening with interest to the conversations between the Doctor
and her aunt, stealing an occasional glance at the broad, white
brow, and searching blue eyes of the young man, who sat in an
attitude of careless grace, talking, and smiling those sweet- smiles,
that gave at once so arch and so honest an expression to his face;
he was not I handsome; his figure, though muscular and well-de-
veloped, was rather below than above the medium height; his hair,
though by courtesy called auburn, verged on the red, and his
features were large and irregular, but there was that about him
that attracted one unconsciously; he was gentlemanly in his man-
ner, yet that was not the charm that drew one almost irresistibly
towards him-it was the genial expression of the whole man-a
consciousness that one felt that he was noble, kind, honest, and
thoroughly good; yet he was not one of the gentle spirits;. he was
firm and decided; every motion declared it; his quick, emphatic
manner of speaking, his firmly-compressed lip, his flashing eye, all
betrayed the decision of his character,

All this Rosa felt, rather than knew, from any observation of his
features, for rarely did she steal a glance from under her heavily-
fringed eyelashes, without encountering his half-mirthful, half-se-
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rious blue eyes resting upon her, and at once she would apply her-
self to her work, a vivid blush would flit over her transparent
cheek, and her black eyes would again fall upon the long seam she
was sewing.

She looked very pretty in her brown dress, her white and rounded
arm showing itself occasionally in her open sleeve, as she moved
it in her work ; her little foot, in its tiny slipper, peeping out from
the folds of her dress, and her golden curls, half-hiding, half-reveal-
ing the delicately-chiselled features, and the transparent purity of
her complexion, with the occasional smiles that lurked around her
rosy mouth, as she listened to the conversation between Christine
and the Doctor.

It was evident that Dr. Russell thought her a very charming
study, for his eyes followed her every motion; he read in her
varying expression the thoughts that passed in her mind, and ad-
mired the enthusiasm that sparkled in her eye, and flushed her
cheek, when the theme was of a high and noble character, and the
blushing modesty which succeeded to the glow of enthusiasm as
she recovered herself, and returned to the present.

Her untiring devotion to her aunt, her gentleness, her unobtru-
sive, but never-failing attention to the wants of the invalid, had
first attracted his notice; her beauty pleased his eye, but her love-
liness of character touched his heart, and, even before he would
acknowledge it to himself, her face and figure would intrude itself
into his thoughts, even when immersed in studies of dry and long-
named bones. He had at first attempted to deceive himself into the
belief that it was only the pleasure of an intellectual feast, such as
the society of Christine afforded him, that led to his frequent
visits; but the restlessness he had felt, and the constant watching
of the door, when Rosa had not been present, as had occasionally
happened, quickly proved to him that the sight of that fresh,
young face had much more to do with his enjoyment of the call
than he had imagined, and once certain that he loved Rosa, he
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began anxiously to ask himself what were his chances of being
loved in return.

He began to linger longer in the hall when he went out, accom-
panied as he 'always was by Rosa, and took a long time to tell her
of the little things that Christine might require ; by degrees- he
introduced other topics, and Rosa found herself cherishing in her
memory the words, and glances that said more than words, in
those brief tste-d'-,tstes.

On one -occasion he had asked her for a rose, in a half-
sportive, half-serious way, and when she gave it. to him, with
averted face, and flitting blush, he could have clasped her in his
arms; he had pressed her hand at parting, and that pressure Rosa
felt long after her hand had fallen from his strong clasp, and in a
kind of intoxication, a glow of happiness, of which she hardly
knew the cause, she had seen him place the bud in his button-hole,
and listened to his footsteps as he hastened away.

Christine saw nothing of this. Rosa had already had many
admirers, but she had acquiesced in her aunt's dismissal of them
with perfect indifference, and the idea of her really falling in love
never crossed Christine's mind.

"What a pity it is," she said, as Rosa entered the room, with
light steps and dancing eyes; "that so liberal a man as Dr.
Russell is in many respects, should be so opposed to our doctrines.
We must convert him, my Rosa."

"Is he so much opposed to them ?" asked Rosa, in a faltering
voice.

"Yes, he is indeed," replied Christine, "I drew him out the
other day, and he has no patience with the leaders of the movement;
he only tolerates me because of this Home of ours. The poor man
doesn't see that this, which he so much likes, is only the opera-
tion of that theory which is so distasteful to him."

"I am sorry," said Rosa, sighing deeply.
"And so am I," returned Christine, "but then so much the

greater will be our triumph if we add him to the list of believers,
and he is too much of a man, too candid and reasonable, not to
listen to our arguments; in fact I think he is already interested
more than he would like to confess in our views. What else
would bring him here so often, and lead him to converse so long
with me? There is not a doubt of it; he is becoming interested
in the subject, and the direct opposition of such a man, is a more
hopeful sign than indifference. Depend upon it, there is some
reason, aside from my health, that brings him here so often.

"Don't you think so, Rosa ?"
Rosa blushed. "I hope so," she said, then suddenly checking

herself, she blushed still more deeply, and added, "I mean I don't
know."

Christine laughed.
"You are answering at random, child," she said, "but I can

hardly expect you to feel so deep an interest in his conversion as
I do; you do not know him yet as I do, but I tell you, he is a
man of more than ordinary abilities, and will exert a gret
influence wherever he goes. He must; the very elements that
compose his character must make their mark on society and so
much the more important is it that he should be on the right
side."

"Yes," assented Rdsa, with another sigh; for she felt as if a
barrier had suddenly risen between herself and her now friend.
With these views on tl e subject he could not feel any interest in
one who-had been devoted to what he so much disliked, all her
life, and whose future was to be still one constant struggle for
the establishment of these views.

She was unusually silent, and Christine, who observed it, decided
that she was suffering now from the effects of her over-exertion
during her own sickness. She resolved to ask the Doctor on his
next visit if such was not the case. At his next call she did so,
and Rosa was directed to com n et the Doctor see her, though
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she declared. that she was quite well. As she stood. there, her
color coming and going, and the hand which Dr. Russell held
trembling in his grasp, while he counted her pulse, which was
beating with fearful rapidity, he thought he had never seen her
look so beautiful.

"She needs exercise," he said, "in the open air; riding would
be very beneficial; it would do you good too, my dear madam.
Will you not permit me to bring a carriage and have the pleasure
of taking you and your niece out for a short drive occasionally ?"

Christine willingly assented, and that very afternoon they drove
out together.

What a pleasant drive it was; out on Long Island, off the tire-
some noisy pavements, through the changing autumn woods, and
anon past quiet farm-houses and harvest-fields, inhaling the pure,
fresh air ; it was like being in the country again, and Rosa's dark
eyes spoke her delight. She grew merry, joined in the conversa-
tion, and her silvery laugh rang out often. Christine listened with
.dight equal to Rosa's own, and Dr. Russell was quite as happy as
the rest of the party.

Nor was this the only drive; many more followed it, and now
the Doctor came still oftener to the house; he brought books,
which he sometimes read aloud, for he was a very fine reader, and
which he often left for Rosa to read; then she must tell him what
she thought of them, and so he would sit a whole evening by her
side, drawing out her sentiments, looking at the passages which
she had marked as he had requested her to do, those that she
liked best, or listening to her sweet songs. She had learned many
of his favorites, and she was never weary of listening to what he
had to say of music or on any other theme.

Every time that Eugene Russell saw Rosa he discovered some
new charm, and she, in turn, was never so happy. as in his com-
pany. Unconsciously he became her oracle. Did she meet with
any passage in her reading which she did not clearly understand,
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it was to him she A ent for explanation; she asked his advice on
all subjects, from the care of her birds, or the nourishing of a deli-
cate plant, to higher matters, and listened with the greatest confi-
dence to his opinions on either subject. She unconsciously governed
herself by the expressions which she had heard from him. "Dr.
Russell likes this or that, or dislikes it," was enough to influence
her in her conduct. It was perfectly natural for Rosa to be
guided by those she loved, and as before she had been moulded
by Christine, so now she was influenced by Dr. Russell. As she
had studied all that Christine had wished, so now she applied her-
self to drawing and German, under Eugene's direction, and as
these studies happened to be suited to her tastes, she made more
rapid improvement than in her former devotion to logic and
rhetoric.

Dr. Russell was studiously polite to Christine; he respected
her as did every one who knew her, and listened with strict
attention to her views. She exerted herself to the utmost to
bring him over to her doctrines; she did not weary him with
long arguments, but took occasion incidentally to introduce the
subject, and at times flattered herself that she was in a fair way
to accomplish her object.

She was well pleased with the friendship existing between him
and. Rosa. "He is a valuable friend," she often thought, "and
the action of his mind on hers will bring out the strongest part
of her mental powers."

She had frequently spoken to him of her plans for Rosa, and
while she had done full justice to the qualities of her heart, she had
told him of the glorious destiny which she foresaw in the future
for her child. She had dwelt with enthusiasm on the victories
which Rosa would attain; the triumph over already mouldering
prejudices; the planting of the standard of equal human rights
on the temple of true and perfect liberty. On one such occasion
Eugene had listened quietly; at her close, he only glanced at
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Rosa, who, sitting at a table at a little distance, was mending a pair
of gloves for him; "I fear," he said, "that she will never accomplish
what you design for her. Long and intimately as you have
known her, I think you have mistaken her character ; she is a'
pretty, simple-heartedgirl, who is no more like you than the gentle
zephyr is like the strong wind that bends all before it. You were
made for a leader-she was made to be led."

"Dr. Russell," interrupted Christine, "you are mistaken. Rosa
is to the full as enthusiastic as I, on the subject of human rights.
Have you not seen her whole face lighted with ardor when I have
spoken of life and its aims? I assure you that her whole soul
is filled with the desire to obtain the high prize set before her."'

" That may all be very true," answered Dr. Russell, "but it
only proves my former assertion. She is only echoing your senti-
ments; you have led her into this way, and she follows your foot-

steps. She loves you most sincerely, and whatever you say she
accepts as truth."

Christine shook her head.
"You do not understand .her," she said. "Men' never can

understand such characters as hers. You always associate weak-
ness with gentleness. You cannot understand bow all the sweet
womanly virtues, and feminine graces can so entwine about a

fixed purpose, that it is hidden from sight-yet it is there ; the
basis on which all rests, and which underlies.the whole character.
So it is with Rosa. I have not led her arbitrarily into a field, and
bid her work there; I have only taken her by the hand and

placed her upon a -summit, from which she could see all that was
to be -done, and with full purpose she has resolved to enter the
vineyard, and to work while God gives her strength to do so."

Her eyes flashed as she spoke.
" Oh, Dr. Russell," she said, "all my hopes are centered in that

young girl; not only do I love her for all her sweetness of dis-

position, her thousand home virtues, that one must live with her

to discover, but for her enthusiasm, her self-devotion to a cause
in which she has nothing selfish to gain, and perhaps much to
lose; for this I feel a pitying tenderness towards her, and as I look
on that fair young head, with its wealth of sunny curls, I grow
sick at heart sometimes, fearing that the martyr's crown may
encircle it. But no, no; 'it is the laurel wreath that she shall
wear. The worst of the conflict is over-she shall enter into its
gains.

