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Wiex this book was finished, I had 1 in my

‘thought to write for it a prefatory letter, which

should convey to you, my friends, an explana-
tion and an idea. I could think of ﬁoné, in' all
the world, to whom I _rhight go fitly, and with
such proud aﬁ‘ection, dedicate this PermMAGE
of a.stri#ing mind and a great heart, as to you,
who are, a8 Isa was, workers true and noble,
diligent seekers of a “ better country” that les
even in this toiling world, a country where the
Spiritnal and Ideal reign and cbnquer,' putting
all worldliness and mere ambition under their
feet.... But at this moment when such letter




4 DEDICATION.

must be written; if at all, my heart is leaping
toward you with a very different form of expres-
sion than that I should be compelled to adopt in
such a document, and all I can find to say is,
a Blessing on your Pilgrimage! which is said
with a loving and reverent -admiration for the
power that bhas so triumphantly brought you
into the harvest-field of the elect of Genius.

CagoriNg CHESEBRO'.

CANANDAIGUA, 1852.

ISA;

A PI,LG’RIMAGE.’

“I cax wor date the time when love for Weare
Dugganne became the passion of mysoul. The - |

~ love has been of gradual growth, and, thereforo,

18 as strong as life. It may have begun in some
state ‘of pre-existence; but was first roused, a
conscionsness, I think, though far from' an eﬁt’ire
consciousness, on the day when he found me m
the den of filth and confusion where my eaﬂy
years were spent. No: angel a,ppééu'ing visibly -
before me, I believe not Gabriel himself could
80 aﬁ‘ept, 8o astonish me, as did his coming inte
that place, with bis look of purity, and comfort,
and fsonﬁdence. I was startled at the very sight
of him out of a miserable existence ——séﬁ gee
ﬁom an incubus, let loose from it into a ;zlear'
bnght, and before that to me unimagined, w&r!&f '
‘Wherefore, then, should I not éona;idei? .ﬂ:a.t vefyl
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first day of my beholding him as the dawning-

i love ? .
t”?f}fi;g}y speaking, T had not th'l:LS f.'ar lived 1,:
for what is the life of childhood, if it be no
joy and gladness; and where had I kno;lvzl a:;xg;
thing of the light heart, the gay thozg s:m 3
fancyings and dreamings, peculiar to the young ‘
1 had existed —dwelt among miserable spe
cimens of humanity, among people whom Itlllly }
goul loathed, if it did not hate them, among the
idiots, the crazed, the poor besotted Wl;e‘pch?s the
world had ‘cast out of love and reverence, jus-

tified in so doing. I, too, had, in some W&};;

found myself thrown into that Iast decerft Tes0

of the miserable—a bit of weed, of Jm:thmgness,
conscious only of misery, and a child’s fear, un-
defined and foolish (for what more than I knew

around me? was I not in constant soliifudg,
though among so manyf); and tl'lere Ihhv? ,
neglected, abused, fearing all things, hopu;lgt
nothing, enjoying nothing, not even .the tl oug'

that there was anything 7o _b.e enjoyed — i;
gusted with all around me, yet ignorant Qf g,;l]g

beyond — consciously degraded, wholly forlorn.

/ was there to fear? was mnot absolute horror

And still, with all this overflowing of the child-

life (and not so much childlife as 'spirit-l.ife)
within me, with all this capacity for suffering,

. was so miserable;

THE QUILD-HEART.

this wondering and dread, this wak
thoughtfulness, this desire, THIS LiFg—-g
non-entity in the world! . S
“He came there with his mother. She brought
him to satisfy hig curiosity ;- he had never been
in a poorhouse, and, desire once pointing that
way, he would not rest till she went with him,
- that he might see the strange human beings liv-
ing there, of whom he had heard go much. T
remember I sat away from the children who -
were playing in the ill-kept, disorderly yard. I
~everything had gone wrong
with me that day; T was tired and sick, for I
had been at work, and they had scolded me for
my laziness; and now, when my task was done,
I felt too weary, ‘too full of bitterness, to join in’

- the sports of more careless, and, for the time

certainly, happier children. I'watched the boys
-and girls while they played and quarrelled, but
it was with indifference. I fult 10 interest in
their games, and could not for the life of me
laugh with them 3 but had they wept, any of the'nti,'
I could have joined heartily in the ‘exercise.’ I
do not. exaggerate; I know how utterly wretched

Iwas. My misery was not of the understanding,

but of the heart.

“While I sat there, a beantifu] Newfoundland |
dog dashed into the yard. * For 8 moment,
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8 SPIRITUAL COMMUNICATION.

he joined the boisterous young ones in their
sport, and then came up to me, and stood beside
me, and afterward he stretched himself at my
feet. Theré was nothing extraordinary in all
this, but I had never seen anything in dog-shape
before, except those dirty, yelping, halfstarved
curs belonging to the house, and this splendid
creature was like a new evangel to me. I could
fhave told what Love meant then, or, if I could
not have told, I should have known. Had any

one agked me, I might not have answered in

words, but would not a reply meet and sufficient
have been given by the way I patted the animal’s
head, when his great pitying eyes fixed on me,
and by the strange confidence with which (being
not repulsed), I slipped from my bench into the
unshaded sunshine, to fling my arms around the
noble creaturé? I could have wept, but did
not, yet how my desolate heart grew with a sud-
den affectionate interest and impulse toward the
animal which could only, yet how fully thus, re-
turn my confiding affection in his glances.

“ A fow minutes, then the owner of the dog
came whistling to the door of the house. The
creature started up (he knew his master coming,
but did not move toward him), and showed his
recognition merely by the quick wagging of his
tail, and a majestic. movement of the head. Se

A GREETING. ' 9

the boy came from the door, and crossed the
dusty, sun-cracked, unsodded yard, to the place |
where I stpod. He came up close.to me, and I
could not resist saying :— |

“ ¢ Is this your dog ¢’ .

““Yes,” he replied, and so kindly! I had
never heard a'voice like that. ‘Do jou like
dogs ¥ D o

“¢I love this dog.’

. “¢ Don’t you keep thenihere? he asked, look-
Ing around.

“I might have said properly ¢ not of this sort.’
But I (.iid not know then, that there were any
:)%S:a kind than brute dogs, gnd go I rax.ls'Wered,

“Then, I distinetly remember, he asked nie
what we children did there ; about our living in
the poorhouse, and a multitude of questions such
as children only can think of, At last, he said
quite solemnly, and looking ﬁxed]y at me, * Are
you a happy little girl ¥ - o

“I do not remember that T had ever heard thé '
word before, but I knew what it meant. Thero
are many expressions which need no translation,
even for the most ignorant ; they are so thorough:
ly imbued with their idea—and if that idea
chance to have been the haunting one of our

life, we need not ask, ¢ What mean you? when
, 1%
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another gives it shape. Icould not answer him,
could only look upon him, wondering why he
should have asked me. Then I felt the tears
gathering in my eyes — the human, thinking,
questioning child affected me more deeply than
the glorious beast could. I turned away, for I
did not like that well-dressed, handsome boy to
see me weep ; was that a manifestation of mere
foolish pride, my soul ? '

«T did not speak to him again, nor he to me,
only once to say, ¢ Good-by, little girl, I wish you
could go home with me.’ He said this as he
went to meet his mother, who stood on the door-
step calling him. I heard his sweet, kind voice
pleading with her a moment, then the hall-door
was shut; the silence following that sound en-
couraged me to look up again, and the strangers
were gone. A little while after, I heard carriage-
wheels rattling out of the yard, and I knew then,
more thoroughly than ever before, what deser-
tion and desolateness mean.

« T doubt if any mortal could ever be, underany
circumstances, certainly I neversince have been,
so utterly wretched, as I was, when I felt myself
alone, that day after Wearehad gone. T wept until
both tears and strength were exhausted, then a
deep, bitter, and dreadful feeling -entered into,
and took full possession of my soul. Some might

GROPING IN THE DARK. 11

perhaps call it envy or covotousness. I do not
think it. was properly either, yot I could only-
wonder and wonder, and thereaf groan inward-
ly, that I should be so.wretched, so wholly mis-
| erable, while others, of which to my mind that
boy was the type, should look, and seem, and
surely be so happy. I felt thathe was very
happy. - o S
“It was his coming, his looks, his garments
his words, which gave me the first insight int(;
that other world of life which T had never en.
.tergd, T could not reason about it, I could not
In any sensible way understand anything of it
—excepting that there must be a sort of life al-
together different from that-I was leading—a
state infinitely botter, happier, more beauti-
ful. He, that noble boy, had 'come really .
whence? . Where was he going to? Had I
mdged in any.degree guessed at the truth re-
specting ‘his home? It would not have seemed -
an incredible thing to me, had ‘any one told me
that he was an angel, and that he came straight
from heaven. Readily could I have been made -
to believg this, when the week .after that visit
he came again, with the lady who was his moth: :
er; but their coming explained all to me, and

]f'm}l:l that day I began to see things in their true
ight, o
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« A woman had died in the house; and her
funeral was to take place that day. Before her
last illness, or rather before its increase unto
death, and during all its continuance, till the
very night of her death, I had slept in her room,
in o state of hushed and terrified, but then to
me, unexplainable awe; I lived with her, and
helped to attend her during her last days. She
had long existed a mere miserable wreck of hu-
manity, hideous to look upon. But she had al-
ways becn kind to me, and 1 entertained such &
gort of regard, and respect, and feeling for her,
as made it very dreadfal for me to witness her
increased sufferings.

« What death really meant I could not clear-
~ ly understood. They came out from her room
“that last night, and said, ‘She is gone P they
gaid it in such a way as made me shudder.