Her eyes rested on Rosa, as she spoke, with a glance of the
purest affection, not unmingled with pride, as she saw her in
imagination crowned with the laurel wreath, and heard in the
distance, the acclamations that would swell at her triumphant
coronation as the benefactress of her sex.

Nothing could have been greater than the contrast between the
two women at that moment. Christine with kindling eye and
lofty expression, looking like some inspired prophetess wrapt in
visions of the future, and Rosa, quiet, placid, and calm, sitting at
her work with downcast eyes and unruffled face, as-if wholly
absorbed in her trivial employment.

With a feeling half of triumph, half ,of pity for Christine,
Eugene looked on Rosa.

"Yes," he said, with a comic smile, "she looks like a second
Joan of Arc--a fit leader for an army, ready to do or die."

"Pshaw !" replied Christine, impatiently, "she might not, I
admit, choose to don the armor like that heroine. She might
perhaps shrink from leading an army, but she has that within her
that might make her a second Godiva, ready to do and suffer all
for the good of those about her; she is naturally retiring, and
extremely sensitive, but she is aware that these are faults, and tries
to overcome them; in truth they are more faults of her physical
than of her mental organization. She has shrunk from public
speaking, and I have not wished her to commence her public
life too early, but now she is about to make her d6but; she is to
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deliver an address next week, and I doubt not, will be eminently
successful."

Dr. Russell bit his lip; at this moment Rosa approached, saying,
"Your gloves -are all in order now," and at the same time she

extended them to him; he took them coldly, thanked her almost

without glancing at her, for he felt really angry. Yet what right
had he to feel so? le had known all the time that Rosa was

destined for a lecturer; why should he feel surprised or offended

that she was to begin her course?
Rosa felt his coldness, though she did ,4ot know its cause; she

turned pale, and without a word took a seat near Christine.

"I have just been telling the Doctor,7' said her aunt, "that you
are going to lecture next week."

Rosa was silent, and Christine continued, "It would give us

both great pleasure to see you there. Will you go ?"

"No!' exclaimed Eugene, shortly, and in a voice of suppressed

passion.
Tears rushed to Rosa's eyes; she drew back in the shadow of

her aunt's chair, and by a strong effort subdued her emotion.

Christine only broke into a merry peal of laughter.

"Then you won't lend your countenance to any such heinous

proceeding," she said; "you will have neither part nor lot in the

matter. But you will think -better of it, my dear Dqctor; I'll

venture to say that we shall see you in the front seat that very

evening, for curiosity is not exclusively a feminine trait, though it

has been generally conceded that woman has the lion's share of it;

besides, you will want to see how Rosa succeeds."
"It would be no gratification to me, to see Miss Rosa standing

before a mob of people, even if cheered and applauded by them,"'

returned Eugene, coldly.
Christine looked hurt. -

"Ihad given you credit for more friendship than such a remark

would seem to indicate," she said. "I had supposed that you

would have felt some interest in Rosa's success, in the career for
which she has been destined, and which she is about to enter, even
if you did not agree fully with her in the sentiments which she is
to spend her life in establishing. I had thought, too, that of late
your views on that subject had undergone considerable modifica-
tion-that you were beginning to see that there was some truth in
our theory, that we were not wholly in error."

"I am very sorry," returned Dr. Russell, "if I have misled you
with regard to my sentiments; if I have done so, it has been
entirely unintentional. You have treated me very kindly ; I have
enjoyed my visits here very much, but if I have been admitted
under the false supposition that I was a convert to your doctrine,
or at all likely to be, it is due to myself as well as to you to
acknowledge that such is not nor will be the case, and after such
an open and candid avowal, which I would have made sooner, had
I supposed that you misunderstood me, should my calls here-
after prove unwelcome, I -will no longer repeat them."

He rose, bowed gracefully to Christine, and was about to
retire ; she waved her hand toward a chair.

"Take your seat again, my dear Hotspur," she said. "What
under the sun has led you on to such a rhodomontade, I haven't
the slightest idea, nor am I aware that any remark of mine could
have been construed into the notion, that your visits were agree-
able only because I hoped to make a convert of you. I am sure
that you do not need the assurance that neither Rosa nor I could
be so narrow-minded or illiberal, as to wish for no friends who do
not agree with us in all points.

"Just be calm now. Own that you misunderstood me-give
ie your hand, and let us be good friends again."

Eugene had in fact grown cooler, and saw that in his anger at
the announcement of Rosa's forthcoming lecture, he had really
allowed his passion to get the better of his judgment.

What earthly reason had he for feeling as he did, at the bare
15
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idea of her beginning the life-task, for which, as Christine said, she

had been educated. Unconsciously he had made far different plans

for her, and now that they were to be thwarted, he could not at once

wish her success in a cause which he felt would ruin all his hopes of

future happiness. But he was only making himself ridiculous, he

felt, by displaying his disappointment and chagrin, and therefore

he took the seat which Christine offered, and' endeavored to con-

trol himself. -
"Let us understand each other fully, now," he said. Let me

tell you just what are my views on the subject."

"Never mind it," said Christine. "Say no more. Let us agree

to disagree."
Christine,it is better that you know just what my opinions

are. I do not wish to sail under false colors. I want to be a fair

and open enemy."
Christine laughed.
" Well, then, open your batteries, and pour in a broadside if you

will. We never run from a fair challenge."
" Nor is this a challenge," replied Eugene. "It is rather a

declaration of my sentiments,"
"Very well, I am ready for that; it is my motto, as well as our

country's, 'We offer peace, ready for war.' But now for the decla-

ration."I
Rosa sat with folded hands in a bay-window, whither she had

withdrawn, and as she sat half-hidden by the rose-colored curtains,

she listened with breathless interest to what Eugene had said, and

waited to hear what more he had to say.
"I declare, then," said Eugene, "that I do agree with you in

your ideas about the better compensation of poor laboring women;

I believe that they should have more avenues of employment open

to them, as is. gradually taking place now. I believe there are laws

which are unjust, and I hope and believe that they will be altered

so that woman may be secured in many rights which are such in

reality, that they may not be rendered liable to have their earn.
ings taken from them by drunken and miserable husbands, and a
few other and kindred rights that are not yet given them.

" I admire the idea of your Home; and its practical workings are
no less admirable. I honor you for your devotion to it. Further,
I like the idea of female physicians ; I think they are needed, and
whenever I see a woman who is studying, I will assist her ais far
as is in my power, and will willingly testify to her skill and intelli-
gence if I can honestly do so; so far I agree with you. But I
have an utter abhorrence to a woman's stepping out of her sphere.
I think that the wish to vote, the claim to universal suffrage, is
based on sophistical arguments, and if granted would destroy all
the most beautiful part of woman's nature. I have a horror of
seeing women flushed with political frenzy, of seeing them en-
gaged in a scramble for office, electioneering, making stump-
speeches, and all that sort of thing. Faugh! it is disgusting. No
delicate woman could wish to enter on all this did she know what
she asked."

" My dear Doctor," interrupted Christine, "all that last part of
your speech is mere sentimental nonsense. If politics are what
you describe them to be, then is there all the more need of the
pure and delicate influence of woman, to raise them up to some-
thing like their true level."

"In truth, so there is," replied Dr. Russell, "but not as you
propose doing it. She can do nothing by stepping down into the

-mire but sully her white garments, but let her be educated, and,
be elevated so that her influence may be felt in the next genera-
tion. Let her remain in her true sphere, home, and do you say
that is a narrow one? What can she ask more than to mould
the character, to stamp the destiny, of a whole age?

Oh, Christine, who can tell the influence of a noble mother?
silent but powerful, constant, though imperceptible it goes on, till
finally the results, great and glorious, of the labors of- the pure and
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true woman, are made manifest. The greatest men that the earth
has ever known, have had noble mothers, to whom they are in-

debted, not only for life, but for all the higher and purer parts of

their nature. The women of Sparta are as renowned in history as
her sons, and in our own time what do we not owe to the mother

of Washington? What true woman would not rather have done

her work, quiet and unostentatiousas it was, than to have enjoyed
the glory of an Elizabeth; the life of one was simple and retired;
that of the other brilliant, indeed, but one died, and her influence

was and is, felt by a great nation, even to this day; the other died

also, and all her glory died with her, her sceptre passed into the

weak hands of the imbecile son of a weak mother, and the march

of progress was at least arrested. The aims of one were selfish,

of the other unselfish. One was the true mother, the other, the

great monarch ;-as women, as patriots, who would hesitate as to

which was the greater ?"

He paused, and Christine said, softly, "This, too, is one of our

aims, to make woman what she should be, to rouse her to a sense

of her high destiny; all this we would do, and not leave the other

undone. For this high calling have I spent my time, my talents,

thus far, and, God helping me, so will I do till I die, and with the

same spirit has my Rosa entered upon a like duty, not expecting

to find her path all flowers, but undaunted by the thorns on which

she must tread, she has resolved to press forward. God bless her

for her self-sacrifice. Will you not, with me, bid her God speed

on her way ?"-

Dr. Russell's eyes flashed. "No," he said. "Not so do I look

upon it, and seeing it as I do, feeling that I would sooner see a

wife or sister of mine laid in her coffin, with her hands folded on

her breast, than entering on such a career, I could not utter

words of encouragement to one in whom I feel so deep an
interest."

Rosa pressed her hands tightly over her heart, and grew even
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paler, but said nothing. Christine, too, was silent, and Dr. Russell
continued:-

"Do not construe my words into disrespect to you, Christine.
You have proved yourself a true woman; misguided as I may
think you in some respects, I honor your sincerity, your loftiness
of purpose, and the work that you have done will live after you.
Your name will be handed down to posterity, not by your strug-
gles for political rights for your sex, but by your successful efforts to
save the poor and homeless, to open doors for their livelihood, and
to make them true women like yourself. I respect and admire
you, not as a talented Woman's Rights lecturer, but in spite of it;
and now," he said, as Christine still remained silent, taking her
hand, and raising it to his lips, "after this candid expression of
my views, can we still remain friends ?"

"And why not ?" asked she, cheerfully. "Perhaps some day
we may be nearer alike than now in our views. I respect honesty
of conviction, and freedom of opinion in others as I claim both
for myself.

Good night then, Christine," he said, rising. I thank you
for your continued friendship. Good night, Miss Rosa," he con-
tmiued, approaching her, and taking her hand, but letting it fall
immediately, without that warm pressure with which he usually
held it. She raised her eyes to his face, it was cold and stern,
and with a heavy heart she saw him turn away.

Christine was unusually silent after Dr. Russell's departure,
and Rosa was secretly rejoiced at her taciturnity, for she felt in
no mood for conversation. As they parted for the night, Chris-
tine, folded her in her arms, and pressed her to her heart in the
fondest mannner.

" God bless you, my sweetest flower, my precious darling," she
said, as she released her at last, and retired.

That night Rosa's pillow was wet with tears. She felt that all
was over between Eugene and herself-the beautiful dream had
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faded, the consciousness that she was beloved, that had made earth

so bright to her, had died out, and she was left to grope in the

darkness. She was very unhappy. She shrank from the course

which, not many months ago, she had looked upon with enthusi-

asm; she felt that she was unfit for the destiny to which she had

been devoted; she had a vague, terrible foreboding that, when

she stood before that audience, her lips would unclose, and no

sound would issue from them; she pictured herself thus, her own

humiliation and Christine's disappointment and sorrow. She

could not sleep; she paced the floor till she grew weary, then she

crouched in a large easy-chair, and waited for the morning. She

thought of Eugene, of his cold look, his careless grasp of her

hand, and her heart ached as she felt that he no longer loved her.

Had she not deceived herself all the time in imagining that he did

care for her? She reviewed the past, his many little kind acts, and
glances that had spoken more than acts. How happy she had

been-and now-she groaned aloud.
She thought of her future life, when Christine would be taken

from her, and she would be left in this great world alone. Alone!

She shuddered as the realization of her desolation /came over her.

"And I am so young," she murmured, "I must live so many
weary years."

She chid herself for her weakness, but she could not overcome

it. She sank back in her chair, pressed her hands over her eyes,

and wept softly and quietly. Hers was not a stormy nature to

be shaken violently by the passions, but with a weary melancholy

that was almost despair, she gave herself up to her sorrows.

It was her first real grief-her life had hitherto been so calm

and bright that she had known sorrow only in books, and had felt

only a pleasing sadness at its' recital-now she was unprepared for

it. Christine had so shielded her from every evil that she was the

more overcome by this blow.
' Eugene, too, was restless and miserable. Was this the end of

it all? he bitterly thought. Yet, what else could he expect from
the pupil of Christine Elliot? Had she not been more than mo-
ther to her, and had she not, from the very first moment after she
came under her care, instilled into her mind the principles which
she herself held sacred, and taught her to look forward to no other
future than that of a champion of these all-important claims ? He
chid himself for his own folly; had he not know# all this from
the first. What madness had it been to allow himself to fall
so deeply in love with her. How could he hope to undo the teach-
ings of years?

By turns, he was angry with her, with himself, and with Chris-
tine ; then he would resolve to forget her. He would never
marry a Woman's Rights lecturer, even would she be willing to be-
come his, which, he hardly dared hope; he tried to think of her
as a bold, unblushing woman, and so steel his heart against her;
but that slight, shrinking figure, that sweet young face, so quickly
covered with blushes at every emotion, that beautiful eye, soft, yet
bright, that sunk before his ardent gaze, rose before him, and he
knew that she was as modest and retiring as she was lovely.

That sad, anxious glance of hers, as he had bid her a cold good-
night, haunted him, sometimes thrilling him with joy, as he hoped

that he was not indifferent to her, and again making him more
angry with her than ever, that she should, after all that he had
said, still persist in her chosen career. - He resolved that he
would not visit her again, and for some days he kept his reso-
lution.

Rosa waited, hoping that he would come; she listened, in a
fever of excitement, to every ring at the door-bell, only to be dis-
appointed again and again. She watched at the window, to see
if he did not pass by the house, at least, but he did not make his
appearance, and, with a sigh, she would turn away. ,

Christine perceived Rosa's unhappiness, for she was not skillful
in hiding her feelings, and to her aunt's watchful eye every change
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in her countenance was familiar; but if she suspected the cause of
her low spirits, she did not appear conscious of it-she was more
than usually affectionate, she cheered her as to the success of her
lecture, she told her of her own feelings at the time she first ad-
dressed an audience, she set her to tasks which occupied her
so completely that she had little time for reflection, but all her
efforts were ifl vain to bring back the bright smiles to her darling's
face. She longed to take her to her heart and lead her to speak
of her troubles, but she respected her feelings too mucb to try to
pry into them, though she could have done so, and she waited
with no little anxiety for Rosa's confidence. For the first time,
she had a secret which she withheld from her more than mother.

I
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V

CHAPTER XXXVIT.

ALL'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL.

IT was evening-all day long had Eugene Russell felt an irre-
sistible impulse to visit the Home, to see Rosa once more. "We
can be friends," he said to himself, "if nothing more; and the
sudden cessation of my visits might, perhaps, betray my secret ;"
so endeavoring to excuse himself, in this way, for the call he
was about to make, he threw aside the London Lancet, which he
had held in his hand for some time, but in which he had read but
little, and hastily exchanging his dressing-gown and slippers for a
more suitable street costume, he was speedily on his way.

It was a pleasant, but cold October evening; the stars were
shining brightly, and the streets through which he passed were a
blaze of light; crowds of people were thronging to the different
places of amusement, and if, here and there, a pallid face and hag-
gard look was to be seen in that crowd of smiling and gaily-
dressed people, if a hand was extended for alms to those who
were spending so much on their own gratification, as they swept
by, it was only as if a dark shadow had, for an instant, fallen on
the path, and was speedily forgotten.

Eugene heeded them as little as the rest of the crowd through
which he passed; he was wrapped in his own reflections, imagin-
ing Rosa all smiles, brilliancy, and animation, at the result of her
dsbut in public life, for she had delivered her first lecture, and bad
been eminently successful ; her youth, her extreme beauty, and the

15t
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grace with which she had delivered her Address, even more than
the esay itself, had charmed her audience, and Christine read the
comments of the press with more anxiety, and listened to the
praises and congratulations of friends with more delight than she,
had ever felt for herself. Rosa, too, had seemed more like herself;
she could not but feel gratified that she had passed though the
ordeal so successfully; but. amid all the kind words that fell on
her ear, one voice was wanting; one word of commendation from
Eugene would have been of more value to her than all the
praises lavished upon her, and that word she would never hear;
she had incurred his displeasure, she had forfeited his friendship,
she had lost his love. In the midst of all her success her heart
ached. Oh, what was the value of this hollow triumph ? she asked
herself. What did she care for fame, if underneath it all she must
always bear this unsatisfied, restless heart ? She felt at times, too,
self-reproach for what she deemed her hypocrisy, for, alas! her
heart was not in her work; she was not sustained, as was Chris-
tine, by the ardor and enthusiasm with which she entered into the
eause-unlike her aunt, her whole soul was not enlisted in it.
She was very unhappy, though she did not wish to distress Chris-
tine by her sadness, and tried to overcome it, or at least to hide
it from her aunt.

On this evening she was alone-Christine had left home that
morning, to go some distance to deliver a lecture before a lyceum;
she would be absent for two or three days, and during that time
Rosa was to commence a second lecture.

Literary labor was rather distasteful to her ; had it not been for
her great affection for Christine, and her desire to do all in her
power to gratify her, she would long since have given it up, but
she devoted herself faithfully to her task now as heretofore; she
had toiled all day, till weary and dispirited as evening approached,-
she laid aside pen and paper, carefully Arranged all that was.dis-
orderly in the room, and having had the fire replenished, threw
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herself, exhausted in body and mind, on a sofa. She was very
lonely without Christine, and very sad; at last she could no longer
restrain her emotion ; she wept softly 4nd quietly, till, somewhat
relieved by her tears, she .fell asleep. She was still lying there
when Dr. Russell was ushered in by the servant, who knew him
well, and knew that he was one of the privileged few admitted
to Christine's private sitting-room, so merely informing him that
he would find Miss Rosa within, she opened the door and
turned away.

Dr. Russell at first thought the room was empty; as he glanced
around, his eye rested on the sofa where Rosa was lying; the gas
was low, and the fire-light fell on the figure of the girl, lighting it
up with its red glow; he walked softly towards her, and gazed in
breathless silence on the beautiful picture. Her attitude of per-
fect unconsciousness was graceful in the extreme-; one little foot
peeped from out the drapery of her dress, and one hand fell at her
side, while a book which she had evidently been reading had
slipped from her grasp to the floor; her head was partly sup-
ported by her other hand, while her sleeve, which had fallen back
from its position, displayed her bare arm, white, rounded, and
polished, gleaming through her golden curls, which, escaping from
their confinement, fell in graceful clusters on the sofa-pillow which
supported her head; her expression was sad, a tear gemmed her
dark and long eye-lashes, which swept her transparent cheek,
and a deep-drawn breath, that was almost a sigh, parted her lips
at intervals; she looked like a child who had sobbed itself to
sleep, and who even in its dreams has not quite forgotten its
sorrow. A faded rose-bud drooped on her breast, and as-he looked
at her, he sighed; she too looked like a -fading flower, yet never
had Eugene seen her looking so lovely; her expression touched
his heart; he longed to have the right to take her in his arms, to
waken her with a kiss, but not for worlds would he have done so;

her innocent beauty filled him with a feeling that was almost akin Ij
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to awe; he resolved at first to' steal out of the room softly, that

she might not feel embarrassed on her waking, but he reflected

that the servant had probably told Christine of his arrival, and
that she would be in presently, so that his abrupt departure would

strike her as singular, and he therefore seated himself in an easy--
chair, taking the book which had dropped from Rosa's fingers; to
read until Christine appeared. It was the Bible, a small and well-

worn copy, and here and there passages were marked in pencil; he
looked upon it with reverence, for he felt as if he had a glimpse
into that pure young girl's heart.

He sat there lost in a revery, not reading, but resting his head

upon his hand, thinking seriously and profoundly. Christine did

not of course come in, and buried in his own reflections, he had

almost forgotten that he expected her, when Rosa suddenly opened

her eyes; she started as her eye rested on the young man oppo-
site, who, with bowed head and downcast looks, did not appear
conscious of her presence; she had been dreaming of Eugene,
and now she could hardly persuade herself that his actual pre-
sence there was not a part of the illusion. She looked again; it

was certainly he, how long had he been there ? She blushed

painfully, hesitated for a moment, then rose and approached

him.
He looked up, saw her confusion, and hastily informed her that

he had just come in, a few moments since, that he had expected

Christine every instant, and apologized for his intrusion.

Rosa blushed still deeper, but replied, "My aunt is out of town

for a few days; she has gone to deliver a lecture." She stopped
short, the mention of a lecture recalled her own, and with crim-

soned cheeks, neck, and brow, she sat down in the chair which

Eugene offered her.
He was silent, for he knew not what to say, and she felt that he

too was thinking of the subject that occupied her ; his silence

fell heavily on her heart, she could bear it no longer. With a
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great effort she, with a forced smile and faint attempt at gayety,
said,

"I too have lectured, as you doubtless know, have you come to
offer your congratulations on my success ?"

He looked at her with a reproachful glance.
"Rosa," he said, in a voice of minglsd sorrow and tender-

ness.
That glance, that tone was more than she could endure; her

lip quivered, her chest heaved, and she burst into tears.
At the sight of her sorrow all Eugene's resolutions vanished, all

his stoicism melted; in an instant he was at her side, holding her
hand, telling her of his love, soothing her gently, speaking fond
words of endearment, while she still wept, and said nothing, but
allowed her hand to rest in his clasp. Gradually her sobs ceased,
as she listened, with downcast eyes and beating heart, to the ten-
der words he spoke.