Deap! I kept thinking the word over and
over. Gowz—where? She was lying there on
the bed, I saw that through a crack in the door
to which I crept, when none were by. She cer-
tainly was there; what bad gone? She was
¢dead. Could .anything awaken her— could
ghe hear — eould she speak still # It was a mys-
tery. I heard some of the other old women
talking together — they seemed glad, for some
‘ reason, that she wns peAD; that she would never

THE OLD WOMAN. 18

want for anything again, that her sufferings were
over, they said. The silence about the house
ol?pressed me; I could hardly breathe in it: it
frightened me ; and I-went off, to get rid of ;n ”
thoughts, with the other children,to a playhbusz |

+ 1 a corner of the yard. - But, before noon, I got

tired of them ; I could think of nothing but the
DEAD old woman. It seemed wrong in me to
th;‘nk of anything else. She used to call ‘me
child, and dear, sometimes, and I loved her for
that, if for no other reason. They were at din-
ner; I did not want to eat, so I went and hin

around the door of the chamber where shekstilgl' k

- was sleeping. 'Wondering yet, and continually,

?vha.t Death meant, and if she were happy, and
if 7 should ever be happy, and, if so, would I'be
happy before I died, and if people could die
whenever they wished to. Suddenly an un-
f:ontrollable desire seized me. - I vjvouldi'i ﬁﬁd
it all out at once. I would ask mammy ! she
could tell me what I wanted to know : she was
dead — she must know all about it} ’

“I went softly into the room, and shut the
door after me. Then I paused a moment, in
doubt, for she was not lying on that bed in’the
cormer of the room, where she had lain ever-
smc.ze I could recollect, but near the bed there was - |
& high table, and a board upon it, and' that was




14 THOUGHT FOE A DREAM.

covered with a cloth. Something told me she

must be there; I had often seen her sleeping
with the bed-clothes drawn over her head. 1
went up to the table carrying a chair with me,
for T was bent on knowing all about it now. I
placed the chair close beside the table, and then
stood upon it, and uncovered her face. The
sight that met my eyes took away my breath for
a moment; I had never seen anything like it
before, and her appearance startled me beyond
measure. It was a horrid spectacle. The
recollection makes me tremble to this day. If
I had never seen another corpse that remem-
brance would tempt me to say, how horrible, as
well ag how wonderful, is death! Her face was
always pale, but not of that hue—and it was

always wrinkled, and had an ugly look, yet she .

was not ugly; there was now a fixedness, a
rigidity, in the wrinkles. and the colorless face,
that made it awful beyond imagination. It
struck such a chill, such a horror through me,
that for many minutes, in my astonishment and
terror, I forgot to ask what I intended to. Then

again I recollected the object with which I went

there, and said :—
« ¢ Mammy, are you happy? Do you sleep

good ¥ n
«No answer. I would have one. I had

A QUESTION: THE REPLY. 15

‘br(?ken the awful silence, and was not to Be
qu'leted again. . That silence, at least, conld not
chﬂl me to quiet, it the rather h_urrieé me on ih
my questioning. They would be coming back
and I must hear from her lips what I longed'tc;

know, : :

“¢Mammy,’ I said, ‘do you have hateful

dreams? Do you know what’s going on here ¢

Can you tell me what they ’re going to do with
you? Mammy! wont you look at me? Are
you sorry they moved you from the other bed ?

Oh, do say something 1’ -

A I si\:ooped over her; I had at first spoken in
a wivhxsper, but the last query was made in a loud
voice. I bent-,_fuﬁrth‘er down— mfylface ‘touched
hers! .God ! what an embrace was that!
The chair on which I stood, slipped, in my im-
petuous movement ; 1 fell, and — fainted |

“ When my conscionsness returned, id T not
see an angel standing there before me? Iad I

- been dreaming ever since that day when we

first met? These were my first thoughts when'
I saw the lady and the boy agé,iﬁ; The corpse

had been removed, but the broken board. and
overturned chair, and table, told me what a,,sight'

‘must have been presented to the people when .

they came into that room,
“I have reason to remember a day of such
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deliverance as that proved. It ended my life in
the poorbouse; it dated the be,gmnmg of an-

other existence. The mother and her son had

come there with the express purpose of finding

and removing me. Weare had entreated for
me, and his entreaties were prevailing; bhis
mother consented to receive me. What mat-
tered it, at that moment, whether I went as
servant or as child? I thought not, I knew not
of such distinctions. The joy of a life was cen-
tred in the blissful emotions roused when she
gaid: ¢Isa, child, you may come with me now.

I am going to take you home to live with me.

Will you be a good girl? I bad never, never,
heard a voice like that. Why should any one
speak so to me? It seemed to me, that my own
mother, had she addressed me, could alone speak
in that manner. Even his voice, though very
like his mother’s, had not the pitying tenderness
that hers had. She knew what sorrow was; she
* gpoke to one who knew what sorrow was; and,
though I did not know it then, I know it now, it
was for that very reason that the way in which
.she spoke, as much, yes, more than what she
said, affected me. As once before, when Weare
addressed me so kindly, I found myself voiceless,
wordless; but my looks must have said enough
for me 3 she seemed satisfied.

, GOING HOME.

" “How.can I hope to find words for my vivid
. recoﬁcctmn&-”\ ; ] o

hour? - :';; .

“She led me. away from the room of death,
from the house. of terrors ; -she, plaeed mg in;t the
comfortable little one-horse carrisige. tha;t swod n "
waiting, and Weare drove us to Richmond, while.
the magnificent dog (my first. friend aftey, m;
own heart)-followed us. That is ‘all there m&ﬂy .
was in the going. A child was taken by a char
itable lady from the poorhouse. It was. the
mere fact, but what did it involve? Did it m-
deed involve as mueh as I imagine? .

“It was like an unexpected unhoped—for,'
but joyous, oh, how joyous, going thmugh the
gates of heaven! It was moving from the shadows.

‘of death to the glory and gladness—the fresh

glory, the bewildering gladness, of life. It was
the escape of the slave—it was a baptism mto
newness of being !

“ When the horse was checked before one of'
the neatest and prettiest houses, in a quiet stroet |
of this bustling town, Weare, who had talked al-
most incessantly by the way, exclaimed: ‘Here,
see! this is our place, little girl. I like to call you
Isa. Isp’titapretty name, mamma® he added;
and, leaping from the carriage, he said, ¢ Oome,“
Isa,” and he helped me out. How handsome
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and bright he looked, as he stood so, holding the
veins with one hand, and the other outstretched
toward me, while his eyes fixed with such a gay
expression on my face!

«“ While we were alighting, a servant-man
came from the yard where he was busied trir-
ming some shrubs, and, taking the reins, he
drove away, while we went into the house to-
gether. As I look upon it now, with a critic’s
eyes, I can but smile, thinking of the place as
it is, and as it seemed to me. Small and unpre-
tending as the cottage is (and sweet and lovely
is it, that can not he denied), what a different
appearance it wears, contrasted with that it pre-
sented to my childish eyes and imagination! Tt
geemed such a grand, such a splendid place;
but all the grandeur, it: must be confessed, lies
now, as it did then, in the exceeding neatness
and cheerfulness which first impressed me, being
so far opposed to all I had heretofore seen or
heard of. The rooms are small, the ceilings low,

the furniture neithef showy nor costly, but remark-
able, certainly, for an air of taste, freshness, and
neatness. There was, there ig, nothing here that,
did I not know about it from experience, would
seem calculated to strike even a beggar-girl, like

myself, dumb with amazement; but I know I

was struck dumb, though there was no show; no

Y |
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splendf)lj, in the place. Tt was all so orderly. 80
ch?.rmlngly simple, so pretty, and so QHietZiSG'
quiet, that it seemed indeed like fairy—]énd

- “I remember, at that time, the ehtryq;a.ﬂor_
ax?d the's_mall room beyond it were 'allléarjaeted'.
alike, with a gay, small-figured cloth,.the walls
were hung with white paper, and the dark paint
of: thef wood-work made'such 2 beautifnl‘éonh‘ast
with it! There were a few pictures in the parlor
two of them were portraits. The ‘piano stoodi
there, too, and the tables were adorned with
some books and prints, TIn the little room lead-

~ing from that there was plainer farniture, some

blossoming plants, and a large birdeage; - the
home of a'family of singing-birds. These.,were ‘
al} the luxuries of which the house could boast;
but there was an indeseribable sunshine of cbm:
fort over all, and ‘penetrating all, which amazed
fa,nd confounded me. Ah, me! I.looked around
in this Paradise in vain for the malformed,

 frightful human beings, the gibbering idiots, the

foPHy-diseased,. the decrepit old women, the
wild, ungovernable, filthy children! Had T in-
deed not gome into heaven by some miracle?

. Was I still on carth Was it not my duty, as it
\| Was my joy, to think of Weare Dﬁggaﬁné agmy - - .
. uardian-angel? - - L -

+ % Weare _was' a échoolbo_y; ‘but for-a few days
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after my going home with him, he was 311112:121 ;
vacation, as he himself told me, because b nd
mother feared I might be lonely or liolime;l o
a strange place, 1 was so young. 0 : 1ayi
and there! He seemed glad to have & pthe,
mate, at least one of his own jyears, il IhE
hozsIe.often wonder what the result would h:;r;
proved, had I been thrown among gagﬁ: -
livelier children, ;3 srllgh t; }-})1]2:,3, eaiousle é i
me. Wou e

231;’373&:;; me than that whic;h has'awalz‘ensjl :
Or, do we, indeed, come from the lapd 0 : e
wit,h an individual, and, as regards the most 1

ortant part, an unimpressible nature ? Is Pel:,
Eonal influence, after all, so far-reaching,

real, as many imagine? Are not': ch-ﬂ(;hooiz
oui’:h and womanhood, stages of 1.1fe in c—‘gmed3
ient ;o a degree far beyond what 18 cox;)c;e fe;ee
e agents—how can we
W:nt: ri:' cil:stitn%ed to be passively acted upon ?
9‘gd acted upon to an indefinite extenf:% I can
::t answer myself Had I, in ea,rhe.r ye.ar}is,
been closely associated with the 88y it might
ossibly have been still better w1th me tl;}a:
i has been. Yet, after a]lli ?mt-hien:st fhe
i ely. And mus
zeaiehf:f vtg:}a l:sii;tlj:lr vzam'ior, of necessity, be

IS ENOWLEDGE SUFFERING? . 21

far nobler than that of the spiritual sluggard
Is not real suffering to be preferred to Beus'eless
excitement, to superficial enjoyment? Dy soul,
preserve thyself for ever from inanity ! it were )
better to be a beast of the field, than a thought- .
less mortal,—It must be 80, to the fullest extent,
the fullest fullness of the saying, that knowledge
is suffering; the two ‘things are identified.-—
Welcome, then, to every kind of suffering, if
- wisdom comes with it, and is 1r,

“Yes; had other circumstances of life attend-
ed me, T might have it to record, that my child-
hood in this place was gay, light-hearted, full of
fun and frolie, the .merriest of the merry ;.it is
possible, but I can not really believe it would
have been so; it is not my nature, it never was
in my nature, to enjoy as the young enjoy ; and

- had it ever been, capacity to find delight thus

would surely have soon worn ‘itself out. Iam
glad to believe T had not the capacity ; for thoge
thus endowed, surely this is true, know the most
of revulsion, weariness, heart-sickness, disap-
pointment. T am convinced that; even ss far as
childhood is ‘concerned, the merriest creature
could never have enjoyed more, if as much as T
did, when, in those blessed days,Iwalked about
with Weare, helping him workin his little gar-
den, looking over his books, or waiting on Mra.
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Dugganne, and doing,I Witﬁdall my heart, too,
S“‘f‘h Asimrze fgolt;e; ::as (;fot my heart thankfx;l
d ;tefuyzl then? Was there not acce;ptabte
o i%: rend,ered to Thee, when ¢ accordmgOdo
;el;;wledge’ 1 made it my glad duty tc(; 1;?‘7 egrc; rs;
and obedient, and respectful to my de (; B
Was I net, even before I bad d‘re:a.me b
existence of the unseen master—splnt,.a.nhomage
ignorance of myself, even thus rendering
and service acceptable to Thee? it how
«T had never been taught anythmg o
to work, and I had often labored far .(301 o
tren tI; though in a slovenly, unskiifu s
36[ sgerv:ices had been extorted, imd 11-1en :tor_
beiause there was no way ’of.‘ evading :ﬂi ?[ o
tion: but now in what a different spkes Y
Wl{a;: was required of me ! Love ma

i f labor, indeed. . |
tm‘l‘e 'V%eare a,;ad 1 never played as I think other

children do. Oertainly, certainly not as tzgig
miserable little ones did in the place from W

T came. They quarrelled, became angry with one

1 rts seemed to he
another, and in their very sports seemed

not happy, as I anderstood happiness ; they did

i “gol-
i to love. Mine was a "so
it know what it was ‘ o feot
no gonl’ among them, I had never um;l' thi
Lt:trlince on a new stage of life enjoyed; my

- have not even thought to won

satisfaction has attended this re

\
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soul was fashioned and déestined to partake of
Pleasures of which as yet it knew nothing what-
ever, , I ,
“I could not read; I knew not a letter or g "
printed word. How thoroughly ignorant T was | ,
Weare promised that he would teach me how
to read ; and day after day he produced his
books with that good intention, but it was*go
much easier for us to talk, and walk about, that
we made small headway in this work ; and it
was his mother, his adorable mother, who taught
me finally, and she it was who tanght me every-
thing worth knowing,

even by her example,
that highest lesson I have yet acquired, love for
her son.