"Rosa, speak to me," he said; "dearest, loveliest tell me that I
may hope for a return of the affection I feel for you."

Rosa lifted her eyes, liquid and tender, to his face with a smile
that thrilled to his very soul, like the sun "clear shining after
rain," and in a moment she was pressed to his heart while he
called her his bride, his wife.

She gently withdrew from his embrace, and seated herself on a
sofa.

"It seems like a dream," she said, softly; "I am afraid every
moment that I shall wake and find it one."

Eugene's eyes sparkled *ith delight at these words; he threw
himself on an ottoman near her, and looked at her with his whole
soul in his eyes. He watched her every motion, admired her
every charm, and the thought that she was his, made her loveliness
doubly delightful in his eyes.

"Rosa, darling," he said, "if I were a severe creditor I should
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exact heavy payment now from you, for you have made me

very wretched for a few days past; as it is, I must be paid, let me

tell you how," and he drew her closer to him.

She smile and blushed, but withdrew her hand from his.

"I too have been unhappy," she said, softly; "I owe you noth-

ing. Ah, you were cruel to treat me so-to torture me so with

the thought that I had lost your friendship, just on account of

that unlucky lecture."
At these words Eugene's countenance changed. He rose, and

standing before the girl, said;:

" Rosa, I have told you that I love you, as I do, better than my

own s ul, but let us understand each other; dearly as I love you,

and hard as it will be to tear myself from you, yet never can I

consent to your pursuing the course, as my wife, for which you

have been destined by your aunt.

" Rosa, my wife must live for me-her heart must be wholly

mine. 'I could not endure it, to see her sacred name bandied

about in the journals, to hear it sneered at by brutal men, to have

her loveliness the bait to attract crowds to see her and hear her

speak."
He ground his teeth as he spoke.

" Rosa, all these visions of fame, all this fever of ambition, all

these enthusiastic dreamings of future revolutions in society to

be brought about by you, must, be given up, if you become my

wife. You must be content to remain in the narrow sphere of

home, to preside over the common household affairs, to discharge

those duties which every woman, who assumes the position of

head of a family, should be proud to attend to, and oh, Rosa,

never has a wife been respected, cherished, or loved as -you shall

be. In place of a world's admiration, I offer you a husband's true

and devoted love. In place of a life-long struggle for a niche in

the temple of fame, which cannot bring happiness even should
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you gain it, I offer you the shelter of a quiet home-a home
which, though humble, it shall be my study to make a happy one.
Can you be content with this ?"

He pauses, and Rosa began in a faltering voice,
"I love you very, very dearly, Eugene; to gratify your wishes

I would do much, but "-
He interrupted her,
"I know what you would say," he exclaimed, almost fiercely;

"I ought to have expected it. What else could. I look for in
Christine Elliot's pupil! Fool that I was to imagine that so pal-
try a thing as a manly and devoted heart could compensate for
the thwarting of an ambitious woman's plans\!

"You love me, but not as well as notoriety ; you would gratify
my wishes, but not at the expense of your own inclinations; you
would, perhaps, consent to become my wife, if at the same time
you might still devote yourself to the public; you have tasted the
honeyed cup of flattery, and it is too sweet to put aside for the
wholesome but sometimes unpalatable counsel of a true friend.

"When did an ambitious woman ever hesitate to trample love
under her feet if, by so doing, she could ascend higher? What
does she care that a bleeding heart lies beneath her if, by making
it a stepping-stone, she gains a higher foothold in her rugged
path.

"How could I expect you to descend into the hum-drum reality
of common life after having entered the whirl and excitement of
a public career? ' The sacrifice is too great; you will not admit,
even to yourself, the true reasons for your disinclination to sink
into a quiet home ; you will declare that you are a victim to your
duty; you will stop all self-reproaches with the idea that you are
-a second Iphigenia, ready to be immolated; you will assert that you
are called to a wider field-that there are aims and aspirations
which you have no right to check. -

"I know it all. Soare me the enumeration of it from your lips.
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You are standing now where two paths diverge; ambition and
love are before you, and you have chosen-one must be sacrificed,
and you have made your selection.

"Rosa, farewell.; you have not only destroyed my own but your
future happiness also. Believe me, ambition is a syren that
charm only to destroy. But why do I waste words. It is all in
vain."

He turned away as if to go, but Rosa sprang forward and laid
her hand upon his arm. That touch subdued him. Many times
during his rapid speech she had essayed to interrupt him, but he
would not hear her, and now she began in a tone of the deepest
earnestness, and with eyes filled with tears,

"Eugene, how entirely you have misunderstood me. You talk of
my sacrifices; how little you know my heart. Eugene, to be your
wife, to be the sharer of your home, however humble, to toil for
and with you, to be all in all to you, do you call this a sacrifice?
It would be to me perfect happiness. I confess it. I could ask
nothing more for myself.

"I shrink from public life. I was not made to lead the way in a
great cause, however much I may believe in its truth. I have long
felt my incapacity. I have long seen that I was unfit, for the place
for which I was destined. I have hoped and prayed that I might
not be obliged to assume it, and how gladly, did I only consult
my own feelings, would I embrace the fate you offer me, the beau-
tiful lot, too bright and tempting for me to hope it may be mine.
Not for myself do I hesitate ; not even, as you supposed, for the
lofty aim of being a benefactress to my sex; not from ambition,
for I have no higher one than to share your fate, be it glad or sor-
rowful, but for my more than mother, Christine."

Her every word bore the stamp of sincerity, hereyes spoke
volumes of trusting love, as she went on,

"She has been everything to me. She took me#when a child,
from the midst of sin and sorrow, and with untiring care, and

never-failing love, she has cherished me in her heart. She has
made my life very happy; she has devoted herself to me; in me
she loves not only the child she has reared, but in me, also, all her
hopes centre.

"She is a noble, a glorious woman. When I look upon her
sometimes, as her face is eloquent with enthusiasm, I feel as if
she were something higher and holier than a mere mortal. She is
a second Miriam, and, like her, fit for the great task of leading on
a people, careless and indifferent to their own good, into 'the
promised land. She hopes that I shall take her place. Ah me,
I, poor, weak little being, to take her place! I should faint by the
way; I feel it, but I cannot tell her so. Should I fail her it
would break her heart. Should I not be ungrateful, after she
has spent so many years on me, nurtured me, educated me, loved
me, did I desert her, and the place which she has all her life
struggled to able me to reach ? Eugene, I love her scarcely less
than I do'you; the struggle is not between love and ambition, but
between my love for my mother and for you. Alas! my heart
pleads for you, but gratitude, no less than love, draws me in the
opposite direction. What shall I do? What ought I to do? I
cannot trust myself to decide."

"1Forgive me for my injustice," said Eugene, pressing her to his
heart. "I understand you now, and I honor you for your tender
regard for Christine's feelings, but because she has shielded you
during your past life, she has no right to make you miserable for
the future. She can have no higher claim on you than I. Does
not your own precious Bible tell you that, you "shall leave father
and mother and cleave unto your husband ?" It is your duty to,
become my wife. Be mine, best, loveliest; with her consent if
she will give it, but if not, without it."

" Oh, Eugene," cried Rosa, in a tone of the deepest sadness.
"Can it be that you counsel me to such a course? What but un-
happiness could result from a union such as you propose, without
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the consent of my more than mother? And could I so easily
shake.off the duty I owe her, what security would you have for
the discharge of my duties as wife? What respect could you-
feel for me, did I let my wishes so far lead me astray ? No,
Eugene, never will I be your wife without her consent."

"Rosa, suppose she should never grant it ?" exclaimed Eugene.
"Suppose she should forbid you even to see me?"

"It is my duty to obey her, Eugene; but she would not be so
unjust. She is kind-she is reasonable-she loves me. I can
trust my fate in her hands. When she returns, you can write her
or see her, and I, too, will tell her all. Leave me now, sear
Eugene, and do not come again till she returns. It would not be
right for me to receive you under the circumstances, without her
consent; you do not think it would be, yourself, do you, dear
Eugene ?" she asked, gently.

" Now you ask too much, my Rosa," he replied, playfully. "Do
you expect me to pronounce sentence on myself-to banish my-
self from her I love best? but do you say what you like, and
I am bound, like a true knight, to obey you; but take care, don't
be too severe. It will be my turn one of these days to retali-
ate."

"You invest me with absolute power then, do you ?" she returned,
with a bright smile. "Very well then, I will issue my commands in
true queenly style. Retire now from our royal presence, and do
not presume to return until summoned by royal mandate."

He bowed gracefully.
" As a mark of favor," she resumed, " Sir Knight, you may kiss

my hand," and she extended it to him.
"Oh, but that's too much, my princess," he said, pressing it

warmly. "I obey all the rest, but the hand savors of tyranny."
He pressed her to his heart again and again, and as he bade her
good night, he said:

"1I shall wait with the greatest impatience for Christine's return.
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I never knew before how great a loss her society would be to me.
Good night, my own Rosa," and he was gone.

With a happy smile she sat on the sofa, long after Eugene had
departed. She lived over again the scenes of the last few hours;
she contrasted her happiness with the sadness she had felt, when
she fell asleep; it was as if she had fallen asleep in a dreary
place, and had been transported into fairy-land.

One thought alone checked her joy. What would Christine
say ? She would- not allow herself to think that her decision
would be unfavorable. She treasured up every word she had ever
heard her utter in his favor, and resolutely banished all forebodings
of evil from her mind,

11
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CHAPTER XXXVIII-

LIFE-PLANS THWARTEb.

VERY pleasant dreams haunted Rosa's pillow that night, and
when she awoke in the morning it was with the blissful conscious<
ness that her dreams were only shadows of a still pleasanter
reality. With a light heart she set about the tasks which the
day before had been so distasteful to her, and she carolled scraps
of merry songs as she flitted about the house and garden. She
longed for, yet dreaded, her aunt's return, but not even the fear.-of
Christine's displeasure could over-cloud the sunshine of gladness
that filled her heart.

The day passed, and the next was nearly spent, and Christine
had not yet arrived. Eugene had not disobeyed Rosa's request;
he had not called, but he had written her several playful, tender

notes, telling -her that she had not forbidden his pen to talk to

her, even if he could not see. her.
Rosa was poring over these missives for the twentieth time,

sitting on a low seat, and reading them by the fire-light, when
she heard' a carriage stop at the door; in an instant she had
thrust the crumpled notes in' her pocket, ran to the door, and in
another moment was folded in Christine's arms.

"Oh, how glad I am to see you!" she cried, as shC led her aunt
to the cheerful sitting-room, and took off her outer garments.

"And I am as glad to see home and my Blossom again," returned

Christine. "This travelling by railroad is such weary business.
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I long to get out of this dusty travelling-dress, and into something
clean."

She rose as she spoke and entered her chamber, and Rosa left her
there to make her toilet. When she again entered the study the
fire was bright, the curtains drawn, the gas lighted, and on a
small table was spread a substantial supper. Rosa was just
setting a chair in readiness for her aunt.

"I knew," she said, "that your supper would taste better here
than in that great, lonely dining-room, and I knew that you must
be hungry after your long journey. Sit down now, dear auntie,
and taste of the toast. Isn't it good? I made it myself, and even
Martha owned that it was excellent."

"Everything is as nice as possible, Rosa, from the snowy table-
cloth and bright silver, down to the toast and tea, to say nothing
of this broiled chicken. You do credit to Martha's teaching, my
dear. You deserve a diploma as housekeeper."

Rosa blushed and smiled, and began to ask something about
Christine's tour.

It had been a very pleasant one; she had been kindly received,
treated with every attention, and had been listened to by a
crowded audience. "But, Rosa," she concluded, "everybody was
more interested in the Home, and its progress and success, than in
my theory and doctrines. But it is always so, the majority of
mankind cannot see the truth or importance of a theory, which,
when reduced to practice, they applaud. I have put a little in
practice, and they all express their delight; you shall do far
greater things, and receive a far greater meed of applause, as well
d§-a far greater amount of self approval, which is worth all the
rest. Yet I have labored with my might, in all singleness of
purpose, and why should I reproach myself, if I may not see the
restilts for which I had hoped. It is a human weakness to wish
to see the harvest in the field, where we have wearily toiled to
sow the seed, but if God wills that I should labor, and others
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enter into my labors, I must submit, and I can do so the more readily
since he has raised up so efficient a laborer in one so dear to me;

since he has granted to me to see who shall carry on the woik I

have begun. No, Rosa, I do not regret all the weary toil that I

have undergone, since it is to lighten your task."

Rosa listened to all this in silence. How could she speak the

words that would so quickly put to flight all those happy thoughts?

How could she tell her what a bitter disappointment to all her

cherishedplans her idolized daughter had prepared for her? Yet,

was she not playing the hypocrite in listening to these plans -with-

out a word ? Was it not wrong to allow her to continue another

moment in her delusion?

She felt that she must speak, and was upon the point of doing

so, when a rap was heard at the door, and a bevy of the girls came

to pay their respects to Christine.

" Let us go to the parlor," she said, "I wish to see all my chil-

dren ;" and Rosa followed her there, where, in the universal fes-

tivity and excitement that Christine's return occasioned, she had

no opportunity to say anything of a private nature. She dis-

patched a note to Eugene, informing him of her aunt's return, and

resolved on the morrow to acquaint her with all that had tran-

spired during her absence.

It was with rather a faint heart that Rosa entered the study the

next morning, with no settled plan as to how she would introduce

the subject, though she had been revolving a thousand different

methods, all of which she had as summarily dismissed as unsuita-

ble ; she was spared the trouble of further scheming by Christine,

who held up a letter as she entered, and smilingly said,

"Another is added to the list of your victims, Rosa; and who

do you think?, I could never have imagined. No less a person

than Dr. Eugene Russell avows his love for you in, to do him jus-

tice, a very well expressed and sensible love letter, as love letters

go, and asks my permission to address you. Who would have

thought it ?" she continued, gaily; "that he, of all men, who is so
strenuous an advocate for keeping woman in her much-talked of
sphere, should so far forget himself and his prejudices as to ask a
Woman's Rights lecturer to become his wife! Ah, well, 'to this
complexion must we come at last.' Love is a universal leveller, as
you can testify. High and low, rich and poor, believers and un-
believers,'radicals and conservatives, all bow before it and my Rosa.
But it is all in vain. Sighs and tears, vows and protestations, all fall
unheeded on your ear. Who would think, my dear, that, under
this exterior," and she laid her hand playfully on Rosa's shoulder,
" was hidden such an obdurate heart. Here is the letter," and she
extended it to her child.

Rosa took it and turned away, as if to read it, but, though she
looked at it for many minutes, and it was written in a plain, bold
hand, that the veriest child might have read, she knew no more of
its contents from its perusal than if she had been studying the
Egyptian lore of hieroglyphics. At last she folded it and returned
it to her aunt.

"Shall I reply to it, or will you, Rosa ?"
"You, if you please, dear aunt, as it is addressed to you."
"Very well," said Christine, turning to her writing-table, and

with her hand resting on the paper, while she held the pen in her
hand, she said,

"Shall I reply in the old stereotyped form, or, considering the
circumstances, which render this proposal rather different from its
predecessors, shall I vary a little from the usual acknowledgments
of the honor, etc., which soften the way to the bitter words of
rejection ?"

Rosa was standing behind her, and with downcast eyes, but
firm voice, she said: "You say tiuly, that this proposal requires a
different answer from any other which I have received; for, Aunt
Christine, I love Eugene Russell with my whole heart, and should
you give your consent to our union, nothing would be wanting to
my perfect happiness."

'4
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The pen dropped from Christine's fingers in her astonishment at
these words. She turned around and fixed her deep-searching
eyes on the face of the trembling, blushing girl who stood there.

"Rosa, my child,"- she exclaimed, "is it possible that I have
heard you aright? You would accept him! I must have misun-
derstood you."

"No, dearest aunt," replied Rosa, in a voice scarcely audible.
"It cannot be," persisted Christine, "that after devoting yourself

to the noble work upon which you have just entered, after reject-
ing again and again the offers of gentlemen whose wealth and
talents might have, indirectly, at least, aided the cause you have
professed to love, that you might the better discharge your duties
unfettered by selfish and private considerations, that you would
now deliberately give up all that you hold most sacred, and
become the wife of a man who has never disguised his hostility to
the cause with which you have identified yourself so recently.

"He is fascinating, I admit. He has made an impression upon
your fancy, but it is only a momentary infatuation, my Rosa, that
has for the time led you astray."

"No, dearest aunt, it is no mere fancy, no foolish and momen-
tary infatuation. I love him with my whole heart-better than I
do aught else on earith-better than I do my own soul"

" Better than youdo your duty, your God ?" interrupted Chris-
tine, sternly. "Alas! rash and misguided girl, you are not the
first one who has been led from the straight and narrow path of
the right by the syren voice of love, only to find too late that its
promises of happiness were delusive, that out of the path of duty
there is no peace or joy. But I am your mother, Rosa-I cannot
see you plunge recklessly into the wrong-I must hold you back-
and though you may think and call me cruel now, yet, hereafter,
you will thank me ; but even should you not do so, I shall have
the assurance that I have done my duty towards you."

" No, dearest .aunt, my more than mother, never shall I think
you cruel-never shall I doubt your love," said Rosa flinging her

arms round Christine's neck. "Whatever you may decide, you
will need no compulsion. I would never marry without your con-
sent. Believe me, I am not ungrateful for your care all these
years, or for your tenderness, that has so guarded me that I have
never felt the want of a mother's love. I would do nothing will-
fully to offend you.. Should you require it, I will promise not to
see Eugene, but I cannot promise not to love him,Jor that would
be out of my power. Oh, dearest aunt, did you never feel for
some one a love that was almost a species of idolatry, a love that
was all in all to you, so that with him you loved, you felt that no-
thing earthly could mar your happiness, and without him all earth's
joys were as nothing, and worse than nothing ? Oh, Christine, so
do I love Eugene. Yet, dearly as I love him, I will abide by your
decision, but before you pronounce sentence upon me, hear me."

Christine did not speak-she buried her face in her hands-
Rosa's words had brought back to her, in all their freshness, the
sorrows of her youth; the old, long-buried love that slumbered in
her heart sprang u, and again she felt, in all its bitterness, what
had been her loss. Rosa hardly observed her emotion; she threw
herself on the floor by her side, and taking her aunt's passive
hand, she went on:

"Long ago, before I ever saw Eugene, I had become painfully
-aware of my unfitness for the position for which you destined me.
I knew that my place was not in public. I knew that I could
never be what you hoped I might become. I am not, nor can I
ever be, like you. You are as far above me as the heavens are above
the earth. You can enter with enthusiasm and with power, on
the great work of revolutionizing society, and you can accomplish
great deeds; but I, though your ardor may carry me for a mo-
ment out of myself, when left alone can do nothing.

"I love all domestic duties-all that you deem drudgery. I am
fit only for home duties, for a humble private life. God has given
us different gifts, and when, disgusted with our own, we reach after

16

360 CHRIST' I NE 0



362 C H R IST IN E.

those of others, the result is only miserable failure. You can

write words that breathe, and utter them so as to move all hearts;
and I, how poor and pitiful are my efforts, even when you, with

your strong intellect, assist me. I am a little star that shines only

in the light reflected from you.

"I repeat it;. I am not fit to enter into the task set before me.

I do not wish tp-I would gladly withdraw from it.

"All this I felt long ago, but when I saw Eugene, when I loved

him as I do, how empty seemed such a life as I must lead, even

if I could do all that you pointed out to me as in my power. It

is selfish and weak, I know, but the love of Eugene is worth more

to me than the gratitude and praise of a whole people.

"You cannot with your great heart understand this-you do

not know what it is to be so selfishly engrossed in the love of

one."
"Rosa!" exclaimed Christine, "you know not what you are

saying. I, too, have loved as devotedly as you-I, too, have suf-

fered when my idol was taken from me; yet I entered the path
into which God had led me, and in it I have found, if not happi-

ness, at least peace."
"Ah me," sighed Rosa, "you could do this, but I am too weak.

I could not like you, do, I could only endure. But I will say no
more. I have told you all-you know my disinclination to the
work you have set before me, and my love for Eugene. My fate
is in your hands. I am your child. Do with me as you will."

Christine groaned aloud.-
"Is this the end of allV1" she said, sadly; "have all my life-long

struggles accomplished only this? What can I hope that I have
effected by my teachings, when the child of my love, on whose
infant and ductile mind I have instilled all my principles; to whom
I have looked as a proud example of what education could do; and
not only that, but to whom I was to transmit the task of carry-
ing on the yet scarcely begun work of destroying old prejudices
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and the establishment of our glorious doctrines, of instituting a
new era in society and in the history of woman, deserts me ?
What can I expect from others when she fails me, throws aside
as worthless all I have endeavored to teach her to hold sacred,
and cares nothing for the great principles the advocacy of which
I have all her life long led her to look forward to as her mission.

"I have struggled-I have toiled on, unheeding all opposition,
through scoffs, jeers, and the vilest abuse-and for what? ' What
have I gained? What good have I accomplished ! My life has
been a miserable failure !"

"Oh, dearest aunt, do not say so !" cried Rosa. "Is not this very
Home, within whose walls we now are, a lasting monument of
your good works? How many have you, saved from death and
worse than death! Where is not your name the synonym for all
that is good, pure, and self-sacrificing? Where are you not
honored and respected, even by those who were once your bitterest
enemies? And what do I not owe you? All a mother's love,
all the watchful care that has shielded me from every sorrow--and
I am not ungrateful. No, dearest mother, I will not fail you!
I will go on in the course for which you have destined me. It is
the least I can do to repay you, for all I owe you. You may
write to Eugene;" she burst into tears.