And that lesson, can I attribate it to
her, as of her teaching? - Who would ever have
asked, or thought of asking me to love him?
Wherefore, then, since it is an homage rendered,
unsought, unasked even, do I write of it here so -
calmly, without misgiving; dread, or shame? I
der if he loves mb,
In giving to his chardcter, as I have more espe-
cially of late, my keenest and intensest study, T
have found matter for rejoicing,'and the purest

ndering of hom-
age, becanse I know he i worthy to receive all
the homage I can render. My love seems.the
last thing T should be ashamed to confess to my-
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gelf; it is a beautiful, pure, and ‘holy offering,
just because it has never been spo%;en,.and nev-
er can, nor shall be. It can not, it will not be
spoken, for I have perceived of late that hg has
been making me as much a study as.I.have
made him; and at the conclusion of this inves-
tigation, he has not said to his so.ul, I lov?, heri
And-—no, I would not have hl.m pay it.
would not have him think, or feel it; for the mo-
ment it asks for return, love becomes a mere Sfalf-
ish passion, becomes the very commonefst th;fg
— transforms itself into that image Whlcb as
been go often polluted, degraded, ?nd outraged,
a low brute passion that consumes itself. I must
never know such love. Ah, Weare ! you would,
I am convineed, for the first time understand
me, could you ‘read these words.

«] thought, when I went into, and t-ook up
my abode in my new home, that h?ppmess it~
self dwelt there. I could not conceive a more
beautiful dream of what life might be than met
my eyes when they wandered a’.pout the well-
kept, lovely cottage. I could think of no bet-
ter fortune than belonged to Mrs. Dugga,nnei a:nd
her son. It was the judgment, the imagining
of a child — a foolish, uninitiated chi.ld. If ?:here
be a place on this earth where happiness dwe.lls,
save a¢ & maimed, imperfect thing, a deformity,

' sight, before he had eithe

~ but for this reason only,

. IS THERE
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beautifal, but also painful to look upon, I know
not even yet. It surely was not to be found
where I imagined, L
“Ihad supposed, besides, that my two friends,
with the servanis, were all the members of the
~household ; but about g month . after my going
there, the father of Weare, Mr. Dugganne, came
home. He had been, it appeared, on a long
" journey, and retwrned unexpectedly, as I
thought, for I had heard nothing of him, nor
of hig probable coming. Hig appearance brought;
10 apparent joy to his wife or child, Theyseemed
too much afraid of him to be glad when he wag
with them; or, I thonght 80, for they moved
about, and spoke, and looked, as I knew I
had done when I hag ‘been unhappy, or in tor-
ror; and more than once in the firgt week of hig
return I saw tears in the eyes of Weare, and that
Was an evidence of grief and disquietude T had
never seen him give before, = |
“ I remember I almost hated thig man at first

r spoken to, or taken
the least notice of me. And it could have been

which T have learned to.

explain to myself since seeing more of the world ;

the emotion wag undefinable when firgt experi-

enced, but éven to my childish, heart he was

evidently one of those, human‘ beings caleulated
9 .
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to, and who indeed seem to live only to, make the
misery of others; to be the cross of -the meek,
patient, and long-suffering, who might otherwise
__but for them—find this life too bright and
beautiful. Evidently life had not been given
M#* Dugganne for any fixed individual purpose,

for he accomplished no destiny—he wrought

no work.

« Mr, Dugganne was a large person, and real-
ly magnificent (as my memory and his portrait .

testify), as far as the animal nature went. But
bis face had a peculiar expression, & baggard
look, and his voice an untranglatable, but felt
tone, which always affected me in the strangest
magnetic manner. I never heard it, even when
he was in the merriest moods, but melancholy
pervaded my soul, and tears gathered in-my
eyes. Not because he appealed in any way
to my sympathies ; I do not know the reason.
Yet it made me pity him, child ag I was, ser-
vant as I was, doubtless, to his thinking. It
must have been becaunse of my jmpression, which
deepened in after-days toa conviction that he
himself was so thoroughly wretched.

« Very long it was before I knew anything of
the real cause of the silence, oppressiveness, and
heaviness, that reigned in the house, from the
day of his coming home. But I learned it, at

- fell. It was. upon her

it Wwag upon her sanctifi
tl;'re, that the sorrow g
laid. In vain had she stri
for him — there Wwas none
8ave. How horrible it wag !

it
now, a,nd understand it al]
more and more, ,

the Yearning,

THE FALLEN.

last, in sad and awful scenes. Mr. D .

. . Mr. Du

thzs 1&:.) ;);?:KARD. I use the horrid word fv?taian:;; |
oy andg and disgust whick another person

| 1ahgu ;ge h:urely would feel, in reading it, Our
e 8 not a:nother such word —T could‘

ch other to it— powerful ¢
utter, unconquerable o s

> aversion, go
e y Sorrow, sh
md Iicizm, :;:hat fills my soul even nov:r wha;f?
t. They have, indeed, sought out 'many

a . L
v:fﬂ;ell)h;h dev1;:es! To the mother and son, I
elieve, there was no oth o W]J.,.
, her name
among men so dreadful ag this, of dri;‘;]eieljlr;l
un! B8,

In learhing it-

g it- Mirs. Dug, ’ )

8. Vugganne’s face

pale, and her life weary, And -Z;eitl;agui?wg
ar

bearing, its livi
eaﬂ% dg;y_ssoinélvnga rfirge,-hovg c,loudgd were the
£ -3 ) . )

o ;t it 1::vans upon ‘her that the bitterness of
guish, and disappointment, .and shame

pure and. holy natm-e"

Yet bore the :amssocia,tion3
ed and conseerated 'na:
nd the trial were chiefly
ven with, and pra.yéd
mighty and willing to
As I ponder upon

. I do wonder,
To thm_k of the.gentle nature: |

loving heart, the noble mind, kept

which shrunk from, and
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for years in a state of slavish bondage to the base
passions of that man! To think of the weari-
ness she overcame—the disgrace she endured
— the bitter thoughts she subdued —the victory
. ghe obtained! How glorious, yet how terrible
for her! How selfish, beastly, and- abominable
in him—nay, how extreme, beyond thought, his
condemnation ! ' | o
"« Tlow is it the idea has gained ground, that
for erime such as this (is it not crime for a mor-
tal to bring down his capacities from their high
place to a grade below that of the brute f) howis
it that society has learned to think only with &
sigh of regret, or wonder, of the condition of the

inebriate’s wife? I can easily conceive the

righteous indignation that would be roused
against the woman, who ghould, by this manner
~of excess, work the wo and disgrace of her
household. Is there a man in creation who
would patiently and lovingly continue to make
his abode with her who stooped willingly and
wittingly to this degradation? ‘Would he think,
even if he could endure her for a companion,
that she was a fit, an allowable guide, pattern,
mother, for his children? Would he endure
such a desecration of household gods? ‘Would
he bear till death had ended her shameful

career ?

And is a man, and if so, why? any

A QLOUD. - - '
ovp. - 99

more ﬁt, under such ¢
7 cireumstances, pursued by:
g;zrct.}me by} such lust, to guide al,uf dilfaz(: I}?’a '
Hov];:rn:f?—:—to be f:alled a father, a husbandli
e VOI;, Slta:;e sa;d or thought, that all inar’
A8° Vows are not virtually Broke such
Vicious indulgence? Ilow ean anjnmgfta;uzh
e

even justified ir i '
| Justified in enduring a show of union, when
H

the mayri ' i
& a;t;;‘la,ge covenant is virtually annulled? Iy
88 than & crime to suffer such union | -

[13 V . N
I knew no real return of the e

. . xtreme, gri
sorrow which had once been m s grievous

¥ only portion and

- Apparent heritage, from the time of my first en-
: n-

tering that I :
bitjiy ;ZS;?;;.MI one day when I found Weare
_ ere was g loud noj '
i v s e T e
it thee 213, bgt neffer there ; and T gtole awz
with m sge]; en afraid; I knew not what to d;z
"éﬂad ‘toyﬁnd' hf‘I‘here I found Wedr@; I was go
of what T did I1m the;'e, that, without thinkiﬁg
been so i }; ran up to him, saying, ‘Oh, T’ve
here ! Hl"lg tened! I'm go glad to see’ you
at least h: foedmed to know of what I was afraid
with him 1; not ask me, he only wapt, and I
not, if it ;?Vas oW or why I dared do it I know
oo g 1ot perhaps with the mere confi-
nee of a child ‘who algo hag suffered much Obﬁt
. o ) 4
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1 laid my arms about him, as though he had
been my brother, saying as I did so, “'Weare,
aren’t you happy? He did not seem inclined
to refuse reply, as I did once, when he asked me
that same question. He looked up; he was -
about to answer, but a sudden ery startled us;
it came apperently from the cottage. ‘Hush!
mother !’ he exclaimed, and, with one impulse,
we ran toward the house. There was no ong
killed or hurt, as we at first, in childish terror,
imagined there might be. No one injured, no
one in danger, save a poor wretched mortal who
was in danger of eternal condemnation. I was
so frightened, so beside myself with the scene
before me, that I would have escaped to the
neighbors for help, but ‘Weare anticipated my
design, and, without a word, stopped me as 1
was hastening from the house. Pale as death,
his eyes glowing like fire, he motioned me into
another room, but go I would not, and he made
no move to go himself. He could do nothing,
nor could I, but stand and gaze upon his father,
as he lay writhing upon the floor in a drunken fit.
T never saw such a look of inexpressible sorrow
and misery, as his face wore, while he stood
there watching his parents, too weak to help
them, but fully capacitated to feel and know the
horror of the scene before him. Neither of the