"Forgive me," she said, looking up with streaming eyes; "that
I cannot help weeping. It is not that I am unwilling to do what
you would wish, but I am weak-I cannot control myself now.
Let me shed these tears, for, though I am ready to do my duty, I
cannot help it, indeed I cannot. You will forgive me that I had
forgotten what I owed to you, will you not, and you will still
love your Rosa, dearest aunt."

Christine's answer was to clasp the girl to her heart, "And
could you think that I would accept the sacrifice of your young
life? Could you think that I would immolate you on the shrine
of my idol ? Oh, Rosa, how little you understood me. Not. firom
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love or gratitude to me would I accept what was denied to your
love of the cause. Not for worlds would I have you obey my
voice when no echo to its biddings was found in your own heart.

I would not have you take upon yourself so great a work unless

your whole heart was in it. Rosa, how could you so doubt my
love for you, as to think I could take advantage of the holiest

part of your nature to make you a slave to my will? Oh, Rosa, it
is a fearful thing to hold in your hands the destiny of another,
and that other one so dear to me as you have been, as you still

are and ever will be. It was your happiness and well-being alone

that I sought. I thought to do it in my own way. You have

convinced me that I was wrong. I had well-nigh in my blindness

wrecked your happiness. Forgive me, Rosa. May you be happy
with Eugene since you love each other, and may God bless you,
my darling. May you find in the man of your choice, not one

who will love you better than I have done, for that is impossible,
but one who will guide you better than I have been able to do."

She would have unwound the clasp of Rosa's arms around her

neck, but the girl still clung -to her.
" Oh, mother !" she cried. "Do not leave me. Do not banish

me from your heart. Never speak again as you have done of your
errors in my education. Never was there a more devoted mother,
never one dearer to her child, nor have you failed, sweetest mother,
in your teachings. You have Made me what I should never have

been without you. The influence of your pure, unselfish life

will never die out of my heart. God helping me, it shall never die

out of my life. There is a private, a secret, unobtrusive influence

which all may exert in behalf of the wretched and the erring,
against all that is wrong and unjust in society, and though God

has not given me the power or the will to do what you have done,

yet in my own narrower sphere all I can do shall not be left un-

done. Your life has not been in vain! Oh, how can you think

so when you look ot your children of this Home, and on your

Rosa? God grant that my life may be as rich in good works as
yours !

Christine pressed Rosa closer to her heart, and a tear fell on her
golden locks,

You do not think me ungrateful, sweet mother," said the girl,
looking up into her face.

"No, my Blossom," was the reply. "You have never been
wanting in love or obedience to me. You have ever beeti a duti-
ful child. You have not failed me, but our cause, and since you
could not devote yourself to it with heart and soul, perhaps it is bet-
ter to have discovered it before it was too late. Now, my dear,
let us say no more about it. I will write immediately to Dr.
Russell."

But Rosa still clung to her.
"Do you really love me as well as ever?" she whispered.
"Oh, my Blossom! My foolish child, is there any need to ask

that ?"

She kissed the girl tenderly, 'and gently withdrew from her
embrace.

"Then I am very happy," murmured Rosa, softly, as she seated
herself near her aunt, and watched the rapid movement of her
pen as she wrote. It was a brief letter and soon dispatched.

Eugene read it again and again ; it contained merely an appoint-
ment for an interview at the Home that evening, and study it as
he might, he could find nothing which he could construe, as either
favorable or unfavorable to his suit.
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CHAPTER XXXIX.

THE WEDDING.

IT seemed. as if the evening would never come, but come at last

it did, and at the appointed time Eugene was sealed alone with

Christine in the study.
"I have received your letter," began Christine, in a firm voice,

" and though I tell you frankly that you are not the one I should
have chosen for my child, had I wished her to marry, yet-" she

paused; the well-worded and.dignified speech which she had pre-
pared remained for ever unspoken; her voice trembled. "Dr.

Russell," she said, "it is a sacred trust that I repose in you. Oh,
be kind to my Rosa !"

He seized her hand, pressed it warmly, and replied: A

"Your trust shall never be betrayed. She shall be as the very
apple of my eye. How can I thank you enough for your confi-

dence ?"

Christine made no reply. She turned away, and touched a lit-

tle bell, spoke a few words to the servant who appeared, and in a

few moments, Rosa, all blushes and smiles, entered the room.
As she came in, and laid her hand softly in Eugene's, he could

have clasped her to his heart, but Christine's presence prevented
his obeying his first impulse, and he contented himself with a

warm pressure of the hand he held, and a few whispered words
that made her eyes sparkle more brightly, and her blushes more

vivid, as she took a seat near him.

Christine, on the opposite side of the room, sat with a book in
her hand, apparently quite engrossed in its contents, and her pres-
ence was soon almost forgotten by both Rosa and Eugene, as they
talked in a low voice together. Christine was not reading, or at
least, if she read, it was a page in her own heart's history. How
vividly did this scene recall to her, those delightful evenings with
Philip, when Julia had withdrawn from the group, as she was now
doing, and had been, like her, forgotten.

Where was Philip? Where had he been all these weary years?
In her turn now she had forgotten the presence of others ; in spirit
she was far away, and Rosa and Eugene still talked on in their
subdued tones.

Rosa had just concluded giving a brief account of her inter-
view with her aunt.

"I did not give you credit for so much courage, my Rosa,"
replied Eugene. "You dared to beard the lioness in her den, and
more wonderful still, you came' off not only unscathed but vic-
torious. I had no idea that she would give her consent so readily;
after all her air-castles for you, that she would look on and see
them all demolished."

"You do not know her as I do, Eugene. She is the most un-
selfish of mortals. It was, indeed, a severe blow to her-how
severe you can hardly realize, unless you remember that with all
her soul she has devoted herself to a cause which she holds sacred,
and she has depended on me to do all that she has left undone,
and must leave incomplete."

"She would have sacrificed you to her Moloch," interrupted
Eugene.

"Do not say so," replied Rosa. "She looked upon it as a con-
secration to the highest and purest life; when she found that to me
it was a sacrifice, she gave up all her cherished plans for the sake
of securing my happiness, though I know it was a bitter disap-
pointment to her. I placed my fate in her hands, and my con-
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fidence in her unselfish love was' not misplaced. Never say
again that no woman can sacrifice ambition to.slove. Has not
Christine done it ?"

"I will say no more," answered Eugene, " for it is one of
Woman's Rights to have the last word on any subject, and
heretic as I am, on some points, I believe fully in respecting that."

"But," urged Rosa, "I want you to understand, and love her
as I do."

"I honor and admire her now, and, I dare say, when I know
her better I shall love her-will not that content you ? At pre-
sent I am too much engrossed in one fair lady to have much
interest in others."

"Selfish man !" said Rosa, playfully.
"You, at least, since you are the cause of my fault, should not,

reproach me for it," rejoined Eugene, and then in a more serious
tone, he went on to speak to Rosa of the future, while she listened,
and neither thought of the flight of time.

Weeks passed, and though Christine could not so readily for-
get her severe disappointment, yet she tenderly loved Rosa, and,
the sight of her happiness did much to dispel her own sadness.

Preparations, too, for the wedding were going on, and in the

excitement -and bustle that attend upon such occasions, Christine

had but little time for reflection.
The appointed evening came at last. The ,house was brightly

illuminated, and crowds of people were assembled there, for not
only were the members of the family, of themselves no small party,
present, but many of those who had formerly been there, and who

had always felt a deep interest in all the occurrences at the Home, on

such an occasion as the marriage of Rosa, could not fail to be there.

Rosa looked very beautiful in her simple white dress, as she

received the congratulations of her friends, and Eugene gazed at

her with mingled pride and affection, as he, saw her graceful ease,

and listened to her playful words and silvery laugh.

It was an occasion of mingled sadness and joy to Christine;

she could but feel sad as she gave her darling to another, even

had she cherished no other designs for her, but she knew that

Eugene was a good and noble man, and the bitterness of her own

disappointment had somewhat passed away. She could but feel

happy, too,. when she looked around her, and saw not only her

protigies, but her father, her mother, Bessie and Mrs. Frothing-

ingham, as well as Helen and Mrs. Warner, all chatting together

pleasantly under her roof. Had she not, after all, much to be

grateful for? She had regained the love of those, who, for a time,

had been estranged from her; she had been enabled to triumph

over all the wrong done her-even to turn the evil into good, and

as she looked on the happy faces about her, and at/ Rosa's bright

smile, she felt that she had not lived entirely in vain, though she

had not attained what she had once hoped to see, the results of

her labors, her theory in successful operation.

Will Linton approached her as she stood lost in thought, and

began to talk to her. He looked careworn, as if life had been a

toilsome thing, and, in fact, so he had found it. He had struggled

long, and though he had both genius and talent, he had not been

fully appreciated. Poverty had been his constant companion, and

had it not been for the elastic temperament of his wife, he would

long since have yielded to despair-but she was as cheerful

as ever, though Christine drew from her the facts that they

were poor, and that Will had not been able as yet to paint the

historical picture whicl he had so long hoped to transfer from his

brain to the canvas. They had removed to New York, hoping

for better times. Mr. Harper had long since died, but his fortune

had been lost; he had engaged in speculations which were to tre-

ble his wealth, but they had failed, and in his dId age he was

left destitute, and' his proud wife had been obliged to owe her

support to her son-in-law, the artist ; but worse than narrow cir-

cumstances had been the loss of two beautiful children, the pride
of Helen's heart; tears which no penury could draw from her
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eyes, fell at the mention of the names of her lost ones; but she
wiped them away as Will's step was heard, and met him with the
olden, loving smile and merry words, that cheered him more than
volumes of encouragement or advice to hope for better things
could have done; while Helen was happy, he could not be sad;
they had never been in actual want, but the thought that Helen
should 'be obliged to toil as well as himself was very painful to
him. He cared not for himself but for her; but she would not
suffer him to be sad, she was so gay, so light-hearted, that he
could not be long with her, without sympathizing in her cheer-
ful spirits.

Mrs. Warner was the same as ever, gentle and dignified, enthu.
siastic and true. For her, Christine felt a deep affection, unlike that
she bore towards any other of her friends; they understood each
other perfectly, and to her, Christine could breathe all the most
secret thoughts of her heart.

The wedding was a very pleasant one, not only to the happy
bride and groom, but -to all present, but when all was over, the
bridal party had departed, and other friends had gone, then did
Christine realize that she was alone. She missed Rosa every-
where; she missed her light step, her ready hand, and the sight
of her pleasant face, the consciousness of her presence which had
been a source of so much satisfaction to her. Dearly as she had
loved her, Christine had not realized how closely she was con-
tected with the comforts of the Home. All went on in its usual
course, but the charm of it all was lost. She felt sometimes as
if there had been a death in the house, and though Rosa, living
near by, came very often and took her old place by her side, it only
made her sense of the loss she had sustained more painful when
she left her again. But her child was very happy in her new
home, and she would not distress her by allowing her to see how
very much she missed her. She plunged again into all her pur-
suits with new zeal, wrote, read, and applied herself more closely
than ever.