A GIANT HEART, 7|

serants was in the house at the time: and so
-with her own hands Mrs, Dugganne r,aised hel"
husband. The strength of a giant seemed in
her,;a.yd sorely such was needed ; it came from
g gian heart. She lifted, half carried, half |
: 1:(:,1W b.am to a couch that stood in the room, and
nalt him on it, Jooking upon him all the ﬁ,'hilé
ot as an outraged, oppressed, abused Womzu:
‘m.xght have been pardoned for doing, but f
glvingly, and even tenderly! Gould,she h o
loved W.hiie ‘she trembled for him while :Ze
‘fegred him? Is it possible, that While,iﬁ the heal':
of man disgust and aversion must, inevitab] fol
low the infliction of sich wrong on him, itJ;s 11;

~ the
nature of woman to love, 1o LovE, even in

such extremity? Oh, what are we? Where

gas Mrs. Dugganne, morneg, here will I call her
;3, where has.she found the source of all her
strength? Is it, indeed, in whas she calls God 9

- Or, is it the imagination called Faith, which

- gives, ‘ag I sometimes think, all power to the
;izferstr:gdmg?_ .Is it more than imagining on
o P?, Ha_s. 1f ever in any case, been more
s;l: the detgx:mlned will that upholds mortals ¢
i 1:;{1!,8 a sight for. 2 painter! The mental,
o _agony working in her pale face, and
e physical pain manifested in his, A druni{ard‘
?

~and his patient and forgiving wife. Happy
‘ )
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most happy and favored, the mortal who musf
from imagination, draw the celoring for this
picture! o
«T did not then know how it had all hap-
pened, nor what it all meant. I thought Mr.
Dugganne was naturally ill; and they did not
enlig‘hten.me; but I learned only too soon, when
I went in after-days to school, and other children
became associated with me, and confided in me,
and sought my confidence in turn, as children will
and do. Trom them I learned sufficient to under-
stand exactly what my dear honored guardian had
proved life'to be; but I needed not to ask them
how she had borne the trials of her life. T conld
never, after receiving this sort of enlightenment,
think of Mr. Dugganne without indignation, nor
without contempt. I was a child, and a child is
no fool, but oftentimes wise in judgment, and
even in predilgetion. He was kind to me, as
kind as he knew how to be; but I had preferred
to be maltreated by him. Who wants to receive
kindness or favor from one bearing a source
of such injustice as welled within his heart? I
had stood in awe of him at first, his stature was
g0 great, and he looked so magnificent, in com-
parison with all men I had ever seen; but when
T became aware of his loathsome sin, and that to
act upon it, in and through it, was become the

POSITION. . . 33

purpose of his life, I, even I, fels above him. 1
kn‘e:W how to feel ashamed of and sorrjr for him
“1 ?mve' never asked, nor do I know the stor .
of f:helr first married years. I know nothin dg -
 finite respecting their history previous to thé%;ime
of my coming here. But of this-T foel assured. it
was on account of Mr. Dugganne’s misdoing ,in'
the la:st part of his life, that his wife lived in such
a plain and strictly retired wé,y; for she was fitted
b%r birth, and education, and bearing, to fill any
Eozf;;hat she had chosen in the Richmond

“In those days my place in the family was no
matter for wonder or comment among the friends
of Mrs. Dugganne. I never théught nor cared

. to know what my real position in the house was,

I am sure, however, that I have never seemed
to Weare less than a sister, and all that he hag
done for and to me has been worthy of a brother.
- When we were younger I went, part of the
time, to one of the district schools with him: he
has played, studied, and conversed with m; as
he W01.]1d hardly have been allowed to do with
a I.nemal, whose duty was only to work, and re-
ceive her wages. It may be that sdme’fshought
of me as of a servant, but certain am I that no
upper servant even, was cver treated asI. When
I had grown old and stronger, axtd might with |
g |
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justice have been pushed back into that sole her matgrnal fondness, looked through your eyes?
relation, to be taught there of a new place, and Has she reposed . confidence in"one whom she
new duties, it was not done to me. Already the believes her son trusts to the utmost? Can it
kind thought and appreciation of Mrs. Dugganne beso?— | '
had laid out another course for me. And she “We were always much together, Weare and

thinks, perhaps, that now all is finished—is all I. SHKe never obstructed our intercourse. It

finished with me, for me? I am certainly fo her
now, and always have been, to some extent, a
danghter. The service demanded of me is only
such as might be asked of a daughter, less than
is required of many a child, and I am well aware
that many a daughter has never felt the love,
the filial gratitude, which the love and friend-
ship of Mrs. Dugganne has inspired in me. I
must, in some sense, have taken the place of a
child in her heart, or she could never have done
for me all she has. I do not well understand
how this relationship existing between us now,
was brought about. Did she, on the day of my
great rescue from that first remembered home,
design this high place for me, or rather me for
it? I know, or, at least, it is in my power to
conceive, how, once entered into, this relation

maintains itself. But what good angel inspired .

ber at first (before she knew me for what I am)
with the belief that I was worthy of exaltation
into her love and favor? Weare Dugganne,
could you not answer me? Ias the mother, in

%

early grew to be as free as that existing between
brother and sister; yet it was not such—no
for we have made a study of each other’s natui'e:
and character as brothers and sisters never do
in a wholly eritical mood. ‘They, I imagine:
are content to love with the heart— they do not
call in the aid of the understanding. After all,

* we were never as brother and sister.

“ Weare has the very soul of ‘an artist. His
thoughts are full of that poetry which vents. it-

~ self in sound, in music. After Mr. Dugganne’s

death, eight years ago (happy, yet dreadful
event! alas, that the death of any human being
should be proved a happy event from the sense
of relief it brings to survivors l—and ‘yet who
shall say this does not often prove a verity?) |
while the education of Weare was being con-
ducted in Richmond, his attention was much
directed to the cultivation of his musical talent
and ir this_ﬁhe could have no better, or moi';

- Judicions teacher, than his own dear mother.
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He has inherited his taste and talent in this par-
ticular, as in many others from her. Their
voices chord in song delightfully —would ’Ehat
I could join them !—but, for the gift of. hear.mg,
and- loving music, God be thanked! it brings
with it a pure and sweet satisfaction, and where
the expression of it has been denied, the recep-’
tion of it is surely the next most joyous thing!

“T think no human heart ever conceived a
love that equalled, or in any way resembled,
the love I have for Weare. Can I analyze
this love? It is not like that my friend who
married yesterday has for her husband, nor any-
thing like it, I am sure. T am.far from gdormg
him blindly. Yet his countenance shope before
me, when I firgt beheld it, like the fac'e of an
angel ; and it has never lost that angelic, glOl"l-‘
ous look to me. His reverential regard for his
mother ig the most complete offering of filial
affection T have ever beheld. It is the deepest,

- gincerest, purest. He is himself beautiful, and
pure, and good, and he is strong, too, in & way.
He gives far nobler proof of manliness than my
friend can possibly find in the man she so pas-
sionately adores. Yet could I never worship
Weare. I can conceive of, though I have never

seen such, & less perfect, though really stronger,
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grander manhood.. I can conceive,too, of a love
more absorbing, and more satisfactory, perhaps,
but not of a love more beautiful, than I have for
him. I have not given him the affection called
fraternal—or not that merely:- I never have
found myself voiceless, will-less, t1emb1mg be-
fore him, as though I had in him a master— .
as it ig said women often find to be true of ‘the
men they love. 1 believe, indeed, that when we
were younger, I could understand him much
more readily and intimately than now; for since
my own knowledge of self, and this new am-
bition has roused to life within me, and my
nature has begun to unfold itself from the very
Heart of Llfe, I have found myself at times look-

“ing’ with wonder on him. It almost seems as

though I had passed beyond him —ag though I
were standing in a new light—as though, in
looking backward and forward, I were looking
through a new medium, and not with my old
understanding. An impeding somethmv—-and 7
what, what is it?—has grown up within me. I

~ do not see, a3 once, with his eyes.  There seems

to be a necessity laid upon us, compelling us to
differ. We certam]y are not one,

“At my dear mother-friend’s suggestion, Whlch .

she gave, I' know, because she' perceived - my

earnest inclination, I have begun to read more
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closely, to study more intense.ly, and thex:a 1:;&
been, in consequence, an en.tu-e change in e:;
current of my thoughts. Is it because they res
less often on him, the real, and turn more fre;
quently to the imaginative ?Jnd t?e abstract
Are my thoughts, then, becoming alienated frﬁn::
him? Nay! Could ambition destroy lo.v,e' t tha
certainly would not-be possible. B?.t ig it, can
it be true, that I am turning, or f:hat it Wo.uld be
possible for me to turn with .prlde, or with un;
womanly self-reliance, from hu:r}? Tha}t can no
be. Self-reliance, yes, self-reha.nce,. I8 a very
grand thing; but the grandeur of all fts possibil-
ities would be lost to me, if it permitted me to
live in peace away from him for ever. |
« How shall I ever, in the least degtree, repay
mv mother for her kindness of the past? Or,
how be sufficiently grateful for this new-suggested
force in, and inclination for,study? It seems a?g
though I were indebted for a}l to her. Y:et#—d1
ghe give me this mind to cultivate? No! she has

not given me the power, but the opportunity.

She might have kept me in ignorance. of the
great world of hidden knowledge, and still have
done her duty by me in the way that a thousand
others, in similar circumstances, would and do
perform it. But that has nof been her way. She

has seen in me one of God’s creatures, or &

POWER V8. OPPORTUNITY. 89

creature endowed with intellect as well as life,
with capacity for a higher range of enjoyment,
that has little to do with the mere animal nature,
She has felt bound, apparently, the blessed, glo-

- rious woman! to heap blessing on blessing ; and

no one was ever bound by a stronger tie of love
to-another than I to her. Even as her son is,
she has permitted me to be a student and a
thinker—a busy student,a close and energetic
~ thinker. | '
“And studying so much together, we have
learned in'the most favorable way. We have |
done much toward unfolding each other’s mind.
Thus we have heen united in a really closer and
more intimate bond of fellowship than we could
otherwise have been. We have gone over a
vast field of thought together ; and I can not help
perceiving, meither can he, how diverse our
natures are proved by this process. We have.
not seen truth with the same degree of vision, nor
always in the same light. Our ambition, I am
convinced, became first aroused in these multi-
tudinous discussions —my ambition rather. I am
not certain that he has what is called ambition ;
but there has certainly been with both of us an
earnest and an honest desire to improve ourselves.
An unbounded desire to” learn all things has
marked my way as a student thus far, and so it

2
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has marked his. The attainments we made,
of themselves, served to excite us muttlxally.. .
“ We have had extraordinary discussions; aJnSt
some of them of such a nature that they Idri:; ’
with us be endless. Our re.stlessness has -
for each other that which -:?:érmeh:izaléllivzzzped
i for the student. We |
z:shhe:the;’s intellects, have forced. each othfezz
to conclusions we might otherwise havg Jeen
vears in reaching; and now, here I haje! )
on this word, this strange word, LOVE .- . e
-« Baflled and awed by ita. mystic so?ln ,r yI
heart, sonl, and mind, repea:t it, hour by ; gl:v ilen
can not make out the meaning. of the wor e
it points toward him. 'Why have I not, (i*»lr. 11;1 e @:
e o e mtar, sbout it natarot
i r matters,
%1\%1“; ’isai, l&aztii have never once by chance,
touched on this word love, LovE 34

~ feel inclined to congratulate m

. -'ance, and low station, another

THE REVERSE OF ‘A PICTURIE.

IL.
Frou these disconnected papers,
ments of an autobiography,

fragments, evidently portions
at intervals, the whole

these frag-
let us tun to other
of a journal, written
of them ‘bearing later

- date than Isa’s manuseript, |

“Strange mortals are we!. Here I find my-
self surveying and criticising my own thoughts,
much in the way that an uninterested obgerver
would, in a pure amazement, For, whénever [
yself that it ig T
poverty, depend-
sort of pride, a
glorying that I can but indulge in as'a human
being, relating to her genius, constraing me to
acknowledge that she must have come otit from
the million, peculiar, extraordinarily beautiful,
and wonderfally gifted as she is. T think my
mother hardly understands this girl. - She much
more than baffes me, and I have made her 4
study. - The more I think of it, the more it acty-
ally seems that ghe-js never more than hi

who have rescned Isa Lee from

mental life ‘must she ,Iea‘d_l;

] Tt seems fo me g4
though' ghe were . continually

thiPliiﬁg how ‘she
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is to get the better of, or rise above her felt ob-
ligation. Would that, if really true, add to, or
detract from the nobility of her nature! Why
should she trouble herself with the thought,when
all human life is a state of dependence? 1
would that she might altogether forgét the obli-
gation, or else that she might think of it only as
she ought, and so let it bind us, as it surely
would, in a tie of friendship s0 powerful that
nothing counld break it.”

% What surprises me, of all things, is Isa’s en-
tire consciousness of ability. This does not re-
veal itself, as ordinarily in boys and girls, by an
obtrusive self-confidence, but in a never-failing
readiness. to attempt all things. There is no
shrinking batk. Yet it is not boldness in any
common presentment. The working of this girl’s
gpirit is a phenomenon.”

«] begin to think her ambition exceeds all I
have ever observed in my contemplations of hu-
man nature. It is not of the usual nature of
ambition, but of a spirit that strikes me as al-
most unpardonable in ‘a woman. I am con-
vinced, however, that lier aim is not simply to
exceed others ; or, atleast, it isnot so much that,
as an endeavor to educate every power and ca-
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- paeity of her mind. To strengthen it to the ut-

most possible degree, is her endeavor, Every
day proves it; by incessant Vlgl]ance she is
learning to master herself; iz she doing this
that she may in turn master others ? Mother
would smile at the apparent absurdity of such
a question relative to a girl of eighteen years;
but is it an irrelevant or idle question when con-
nected with Isa? She surprises every one by
her diligence, and the celerity with which she
masters the principles of whatever comes under

‘her notice. I am well convinced that few things -

or ideas within the grasp of mortal mind are too
deep for her. It would seem a happy thing for
her, had she less of talent, or less of beauty ; but;

it could not.be the w1sh of any wise person to '
repress the unfoldings of her genius, or to repel
her to a lower grade of society again ; indeed,
she could not be repelled, save by miracle. It
is in her to rise, and all the laws and customs of

the world must be set aside for her. But should

she go into the world, what will become of her$
In what way is her mind really unfolding #-—to
what purpose?—to what end? It makes me
shudder, this thought—if chance should :send
her among evil mﬂuences?—-—but peace, soul !
chance will not send her ; it was Providence
that directed, impelled me toward her at first,
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and Providence will not throw her, fearfully en»
dowed with gemus and beauty as she.is, helpless
upon the world.” \

“ What could she have meant this morning,
when, looking from hér book, she said, in that
strange, decided way, so peculiarly hers, which
I know troubles my mother so much: ¢ Will,
buman will, is next to, it leans up close against
God — God first— yes, he is first of all powers,
and mortal will next.” She said it in a way that
implied a more than half doubt on her part, as
to-whether God really were first ; or, if be were
indeed anything more than the will with which
man might be identified. It is a matter for
grief and regret, that she thinks so much of such
things. Religion has so many stumbling-blocks
to the mere understanding! And she-—is she
one to kneel and adore where she can not com-
prebend and fathom? If she realizes the true
nature of faith at all, is matter for doubt. 1
wish that she might, of all things, attain to a
state of unquestioning submission, for she is too
much a skeptic; she reasons and questions
more than can be well, for her, at least.— But
what an intellect she has! How far she can
soar without weariness! She looks at truth with

eagle eyes. I always think of lightning repel:
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ling lightning, when I see her in earnest conver-
sation ; there is such a flashing of conscious pow-

. er from those eyes—such an eloquent glowing

of light in them! It would be a dangerous
thing for one to attempt ruling her,.a8 a weak

‘woman might be ruled. I can never speak of

ker, nor think of her, as of an ordinary woman
~—and it annoys me to feel that she is more than
half conscious of the advantage she has over me
in the use of words. What an ‘argument was
that she held this very day.

“We were conversing of the government of
God (and it is singular that she should so per-
sist in discassing such a point); in the excite-
ment of our conversation she called me puritarfic,
and asked me why it was that I suffered myself
to be bound by “such exceedingly narrow, timid
views,’ as I always advanced=—why I did not
at once give myself liberty of ‘unlimited range
of vision, and, withoutifoar, study and search
into all thmgs. I knew- very well what she
meant, and exclaimed' solemnly, ‘W hat! the
deep éhir;gs of God? 'There i a bar across that

‘path. 'We must not go beyond it. We haveno
- right to attempt to penetrate the Holy of Holies.

We must not seek to pierce that veil Wlnch in
mercy to our weakness, screens the yresence and
the power of Jehovah.’
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«¢Tt is a cowardly argument at best,” she re-
plied with emphasis. ¢There is no limit given
but that which our own will regulates. No
other voice than man’s own mental capacity,
ever said, thus far, no farther. 1 can readily
imagine how one with sufficient perseverance,
energy, and courage, might pierce and solve all
mystery, and stand,.yes, even in the flesh, stand
face to face with spirit.

« ¢ Hush? I exclaimed, throwing into my
voice all the mental and physical authority of
which T was at the time master; ‘I say to you
thus far, no farther! Go on at this rate and you
will halt ere long but scarcely this side of ruin.
Yéu will be lost beyond redemption.’

«She looked on me much as thespirit of a
tempest might look on a reed that it had abso-
lute mastery over; and then said in an untrans-
ferable; sarcastic tone, ¢ Are you indeed so ig-
norant as not to know the limitless power of
thought? What do you mean? I have been
accustomed to look upon you as a master, not,
understand me, as an ordinary servant would—

1 have never been treated as a servant here.
But by reason of your education, and great so-
cial advantages, and,’ she added, with a gravity
which seemed full of mockery, ¢ because you are

of the sex that claims mastership as a natural

- right. Be careful ;\you will deprive yourseif‘

o'f my allegiance by /voluntarily placing limita-
tions on power. Afe you willing to acknqwledge
that I, a woman, hiwe outstripped: ‘You in will
in thought, in imagination # R
.‘F ‘In imagination? yes! In’ thouglit? in
will? You have not proved it, and it is not my
iway, you ktlﬁ)w, Isa; to confess faith in & mere
magining that ‘only '
e geredgl. ; has only wor@s for argumentg,f
. ¢ Look you? she said, commandingly, ‘I am
eighteen years old—you are not so young, I
came from a poorhouse [what a’ lofty seorn shé
beltra,yed in the manner of that adiniéﬁioﬁ] and
I ¢&n not date beyond that—1I don’t know, how
I came there. I am a mere girl— yoﬁ are a
man, I have heen tanght, faithfully an;ci i{indly
tanght, by your dear mother and ydui%é‘lf,‘f Your

~ advantages outwardly, ag some might- estimate
_‘ th_em,‘ have been greater than mine. I am hand-
some, at least I have been told so a thousand

times, and it would be sheerest vanity in me to
pretepd E:o 1gn0rance.of the fact. I could h:ivé all
the admiration. of the class below you, nay, per

‘haps, ?f your class, if I chose, but I scorn and

) %c’athe it. I will have none of it. Now, tell me

| ' I went out this day with you into t];é‘fvorld’
_dependent on my own 'energieé, and you‘ 01:: '
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yours, do you not think I should be able to .h({{l(} |
an equal race with you? Do you not thm ¥
would reach as noble and as honorable a goa '
And what on earth could help me to such tri-
umph? My own will, Weare, and mnot anotht;r |
power! It is that which bas educ?.ted me; noth-
ing but that could have made me aught but a
menial. It is that which has made me spurn
the mere admiration, the debasing, contemptible
adimiration, men would give me. . . I have out-
talked —1I have convinced you, perha,'pﬂ I:.Iave
Inot? Is there any limit to the possible, with a
determined will ¥—
¢ Yes, there is a limitV -
«<What is it, then?® she asked, impatientfy.
«¢A higher will? , ..
“<And that? - :
¢+ The will of our creatot, God.” .
«¢ Tt ig as far as you will ever go,’ she said in

a vexed and disappointed tone. o
«¢J trust in Him it is,} I answered. ‘¢ What

have you been reading, Isa ¢ ‘Where and when -
did you learn to cherish such ideas? You are .

passing through such constant transformations

that I quite lose you’ ‘ o
«<] have thought; I think, in the solitude

of my own mind. And I do not wish you t:)
imagine I consider my intellect any extraordi-
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nary power, either.. I am truly sorry if it is
going to prove itself a keener power than yours.

I have no idea that it will, however. You are

only less brave than I, to speak the simple
truth.  You are less brave, but you are no
coward, Weare. I know there is difference in
the power or capacity of mental growth and .
grasp in individuals, just as you see men with
 different powers of vision., ‘Some to whom the.
broadest rainbow is not an apparent inch in
width; others who are endowed with perfepi; ‘
_organs of sight. | o
“¢Yes,) I answered deliberately, ¢that is all
fact sufficiently well established, But there are
wild fancyings in the world, dreamers, and some
gifted, to their own apprehension, with second
sight: Because their visions are sometimes grand
and splendid, shall we yield onrselves to- them,
distrusting our own capacity? shall we have
faith in the dreamers, and repose with confidence
in the visions of the seers ? '
“8She looked fixedly upon me for a moment, as
though to read my inmost. thonghts ; then, as
having come to some conclusion about them, she.
arose, gathered up her books, and said: ¢ When
you agree to argue with me as you must ot

-argue, if we speak on such subjecty'at all, T will ~ |

agree to listen. But T promise yon, Weare, you
. 8 D
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ghall be astonished when Ishow you what thought
and will can do for a person.’