CHAPTER XL.

SHAD OW AND SUNSHINE.

IT was late in the afternoon; Christine was sitting absorbed in

her studies when she was interrupted by the entrance of a servant,

who handed her a folded paper.
She glanced at the address; it was in a handwriting entirely

unknown to her, but as her eyes rested on the feeble and uncertain

characters within the sheet, she trembled and turned pale; it

needed not the signature to assure her from whom it came, and

tears rushed in her eyes as she read the words,

"CHRIsME, I am dying. By the memory of our old love, I conjure you

to coine to your own PHILIP."

The hand that had penned those lines had evidently been feeble.

The letters were half-fbrmed and almost illegible; it looked little

like the bold and firm handwriting that she had'known so well,

yet it was strangely familiar to her.
"Where is he ?" she cried, turning to the messenger.
"If the lady will go," replied the man, with a low bow, "I have

a carriage at the door."
"I will be ready instantly," said Christine, and in a few mo-

ments she was on her way.
She sat in the carriage, feeling, rapid as was the progress, that

she could hardly wait to arrive at her destination; her heart beat

violently, her eyes swam with tears; all the past was forgotten,
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she had but one thought; Philip still loved her, and he was

dying!
Suddenly the carriage stopped. She followed her guide up the

wide staircase-the door opened into a darkened room, whose

silence was only broken by the heavy breathing of the sufferer;
by the bedside sat a man, evidently a physician, who watched with

close attention every change in his patient's symptoms. Softly as
the door had opened he had observed it.

"Did she come? Is she here ?" he cried, and as Christine ap-
proached and took his hand, he fixed his eyes upon her, with a

look of the tenderest affection.
"Oh Christine 1" he gasped, and could say nomore.
The physician raised him, and administered a cordial which

seemed to refresh him. He motioned to all to leave the room,
and as the door closed, and they were alone, he said, softly:

"I knew we should meet again-Christine, I could. not die in

peace without seeing you once more."
"Oh, my Philip !" cried she, while her tears fell fast on the

pallid hand she held,1"to meet thus after so many weary years!

To find you "-she choked, and could not speak.

"Dying," said Philip, with a strange calmness; "yes, dearest,
it is even so, but do not weep-I am very happy, for you are by
my side. Christine, do yvu love me still ?"

"Love you! oh Philip, with my whole heart I love you, I
have never ceased to do so."

A faint smile flitted over the sick man's features. "God, I
thank thee !" he murmured.

He paused a moment. "Christine," he gasped, "I have been

very unworthy of your love; can you forgive me?"
Her only reply was to press her lips on his pallid brow.
"I have but a few hours on earth," he went on-" will you

grant my dying request? Promise me that you will!1"
"I promise, dearest Philip," she answered.
"Be my wife," lie said, "l that my wife hand nay smooth my

pillow, my wife's kiss rest on my pale lips, and her hand close my
failing eyes! Do you consent, my Christine? You have pro-
mised," and he gazed at her with a look of entreaty.

She could not speak; she only bowed her head in token of
asset. He pointed to a bell on the table, she touched it, and in
a momefit several persons entered, a clergyman and several wit-
nesses.

It was a solemn sight, that marriage in the death chamber; the
pale and ghastly countenance of the bridegroom, hardly more pale
than that of the bride, as the man of God pronounced those
solemn words that made them one; with a trembling hand Philip
placed a ring, which slipped/from his attenuated finger, on Chris-
tine's, and gasped, "Kiss me, my wife !" as the ceremony ended.

She bent over him fondly; she kissed him with tearful eyes, and
wiped the damp from his brow.

Philip was exhausted, but he roused himself.
"Is Mr. Murdoch here ?" he asked, and as he approached, he

said, "Is all ready ?"
Mr. Murdoch bowed.
"Proceed then !" he said, "my time is short."
With a dry cough the man of law began to read.
"I give and bequeath to my wife, Christine Armstrong, my

Qntire fortune, consisting of-" and here he enumerated, as
rapidly as possible, all that followed-at its close, he put apen into
Philip's fingers, and he feebly signed his name, the witnesses
added their signatures, while Christine looked on half stupefied.

At last all was done, and all left the apartment save the new
made wife and the physician. With a strong effort Christine res-
trained the tears that seemed to distress her husband, and bent
over him, applying restoratives, and doing everything in her
power to contribute to his comfort, while she whispered fond
words that seemed to thrill to his very soul

The physician gave some directions and left the room; Christine
glided after him.
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"Is there no hope ?" she gasped, as she stood with him in the

hall.
The Doctor shook his head doubtfully. "There is not a chance

in a thousand," he said. "It is the crisis in his fever, he is weak

and "-
"Then there is a chance," cried Christine, joyfully.
"So faint a one that I dare not bid you hope," replied the

Doctor, evidently touched by her anguish.

"1While there is life there is hope," she returned; "oh Doctor,

let nothing be spared; save him and I will bless you for ever. Do

not leave him!"
"I will return shortly," said the physician, and again Christine

was at that bedside.
Philip would have spoken to her, but she would not allow it;

she laid her finger on his lip, she bent over and kissed him

repeatedly, and he could only look at her with the fondest expres-

sion.N
Ere long he began to wander; incoherent expressions fell from

his lips-he seemed to be in great suffering, and with anxious face

the Doctor stood by his bedside and administered a potion. As

he did so, he said, softly, "I have done all in my power, I have

exerted myself to the utmost, and the result is in God's hands-s

few hours will decide all."

Philip was still delirious, he tossed wildly, but still clung con-

vulsively to Christine's hand. Oh the agony of those few hours,

as the wife sat by the bedside of her dying husband. With what

fervor ,,did she pray to God to grant her the life of him who was

all the worlf4 to her, though her lips moved not and no words

were spoken.
Gradually the sick man's struggles grew less violent, he seemed

to sink into a death-like stupor; Christine looked at the physi-

cian, there was no hope in his face, and with a deep sigh she sank

half fainting on her knees by-the bedside. She buried her face on

the pillow, she could not see him die! Her hand still was held, i

the death grasp-when that pressure relaxed she knew that all would
be over. She did not look up, she was conscious of nothing about
her, till a voice whispered in her ear, " The crisis is past, he sleeps.
If that sleep is unbroken he may recover."

The revulsion from despair to hope was too great; she fainted
and would have fallen to the floor had not the friendly arms of the
physician caught her. When she recovered her consciousness, shewas lying in another room.

Let me go to him !" she gasped. "I cannot remain here."
Her earnestness was so great that she was permitted to return,

and, lying on a lounge, she listened to the regular breathing ofthe sick man with a thrill of joy that could find no expression,
save the outgoing of her heart to Heaven in thankfulness for the
granting of her prayer.

No sound broke the silence on which depended the life of thesufferer. But Christine's eyes did not close that night; she laythere in perfect silence ; she hardly dared to breathe lest he should
waken, and when, as morning dawned, Philip languidly opened his
eyes, she was at his side in an instant, and though he could not
speak, he seemed content only when she held his hand in hers.

Again he sank into a gentle slumber, and the physician addressedher--
" Mrs. Armstrong, your husband will now, I hope, recover. Careand attention will soon restore him again to health."
"'God bless you!" said Christine, fervently. "Under God I owehis life to your skill."
He bowed silently, and withdrew. She was alone with her hus-band. Her husband ! The words had a strange charm, and hernew name, Mrs. Armstrong, kept sounding in her ears. Philip's

wife! Her heart beat rapturously at the thought, and with tender
glances she gazed at the sleeper.

There were the same features that had been so indelibly im-
pressed on her memory-that broad, white brow, those long eye,lashes, that beautiful mouth, those waving, brown locks-all was

i
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unchanged, save the pallid and hollow cheek, and the threads of

grey here and there mixed with the soft, brown hair; but never

in all the pride of his manly vigor had she loved him so tenderly

as now. All was forgotten save her great love for him ; and for

the days that followed she was wholly absorbed in the most delicate

and sedulous attentions to his wants. He was very feeble, and

the slightest noise seemed to disturb him. Christine aloie could

do everything in just the way he liked; she alone could arrange his

pillows comfortably; she alone could lift him into an easy position;

her step alone did not jar everything, and only she could drape the

curtains so as to make a pleasant light; in fact she was indispen-

sable to his comfort, and he was uneasy if she was out of the room

even for a few moments.
It was impossible for her to go to the Home; her first duty was

to her husband, and dispatching a note to Martha, she informed

her that she was engaged in nursing a sick friend, and left to her,

as she had often done before, the cares of the household.

Slowly, as weeks passed, did Philip regain his strength ; he could

sit up for a short time, but this did not lessen Christine's confine-

ment. She must sit by his side, and read to him, talk to him,

or sing to him, as suited his fancy; and to all his caprices she

yielded as patiently as she would have done to a sick child.

It was a pleasure to her to feel that she was so necessary to his

comfortand happiness, and his constant dependence upon her for

everything seemed to attach her to him, if possible, even more

strongly than ever. No matter how wearied she was, she was

ever ready to attend to his slightest wants, even to anticipate his

wishes, and his fond looks amply repaid her for all her fatiguing

care' sNever had she been happier than now, when, with utter

self forgetfulness, she devoted herself entirely to Philip.
But there cane a change. Slight indeed, but not the less

acutely felt by one of Christine's peculiarly sensitive temperament

and quick perceptions. As Philip gradually regained his health

and strength he depended less on her; he would sit for hours

V,
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silently, and she would find his eyes resting upon her with an ex-
pression she could not interpret; he would sigh deeply, and his
brow would contract as if in pain-he seemed restless and
unhappy.

She saw it all. The chain that bound him to her was galling.
As a nurse she had been valuable to him, her presence had been
delightful, but as a wife it was unwelcome. When prostrated by
sickness, and, as he supposed, on his death-bed, his old love had
revived, but now that life lay before him, he revolted at the idea
of calling Christine Elliot--known world-wide as the leader and
champion of Woman's Rights-his wife.

As she thought of all this, she understood his fitful moods, his
alternations of kindness and coldness; she read in it the struggle
between love and pride; her heart ached, but she was not one to
sit idly and brood over her sorrow; there was a remedy-she would
not burden him with her unwelcome presence.

How she rejoiced in the forethought that had prevented her
declaring her marriage to her friends, leaving Philip himself to do
so when he recovered. It need not be made public now. She
would never claim the title which Philip would blush to own,
She did not feel angry or resentful, her love was too unselfish for
that; he was not to be blamed if he had mistaken the nature of
his feelings towards her. She would not show by her manner that
she felt the change; so she resolved, but unconsciously therd was
a difference.