“cAre you a seer? I asked.

“¢Not at all’

«“¢Are you a prophetd’

e ’ ) .

“ "];—(;)1.1- are a fairy, at all events,’ I exelalm,eg,
and, gazing upon her, I could not conce'zgllmy :h ‘
miration. I took her hand, but s.he quietly wi
drew it, and said, ‘I am mo falrj, as ).YOE ver}:yl
well know. Afe you not ashanfted to thin m;ca
foolishness ; at least, to spea'k it? Nor am .
ppirit: if I-were, and she laid ma:rked s;rass or.
the words, ¢if I were, I wou%d raiso sx_1c ¥ p:ur
foct tempest of thought W}thm you ais y‘ﬂd

imagination has never conceived ; and ; WF; -
force you, by your own will, through that me

commotion. You ghould find a climax some-

where.
«“¢Ag you have? I could but eay.

«cAg T have, she echoed, escaping from the
m(‘)?;g[er words have been ringing ip Ty mind
gll this day. I can but think she Is so;ne
foreign spirit; nor am I at all sure ?hat ghe Bai
not raised a tempest of thought erchm me. ;L
whither would such a will lead, if I would e

guided by it

HUMAN WILL. AND GOD. 5

“I am confounded! What end shall we—
what end must we, arrive at? Is it possible
that mortal man ever held such conversation
with woman as I have held with Isa to-day? We .
had been reading a book of poems together,

- when, turning from them suddenly, she said
with & voice that revealed & tone of thought
very different to that one would suppose naturally
suggested by such a volume, and in & way that
convinced me she had given very little attontion '

to the verses of’ the poet :— - N
- “‘I am not sure; after all, that the point at
which we tried to meet and agree, the other day,
is areal one. There is one thing I can not under-
stand. My mind continually asks it; Why is
not will God ¥ B S
~“fIt is in one sense,’ I answered, ‘as you
well know. The first, the great will, is God;
and, properly speaking, there is no will beside
his> - - S

“¢But I dor’t wish %o hear any of those
sweeping and general agsertions. 'They are very
imposing and- grand to a1l who dare not approach
them. T strangely mistake if it is not to fancy
and superstition that they owe their great power,

You and I can reason of such things in another . -

way than that of the crowd. We are not bound
to believe all we hiear. You speak of God in
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man; is not man’s will, his capacity, mea,.nt by
that? Why is not our own will -the God in us?
Tt seems passing strange that the 1dfaas, or rfmthelr,
idea, should ever have been 8o mal.med, dissoci-
ated. Certainly, Weare Dugganne, in so far as we
will to do, or to create, and just so far as we will,
we can, we are unfolding the Go::l within us.
There is, there can be, no revelatmn., but that
we make for ourselves. Man’s soul is the only
revelator.’ .

« ¢ Unfolding the God within ust I ?‘epeated
impetuously ; for I grew desperate, l.ookmg upon
her and hearing such words escaping her lips.
¢Say the devil within us! Took around: you,
Isa. You have seen something of the world —
not much, but enough to enable y.'ou to form a
correct judgment, if you only Wln.. Tell me,
where do you see the man, where did you ever
see the man, whose deeds do, or can, spea%c ?f
the active, possessed, and possessing God within
him— his God ¥ _ |

« ¢ Where do you not see him, Weare? if you

would but use your own gift of mental sight!.

‘What! do you not know that mere ferms are
nothing? 'What is the devil but an exireme

God — extreme to wickedness— the inclination

in man, the will, and the power consequently, to

do evil continually? And yet, do you not know, .
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also, that the-veriest vagabond in creation can
become a salnt? You do infinite injustice, cruel
wrong, to your own human nature, in setting
limitation to the power of human will.’

“¢Is it possible that I understanid you? How,
then, do you account for the ability of the sin-
ner to become the saint? From what source do
you say it is drawn !’ \ ,

“*You know as well as I; but I will repeat,
it is from the all-mighty, omniscient, omnipres-
ent, human will, I might. lay myriad proofs
before you. We have studied together. The
world of the past has been more fully opened to -
your research. than to mine. But you need to
turn the leaves of history over again. - Or, look
merely into our present, what do you find? a

- blank, if not all around you tokend and evidences

of the workings of the human will.” -

“¢In the natural world —yes, I admit that—
and in the intellectual world, too. Man s, in
one sense, the master of matter. But, reflect a
moment.” She smiled as I said this: as if to
say, You need not ask me to reflect. < Has he
ever, can he royally control matter? . Does he
not for ever, turn which way he will, meet with
alimit? Can he create a world? Can he occa-
sion an edrthquake? Can he even command or

see the wind ? or cause the unfolding of a flower ? 4
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Ah, you perceive you are condemned out of your
own mouth. Confess: you have received an ab-
gurd idea. And as regards the unfolding of the
higher life—oh, Isa, how much less is it tr1'1e
there! 1In the life of the soul, will has its
work, its ability to do: its presence, indeed, is
necessary so long as the soul is chained to
earth. But it is not the chief, the grand, effec-
tual power, is it ¥ '

«¢Yes! to my mind. Why did the heart of
man ever suggest to him the.words, “Be ye
perfect?” How came one ever to think such
words, even? What meaning have they? Why
is the dying prayer of your Chrigtian, after a
lifetime of worship, “Lord, be merciful to me
g sinner?” Whence did any mortal derive the
idea of making such command? According to
your way of arguing, it can be reconciled with no
principle of justice or law of common sense.’ .

«¢Qnr Savior, the Lord Jesus, who was in-
finitely wise to teach us, and infinitely ablp to
help us in keeping his commandments, meant

simply that we must make it our constant aim

and endeavor to be perfect.

« ¢ But, striving does not always, does never
through itself, accomplish, you would say. Why
chould that teacher, the man Christ Jesus,
have ordained us to, or rather enjoined upon
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us the performance of what is said to-be an im-
possible duty ¢—said by the very prayers and
confessions of some we are wont to look to
(whether wisely or not is questionable), as know-
ing experimentally all about the matter. If such
a confession is a mere mockery, I know not. It
seems to me you are in a fair way for proving
that.’ ‘

“¢And have you gone so far as to question
God? Will he be inquired of by creatures such
as we? " Isa, this human life will not see the ter-
mination of our grand duty of striving.to enter
in-at-the strait gate. It may not be till eternal
ages have rolled on, that we shall in any, degree
accomplish that command, ¢ Be ye perfect.”

‘¢ You assume one thing, and not another {—

~ tinte, and+not power! * How ridiculous! how

unjust! What right have you to assume one
and not the other ¥ . o
“¢ A very clear right, Isa— that of reason.’
“¢Well, what is reason
- “¢The light given us.) '
“* What gives the light? who givesit? where
does it come from ? |
XY GOd.«, )
“Bhe seemed ot to hear my answer, but -
went on speaking with increased:vehemence,
%% Are you then & mere passive agent—a sort -
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of wooder image— & thing to receive light, with-
out ability to win it, to create it for yourse'lf ?
Is man, indeed, a mere machine, and nothing
more whatever? No, Weare! you shall not
have it so. You argue in this way merely be-
cause you will; because others called ws:ise men
have argued so; because you dread this going
and seeking, or creating light for yoursel.f ; be-
cause you fear being called an innovator in the
fields of thought. Let me tell you, none l?ut
cowards will think to call you so. Ah, I pity
yon! for you see things in this way only because
you will. You go thus far and will not go far-
ther, when no manner of bar impedes you,but
your osn unwillingness to go on ¥
¢ ¢ Shall you go on ¥
1131 Yes.’
¢« ¢ Whither # .
“¢To the limits of thought.’
% ¢ When will you reach them ¥
“¢{Never !
« ] began to speak again; the first wor.d Iut-
tered was, death, she interrupted me, saying :—
¢ T want to hear nothing about that from you.
Don’t take up any such old, wornout argument.
I shall not die until I arrive at the point in men-
tal life when such a change will be necessary.’
«T could not answer her—we were both si-

¥
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lent— we had spoken with excitement, and for

‘myself I was exhausted by the subjects we had

striven to speak about. I reviewed my words,
and presently said :— | :

“‘I must confess I do not like to hear you
speak about these things. Isa, what has become
of your old faith? What can have induced this
most extraordinary change in you? Isit, canit
be that you have merely willed to be uncommon ?.
I beseech you remember too much reverence
and godly fear cannot exist in the human heart.
Man can not stand in too much, awe of his Ma-
ker. T declare, I get almost afraid of you, It
seems just as though I were about to hear you -
deny the existence of any other power than hu-
man will. Nay, have you not denied it? Asg
though you were about to say, God is will —will
is man’s power—is MaN— doing thus away
with all you most need to lean upon in the
emergencies, and even in the performance of the.
every-day duties of this changeful life. Dear
friend, let us at least wait till we are older, and
wiser, before we speak of such things, We can
not help thinking of them. Well, then, in Heav-
en’s name, let it be prayerfﬁll@;_hnm‘bly, with

full trust in him. We are nothing in his hands.””
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“We had been occupied with our musie to-
night, mother and I, Isa was a silent listener.
But not a composed and charmed listgner, as
she usually is; for, while we sang, she paced the
room, in great evident unrest. Mother was
called away just as we were finishing a new
song, and Isa and I were left alone. This had
no sooner happened than her disquietude seemed
to vanish ; seating herself upon an ottoman (and
an enthroned queen could not have looked more
regally proud and noble), she said :—

“¢T crave an audience.’ | ‘

“1 immediately signified a desire to listen;
and she expressed herself thus: ¢I saw in this
morning’s paper a full account of the execution
of Peter Grange. IJe denied his guilt, as you
are aware, till' the last day of his life, and then
acknowledged it. His words on the scaffold
seemed to have made a sensation. The editors,
sapient moralists! draw from them a grand les-

gon, whereby to edify the mothers of the land.

Do you know the language to which he gave ut-
terance?! Ie was neglected in his childhood.
His mother never attended to the education
of his soul; hiégsjhbbaths, through her neglect,

proved abused “piivileges; his childhood was

left to harden in the hot sunlight of sin. And so
it was that he brought his mother before the
S
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minds of that people, and of all people who will -
read about it, an object for pious horror and con-
demnation ; and, by the aid of the shortsighted,
credulons editorial corps, she is convicted in the
court of public opinion. - Nay, do not speak! I
knew that boy’s mother, Margaret Grange. 1

knew the boy, too. They lived the greater part

of one winter at the poorhouse, while I was there.
I recollect them very well; and there is no

. reason for believing, Weare, that you or I will

ever prove so patient, humble, and hopeful, as
that woman was. Peter went from the world with
the most horrible lie on his soul; it was the
crowning of all the guilt of his short life. I am
glad his mother is in her gra.ve ; she Wént théi'e
broken-hearted. Now I have told you the living
truth of the matter. “'What possessed that boy to
make & fiend of himself? witat, if not just the
will to do it? He willed o be an infamous
coward ; to throw the burden of his life’s sin on .

another? He willed to win, and succeeded in
winning, the commiseration of that people. But
I am going to set this matter in a right light at
once. The public, shall knowiabout it, . I will

not suffer such a defamation jo-drédence.’

- ““Very well; youn are.gi wight in tﬁat*

But think of this thing in anefher light for a
moment. The mother willed'to save her child ;

.
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that is, she endeavored to educate ‘him in the
knowledge of godliness, and she failed.

«:He willed to sin, and he was strongest!
His God was mightier than hers. You would
never need to hear that could you have seen tie
two. Forgive me for breaking that sweet song-
sound which was in your soul but now. My dis-
turbing words are all said. ‘

“¢You need, perhaps, to ask forgiveness, but
not of me, believe me — rather of your own spirit,
Isa. I wish you would make an experiment:
tiy that will.of yours; for six months, or thx:ee,
or even one, rid yourself of every distracting
thought ; seek peace; calm your mind.’

“¢Calm myself? How can I?

¢ ¢T use your own, your one grand argument:
will to do so: magnetize your ambition, your as-
piration, or this restless thought, whatever it may
be; put it to sleep; let it have rest.’ |

«¢Weare, I have willed otherwise. I do not
desire rest, or peace, or quiet, or tranquillity,
if that is only to be gained by cessation of thought.
Much would I prefer fighting my way out.into )
clearer light. Much would I prefer batthr}g al-
ways. I love freedom far too well to be satisfied

" with a quiet, easy bondage. Fetters of any sort
fret and weary me. I must be freel’

“ ¢ And a free thinker, consequently ¥

GIANT COWARDS.—MISERERE, 61

“¢Yes, in the broad sense of that noble name.
Weare, I am perfectly astonished when I think
of the weakness which people who might be
giants, suffer in themselves. What a mighty
deal of cowardice. there is in this worldP -

“She said this, a3 though thinking aloud, to
herself, without a listener—as though:she had
quite forgotten T was near. Is she not forgetting
me altogether, save as a warring, opponent intel-
lect, by which she may prove herself through a
constant collision? Oh, I can not endure to
think of her losing the friendly, sisterly con-
sciousness and confidence she once had for me.
As I looked upon her, and those beautiful, dream-
ing eyes fixed upon me, I knew her thoughts
were far off —she was forgetful ‘of me. She

had .spoken strange and daring words; but on
her face was a ‘bewildering . emile, that was no
common smile, but an. expression, not of mere
pleasure, but of ecstatic joy. ~And T knew she
was congratulating her soul that she was not. of )
the cowards she so much despised.
“I went to the piano, and, _accompagiriﬂg my-
self with it, sung a part of the ¢ Miserere’ But
the melancholy music seemed towaffect her pain-
fully. 8he exclaimed; ¢Not:that! domnot sing
that to-night, but rather Jusmare. Tt is the
weak, the forlorn, thé"wi'é%c’hed, because weak, -
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who can best cry, and who should ery for merey,
whether there be any to hear their cry or not.”

«T obeyed her request, she by her looks and
movements joining in the glad song : and I could
but think to myself, ¢ If she would only ask me—
she from whom such request might most fitly
and beautifully come—to sing for her “I know
that my Redeemer liveth!”’

« grow more and more profoundly conscious

of the fact that o spirit, such as has not of late

time been given to the flesh, is dwelling under
this roof. I would that I dared to become her
pupil in turn; but I feel that all I can teach her
has been said. She has soared to a height far
above me. God in mercy grant that she soars
not to make her final home in clouds of dark-
ness! But ghe has tarned —she turns constantly,
as though compelled by some natural attraction,
to me, bidding me follow where she leads; and
it is a wonder with her that I hesitate in obey-
ing. She knows her power—ehe does feach
me —ghe has taught me — far, far too much —
what would she teach? . . oh, great Heavenl
what is this new consciousness that is coming,
coming with lava light, and heat, and force, upon
me? By all the gods of earth, I love her! Toa!
Isa Lee, I love you!l
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.“ But has she known what she was doing in
this teaching? has she. all along beén aware of
what I did not know nor_ guess? Nay, nay, I
wrong her even by the question. The lessi)n
has been taught, has been learned without sug-

gestion. It has enforced itself In wooing her,

what would become of me? Should I be wooing
_the whirlwind or the comet? Should I, indeed
go up to heaven, or down to the abyss of dark-’-
ness, if T took her for my guide ? . Whither, in the

~mame of all things wonderful, does her strange,

ay, her grand intellect direct? What manner
of spirit is that which is hurrying her on? Is
she alone? Is she angel or devil? I degrade
myself by the question, by even a mdm‘ent‘:arj‘
doubt as to whether religion is in her heart.
Though her pride of intellect — no, it is not that,
Ik“QWi it is only the conseiousness of intellecz
tual power; it is hecause she.is strugg’ling in
;iha.rkn‘:(s)s };I:_hat the universe seems such an unfized
ing to her. Does she pray for li '
el es she pray fér hght"é’ 0O Gpd,
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Ler us leave the manuscript, and th?i J%lérx;aj;
and look for ourselves on Isa Lee and We
Dgglia]:vrile(; had been the subject 'of his ft?l'VBI;‘l;
mental discussion, was one MmOrning p§?1ig8he
and fro through a small apartm(.ant w. 1110 she
called her library. A book was In her a: -
her eyes were fixed on its pages, she wa o
dently committing its ideas to‘ memory. ool
room was plainly furnished, without om:1 Jeco-
rative ornament — nothing calculated to (;s. et
thought was admitted there, but a gres;t ;afore

suggest it lay on the book-crowded table, be

which she sat many hours of every day. But

the student needed nof even thes'e (.)utward S}I%
gestives, for there was a world W.lthln her .Imnd
which she trode in constant bewilderment ; an
the chaos through which she worke@l her way
was crowded with ideas, and themes, and argu-
r. .

mizsofzr ;ijlmalist had it in his thought fo say,
gshe was more than lovely, she was almost ma%;
nificent ; time would be sure to make her so. y
seemed as though her dark eyes,

1 "
« Brightly expressive as the twins of Lieeda,
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had an enchantive power peculiarly their own
to awaken affection and sympathy. - Her face
glowed with the health and activity of “physical
and epiritual life; and her fine, graceful form,
which .looked -equally at home in stately or in
meek mood, was what nature had stamped pe-
culiarly aristocratic, The dignified manner was
not assumed, it was the unavoidable .expression
of an inner being; hence it never excited curi- .
ous speculation, as to how far it was connected
with, or occasioned by -vanity, or pride, as such.
In any circle she would not merely have at-
tracted attention, but won homage and admira-
tion by that peculiar and commanding beauty.!
A slight tap at the door interrnpted Isa’s
studies, and in accordance with her 'Word, ‘
Weare Dugganne, much to her surprise, en-
tered the room. He was a young, finelooking .
man, scarcely taller than Tsa — more firmly and
stoutly built—but far less princely in his bear-
ing. You would never have styled him majes-
tic. Besides, in him' genius was not so promi-
nent a. possession -as in her; but ke at once
struck the discerning observer as being just

- what he wag—g well-educated, right-minded,

refined, good man: benevolent, religious, and

forbearing. There was an unusual thoughtful-

ness, resting almost like a shadow on his fine
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face this morning, giving to it a solemn expres-
gion. The look was borne out by the tone of
his voice as he presented himself before Isa,
saying, '

«J bave returned, you see. Have you no
greeting for me? or do I annoy you by this sud-
den re-appearance ¥’

“ Annoy me? no! Butwhat has brought you
back, Weare ¢’ was her quiet inquiry.

“T came solely to see you again,” he said,
speaking very rapidly, as if thus to assure him-
gelf, % to say what I wanted courage to say this
morning, when I left you. You will indeed
think me a coward. . Perhaps with reason. . .”
He paused abruptly, then said as abruptljrm“ I
love you, Isa.”

An expression of disappointment, or of grief,
and it was difficult for him who was watching
her 8o narrowly to say which, passed over Isa’s
countenance. As they stood thus together, a
thousand emotions were warring in her heart,
and in his heart, and Isa’s face revealed, by its
changeful flush, how deeply she was affected by
his sudden declaration. - Her tall figure seemed
suddenly disrobed of its proud bearing, and the
expression her face wore was humbler than any
he had ever seen there before. Her eyes drooped

beneath his steadfast, inquiring gaze ; her will

THE GREAT MISTAXE. 8

seemed to have deserted her, ‘a.nd Weare Dug-
ganne believed that she had at last found her
master —in Love

~ Bat to his surprise, she looked up an mstant '
aftfsir and calmly and steadfastly gazmg on hxm,
said —

“T am sotry you returned——-lt Was ~~a great

- mistake, dear Weare.” -

~ “A mistake, then, ‘whose consequences are
sufficiently important to affect my whole life,”
he answered, with earnestness and energy.

% Do not say s0,” she said sorrowfully, and in
some excitement. “If the relations we held
when T first came into this house have chénged, :
it ig only in this (and recollect, by your courtesy) |
— that we are now as brother and sister. It was
an altogether uncommon appreciation of rea.htles
on your part which established this precious re-
lationship. Anything different from it can not
be. You are, we are, we must be content mth
this.” : :

“You are saying that from an impulse of your

heart?’ he asked lookmg on her with intense .
gaze.

She did not answer,

“ Have I done wrong in speahng thus ¢ Do
I offend you#” . N

BShe turned away ) no words she conld com-
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mand would express her mind, as she was deter- -

mined it should be expressed, if at all. * Shall

I leave -you?’ he asked, in doubt, between his -

alarm and displeasure, as to what he should do.

“Yes! for Heaven’s sake, go!”

“For Heaven’s sake, Isa?’ he repeated, yet
turning as if to obey ker.

¢ For my sake — for your own sake!” she re-
plied, with wild vehemence, changing her posi-
tion, and looking full upon him. ¢ Yes, in the

name, and for the sake of both, go, my brother

‘Weare, and forget what you bave said ”
“ As you will— you have always. conquered
e, he answered, almost bitterly. Her face
was again hastily averted. Ie twrned toward

her as he moved away —she was weeping. He -

would have Jed her to a seat, when he saw this
emotion, but she stood back with dignity, and
nothing but the death-like pallor of her face, and
a bright red glow on either cheek, and the tears

which she seemed to defy as she met his glance, -

these traces of her self-conquest alone told her
emotion at that moment.