She no longer addressed him by the tender epithets she had at
first bestowed upon him.. She feared to disgust him by any fami-
liarities, and no longer laid her hand on his pallid brow, or twined
his curdling l 4air around her fingers. She determined to remain
with him until he needed her no longer, until he was 'te re-
covered, and then she would free him from her presence foi ever;
but while this tumult was going on within, outwardly she was as
calm as ever. Yet this.second separation was by far more pai-m
ful than the first had been. Now she was his wife. She had in
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these few weeks known what happiness was in the sacred tie that
united them. She had felt that to be his beloved wife was all
that she could ask to fill up her cup of joy to the full, and now
to have it dashed away just as it was put to her lips, was hard
indeed. To be an unloved wife was more than she could bear; to
be to the world one in name, yet divided in heart, she felt, was a
hollow hypocrisy she could not assume. No, she was 'every day
more firmly resolved that, miserable as a separation would make
her, it would be more endurable than a mere outward form of
union, which irritated while it bound them together.

She had been reading to him, one day, for a long time until he had
fallen asleep, lulled by the sweetness and softness of her voice, for he
was still weak and easily fatigued ; he lay half reclining in an easy-
chair, his thin hands folded, his eyes closed, and his long eye-
lashes sweeping his cheek, to which the faint color was just
returning.

Christine looked at him with the purest affection. She felt
drawn by an irresistible impulse toward him. In a day or two,
they must be parted -for ever. Once more she must press her flips
on his brow. He was sleeping, her caress would not annoy him,
she was his wife, and she must give him one parting kiss. She
stole softly to his side, and bent over him gently-her breath
floated over his cheek as she touched her lips to his marble brow,
then glided again to her seat, laid her head on the table, and
sighing half audibly, "Oh, Philip ! Philip !" she allowed her tears,
which in the agony of parting she could not check, to flow unre-

strained.
She had been weeping softly and quietly for some moments

when she felt a hand laid on her shoulder, and looking up she
saw Philip standing by her side. He was deathly pale, and the
hand 'which rested on the table, as if to support him, trembled.

Christine was frightened by his excessive agitation; gently but
firmly she led him to a seat, bathed his brow in cold water and
offered him a glass of the same pure liquid.

A He took it without a word, then began: "Christine "-"his
voice trembled.

"Do not talk now, Philip," she said, "you are not equal to the
exortion-you are not so well to day, I fear. Are you not suffer-
ing? Can I do nothing for you?"

Philip groaned.
"I must speak," he said, with an effort; "I have felt for some

time that it must come, and the sooner it is over the better for us
both."

"Oh, Philip !" cried Christine, while she grew deathly pale; "I
know what you would say," and she pressed her hands tightly
over her heart; "say it," she added, "I can bear it all !"

"Christine," he said, hardly heeding her words; "you have
been very kind to me-you have borne with all my caprices, and
they have not been few, with my selfishness, great as it has been.
You have been all, and more than all that I could ask. Believ-e
me, I have not seen your noble self-devotion unmoved. It has not
been lost on me--I am not ungrateful for all I owe to ,you,
but"-

Christine wrung her hands in anguish. She could bear it no
longer. A choking sob escaped her, "Oh, Philip," she gasped,
"I know it all, but spare me-I cannot hear those words fall
from your lips."

"Always kind, always self-forgetful," replied Philip, faintly;
"but selfish as Iam, Iam not the wretch you take me for. I
have seen it all, and there is no other alternative-we must

Christine's. only re ly was a flood of bitter tears.
"Do not think that I have not seen your sadness, my wife.

Have I not seen your tears, when you thought them unnoticed?
Have I not seen, day by day, the struggle to look cheerful, when.
I knew that your heart was bleeding?

" Christine, I am very unworthy-I have always been unworthy
of your love; yet I have loved you, darling, as few men can love;
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but through it all I have been selfish and exacting. I feel it-I

know it.
" Long ago, when we were parted, I tried to hate you. I went

to foreign lands, I plunged into dissipation, I was reckless, careless,
and was resolved to forget you-but it was impossible. Every-
where your face, your words, followed me. Your hand seemed

ever to restrain me. It was my destiny to love you!.
" Everywhere I saw beautiful women, who vied with each other

to attract the rich young American-but from all I turned away,
and my heart cried out always, Christine! Christine !

" I read in the papers of your public life. Step by step I
watched your progress. All your words 1 read, and gradually
your influence, silent but strong, gained complete ascendency over
me.

" All the pleasures of earth, as I had called them, palled upon
my taste. I lived a secluded life in the midst of gayety. In my
own humble way, I sought to do what would please you did you
see my works.

"I never hoped to regain your love-but at last I could bear so

great a separation from you no longer. It had been, at first,
enough for me to read of your glorious work, of your Home, to
hear of its progress, to see your name coupled with all that was
holy, noble, and true; but I longed now -o see you-unseen by
you to watch your face, to see your smile. I came to my native
land-at last I was in the same city with you

"But I fell sick-I was dying (so the physicians said), and the
old longing to see you rose up in my soul-it would not be kept
down.

"I felt that to the dying man you would come once more, and I

did not 'over-estimate your forgiving spirit. You came-you
granted my request--you became my wife.

"Christine, love was stronger than death, and I recovered.
You never failed in all the duties of a fond wife-God bless you
for it-and I, fool that I was, lived on for a time, satisfied with the
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present, with no thought of the future, in my selfishness thinking
only of my own happiness, forgetting that it was too bright a
dream to last.

"Thank God, I woke to what I was doing before it was too late.
I would not have you sacrifice yourself in your noble self-devotion-

-ff-

K

to me.
"I felt that you had granted to the prayer of the dying what

would have been denied to the living man. I watched you nar-
rowly. I felt a change. I saw that you were unhappy under the
chains I, in my selfishness, had imposed upon you, and I resolved
that you should not be my slave.

"You are free-but I solemnly avow to you that, selfish as has
been my act, I would not have been guilty of it-of working on
your noblest feeling to chain you thus--had I known what would
have happened.

"I believed I should die, Christine, and I felt that you would
not shrink from performing those last offices which were all that I
should require, and that you would not think it too much to bear
my name after I was-gone. I wished, too, to enable you to receive
without scruple all the wealth that has lain idle in my hands, for
I felt that you would do great good with-it, and it was very plea-
sant to me to think, that even though I was dead, I could yet in
some sense be associated with you in your glorious work.

"It it was a selfish wish, and like all such wishes and acts, has
brou ht with it its own punishment.

" ow I do all in my power to retrieve my error. Ydu are free.
The law binds us-would that I could free you from that, -t
I cannot."

His voice faltered.
"Christine," he added, "can you forgive me for the wroi :

have done you?",
In an instant her arms were round his neck, her head resting on

his shoulder, and her voice cried out, joyfully,
"Oh, my Philip! my husband! thank God that the law still

binds us.
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. "I am your wife, as I swore, 'till death'us doth part;,' with my
whole heart I promised it-with my whole heart I prayed for
your recovery, and God granted my prayer.

"1Philip, dearest, I love you / I am only happy when' with you.
It-is the greatest joy that I have that we are irrevocably united.
Will you send me frqm you now-?"

Philip pressed her closer to his heart, in a transport of joy, but
suddenly releasing her, he said,

"Christine, do not deceive yourself, or me. Do not prepare for
us both a whole life-time of misery. Do not let your unselfish pity
for me lead you to mistake sympathy for love. You have been
unhappy-I have seen it-it has not been without a cause,"

"Dearest husband," rejoined Christine, "how can I 'convince
you of-my love?2 It would make me miserable to part from you.
I have been unhappy, but it was because I thought you no longer
loved me. I felt that you regretted our union, thatyou shrank
from owning the Woman's Rights lecturer as your wife. Beauty
was never mine; I felt that I had lost the only charm I ever pos-
sessed, youth, and that you were chafing under the tie which, in
your sickness and perhaps delirium, you had fastened on yourself.
I had resolved to leave you, to free you from the heavy chain,
though the effort nearly broke. my heart, but I loved you and
sought your happiness-yet, when you began to speak to me, I
felt that to hear you say you no longer loved me would kill me.'

"When you went on to tell me all, joy kept me silent-I could

not speak. But now we understand each other. Now away with
all doubts.

"1We love each other, and let us feel henceforth perfect confi-
dence in each other's affection.

"I am your wife-oh, blessed title, and thrice blessed thought
that nothing but death can separate us."

Philip held her in his close embrace. "My own dear wife!"
he murmured.

She looked up with a happy smile. "This is our second, our
true bridal, my Philip."

"It is, indeed," he said, and, rising, he drew a black ribbon
from his neck, to which was attached a ring.

" This ring," he said, "has always been worn next my heart; it
is the one I put on your finger long ago, as a token of our
betrothal; you gave it back to me when we were parted. Now
I replace it on your finger, as the sign and seal of our second, our
true marriage."

He suited the action to the word, and pressed a kiss on her lips,
saying, "God bless you, my darling wife, my beautiful Chris-
tine ?"

"Beautiful!" repeated his wife, with a smile and a sigh. "I
wish I were for your sake."

"You are," he answered, "I would not have a feature altered,"
and he gazed on her with proud affection.

Indeed, if she was not regularly beautiful, she was lovely ; the
beauty of her soul lighted up her face, and breathed in her every
movement. His eyes followed her as she moved about the room,
and he, admired the quiet elegance of her every gesture, and his
heart repeated,-"beautiful in life, in heart, and in soul"

Not many months had elapsed, and Christine and her husband
were established in the Home. Their marriage had been made
public ; they had received letters and visits of congratulation,
and had paid visits to the old homestead, and to Mrs. Warner
and Mrs. Frothingliam.

Now both were absorbed in the enlarging of the Home, for into
all her plans for the establishment of this Institution, her husband
entered with zeal equal to her own. His hand was ever open; b4is
judgment matured, and she found herself depending on him, as
she would hardly have believed herself capable of doing. In fact,
she bid fair, as-Rosa said, smilingly to her husband, to become a
model wife,.with hardly a will of her own. She quoted Philip's
opinions on all subjects, and he was, in turn, ever ready to defer
to her.

He had already given an order to Will Linton for the histori-
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cal painting, which was to adorn the library of the new Home,
and Helen and Will were as happy as possible ; nor was Elder
Wiggins forgotten; settled in an humble, though comfortable home
which Christine and Philip had provided for him, he yet occa-
sionally preached, or drove the plough, as best suited him, for he
was still active and vigorous in his old age, and could not enjoy a
life of indolent repose, though surrounded by all the comforts his
declining years demanded.

Every day Christine saw something more admirable in hei hus-
band; every day they were more and more closely united; one
in heart, one in soul, united in their aims and aspirations, their
lives passed on smoothly and pleasantly. Nor was theirs a mere
selfish happiness; they lived, not for their own present gratifica-
tion, but in living for others, in doing all the good in their power,
they found their exceeding great reward.

They were sitting one morning in their study. Christine had
been leaning on the back of her husband's chair, looking at the
plan of the building, which was shortly to be erected, listening to
his suggestions, and making her own, but now both were silent.

Christine's eyes were full of tears, but they were blissful ones.
She was thinking of the past, and of the way in which God had
led her along.

Philip looked at her fondly.
"Are you building air-castles ?" he asked, drawing her gently

towards him.
" No, Philip," she replied, "I could build none pleasanter than

the reality-I am very happy.

Over rough ways God hath led me
To the path of perfect peace."
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