‘Weare had never seen her so moved before,
and he repented his coming heartily as Isa could
have wished. He began to speak, to entreat her

forgiveness for having so much disturbed her; ;

but he could say nothing to the purpose ; and

[
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HOPE AND FEAR. : 6'9*‘

- she interrupted him proudly, a8 1f she would

deny herself:—

“You have not disturbed me.”

“ May I not, then, implore you ¢’ 4

“ Implore nothing of any mortal, Weare,” she -
replied impatiently. “You said that you had
returned to speak with me. You spoke, and I
gave my answer.”

¢ QOh,Isa!” he excialmed There was reproach
in his look; there was unbelief, as well as inex-
pressible tenderness, in his words. She under-
stood his brief eJacxﬂatlon, and, as if relentmg,r
asked : —

“ What would you say, Weare #” :

“I have said, what has been the burden of my
highest thoughts and hopes for years, Isa—that
I love you. And when I asked you'to hear of it
with patience at least— you—you mocked me !”

'« Mocked you! mocked you, Weare? never!
never! I— only mock myself. Believe me, be~
lieve me, it is not you!” :

His face became radiant as she acknowledged
so much. How very much it was for her to ac-
knowledge! But he feared to break the sﬂenee
that foliowed her words.

“Weare,” she said suddenly @y it this
that really brought you back o

“ This alone, Isa.” ‘
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“ Why, why had you not the stréngth to go?
“Because all my strength lies in you, as it
has for many, many months, Isa.”

“You should not have allowed yourself to™

believe it for a moment.”

“The fact was too evident. In short,” he said
desperately, “you are indifferent to me. If the
past has not proved to you that all 1T have con-
fessed is the truest truth that concerns my life, I
despair of proving it now.”

“You need not try,” she said, so quietly that
he again approached her, and she did not turn
away. :
“Weare, if I never saw or knew it before, Ido
both see and know it mow. I know that you
lIove me; that I-—” she hesitated, *“that I love
you,” He would have spoken as she, with a
very perceptible pride, acknowledged this much.
But she waved him back, and then, as if led on
by an utterly resistless impulse, she hurriedly
approached him, clasped her arms about hig
neck, and kissed his forchead repeatedly. - “Yes,
yes, I love you!” she said,.frankly; “I have
proved it; it is the love of a sister.” ...

“Jsa,” he exclaimed, bewﬂdered and half
indignant, “it is not as a brother loves, that I
love you; — Nor as a sister loves do you love
me,” he would have added, but he saw how

LOVE m FRIENDSHIP 1

thoroughly she was a‘ware of this, and he for-
bore.

“You would say farther,” she replied, “but -

o ‘you must not. We are brother and sister, re-

member that. Now go—my brother! Such

* words as these must never pass between us again.”
.She spoke seriously; solemnly; but her voice

bad neither haughty nor harsh soand.

“Have you led me to the heights of hope, fo
dash me from them with your foot, Isa®’ Why
will you persist in bidding me ‘go!” in calling
me ‘brother’? You speak coldly; your look
freezes me; while I—1I feel as though I could
never go from you.”
- “Yet we must never be more one than now,”
ghe said. -

“We shall, we: wﬂl we must 1”_he ansWered
glowly and dehbera.tely, with a deep, even. t.one,
which told of an invulnerable purpose-formed.

“We must!” she repeated ewdently surprmed
at his daring. - : .

“We must; for Prowdence brought us to- -
gether. And your life has thus bieen: madfe a
necasalty to me.”

“;‘a yours a hecesmty to me,” he read in
her glance.

“I had foreseen. achange, she said, sPeakmg

with nervous- rapidity, ‘because; my brother,
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we have taught and aﬁ'ected each other to the
utmost in our power—" :

“And that is for all time,” he 1ntempted

“It may be; I shall not dispute that. But, -
you are going from here; and soon you and I
will, doubtless, have formed new relations. We .
must always number the years we have spent to-
gether as among the most important of our lives.
Still, all in this life will soon be utterly changed
for us. Our friends, our impressions, will under-
go strange changes. Had you continued your
journey, to-day, Weare, without the unfortunate
retorn, you would have found this true, without
my telling it.”

She seemed to understand and to share the-

anguish visible in his face, for her eyes fell be-
fore his gaze. She grew pale, and her voice

sounded strangely, as she continned: “We shall _

tread in separate paths of life, Weare, but we
shall always preserve an affectionate recollec-
tion, a generous recollection of each other, shall
we not §” :

He was silent, and she seemed to not regret
this, but grew courageous again, and her voice

strengthened ; though it still was, to his ear,

fraught with inexpressible sadness, and he knew

all that she was trying to hide then in her heart,

even from herself. “Yes,” she resumed, we

“THE PARTING OF THE WAYS.” 73

shaii-j:mad in very different pa‘.ths. “You dre to

=+ be a winister of the gospel, I believa? I have

> sometimes hoped that you wouldy I gearcely

L

“knéw why. But if you ever do besome such a

teachér, be sure that what you unfold to yowr.
hearers is the truth, Be sure, be sure! for some

will look to you; as I have lgoked to othérsi—

Tot them not be"disappoirited, as I have been, -
When you find yourself among those who are

dying in want of the bread of life, do not offer

- them for nourishment the migerable techmcals

of theology. I have been led to broken cisterns,
_when my soul was fainting with thirst. Do yoa

believe I have found anything to revive or#us-

tain me there? I have had to grope my own
way, in darkness, to a fountain. Tt is not that
you have drawn from; yet. I do believe it is
filled with living wa.ter If ever you appear be-
fore the people as a gmide, remember what it is
you bind yourself to do Let us part now, my
brother.”

“And thus?” was all he could say, as he
stood lost in amazémenit before her.

“ And thus,” she repeated, lifting his hands
and presﬂmg them to her lips with a: passionidte
fervor that no longer evidenced itself in- her
words; they wefe proriounded im a tone: entirely
cildi- and- dold. - « W’e shall both' B8 laborers 3

4

&
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your ha.rveét will be richer than mine. You
will at least be never misunderstood, Weare, be,
thankful for that! Nature has mnot written a

part of your character in hieroglyphs, which the -

meny in case they can not understand, will be

fwe to condemn. Let us part.” 4

- %You speak as with reproach. Oh, Isa, do
" you know that what I have understood of your

high and royal character, has made me just

idolize you ¥’ : _

She would not answer, but stood as if waiting
for, and expecting him to go ; but he summoned.
all his resolution to speak again—he would not
depart so. :

«Tn some respects you are surely deceivi_ng'
yourself,” he said. “If, {hdeed, you have a
peculiar mission—and I as firmly believe you
have as you do—why can not that mission be

performed, when — when — you do not stand as

now, alone ¥’ _
« Because I must be unfettered, since you will

guess and discover, and gince. you will have this
answer from me. And because I shall never,

never involve another in my doings.”

They were standing together by the table.
Isa spoke decisively, as though the interview

were now at an end —she looked her e@ectac

" tion that Weare would depart, but irresolute,

ILLUMINATION. 5

feeling it impossible for him to’ go thus, he,un-
conscmusly opened the book she Lad laid aside
when he interrupted her studies. that morning,

. The current of Dugganne’s thoughts changed the:
moment his eyes rested on. the contents of tha .

volume; as he lastily and impetuously |
the pages, looked at the pencilled passages, ‘aftl’

re.ad some of .them, he ‘seemed to forget. his
disappointment and sorrow, to be even uncom. -

scious of her presence and nesrness, in a new
and absorbing emotion. Then the thought of
her returned with tenfold influence — the book
fe}l from his' hands —she was watching him —
_]:us eyes met hers-—she smiled =—,th‘e'y forget .
the past howr’s emotion, in another Quite' 88 en-
grossing. o
“I understand, I see it all,” he said. wi
e
heavy sigh. , , ’ Sald" Wlth’ :
:: I rejoice to know it,» she replied, ca-relesslj?‘ '
aISR-—-—-lt’lS unworthy a person of your nature
and powexs to even touch a work like this. Ttia:
el ike this. Itis
. « Weare, you betray, and you have betrayed
1n every word addressed to me thig day, a most
unmanly fear. I have read mueh, as you know. -
It.nd I say I regard this work as the most:suli-:
1m:’¥r§velatxon of human intellect I have ever:
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“Tt pleases you?”
« Tt delights and amazes me!” .
«You are fascinated by its sophisms —you
are led away by them?”
«I am enlightened —I am encouraged—I
am directed and guided, THAT 18 ArL!” ‘
« Tt were better for one like you to take poison
than read such a work. Fool! fool, that I was
understand —” |
N ‘I‘)OStir, you do yourself injustice. . .Do ncft call
yourself such harsh names. You are at liberty
. to study what you will —at perfect liberty; do
not, I pray, call me a fool becanse I do not
chance to know every volume that you —read&;
do not blame me that I decline dictating your
studies |” N |

“Isa! Isa! you mockme. Itell you, I swear
to you, I would have died.sooner than plactze‘ a
work like this in your bhands. It is.full of blas-
phemy, immorality, falsehood, sophistry —1”

¢“ Say on.” ' .

“God help you!” _

« Now — depart,” she said, in a tone of su-
preme command. “I have suffered you to say
what no other man shall ever presume to say

resence.”
mjiII; was not to be awed into silence thus —he
felt there was far too much at stake, and so res

SHE WENT FROM HIM, ™

plied resolutely. By God’s grace, Isa, I will _
not go. You are laboring under such delusions,
that I must try and remove them. Dear Isa, .
we can work and will together—say it shall,
that it may be go.” L

“She paunsed but a moment longer — her eyes
fixed with sad, strange earnestness on his —he
thought she would give way, but it was her fare-
well look ; without another ‘word, she furned, .

and since he would not go from her, she went
from him, :

IV.

Weeks after, Weare Dugganne wrote in his
journal, on a page to which he had not turned
since that day of his bitter disappointment,
“ God’s will be done ;”—and he left the prayer-

ful expression there alone, without a word of

comment, for he could not endure to hold audi-
ble commune respecting it with his heart, |

And long, long after that interview; Isa Leo
traced, with such tears and heart-struggling, as
wholly disproved the thoughts to which she gave
form, in a manuscript, which was however no
Journal, such words as these :—

“ Desolation ! there is 2 mournful melody even
in the syllabellic prolon gation of that word. Yet
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how few among those with whom it is merely a
word, know of the divine beauty that may spring
from it. A root very hideous is it to the eye of
gense — but it can, nevertheless, be made, by
culture, to bear the loveliest of flowers. A
fountain threatening a deluge, bursts up in
the desert of life, impelled by its own power, but
‘the fountain nourishes seedlings which the si-
moom swept there, and palm-trees and grass are
born into life. One might be justified in sus-
pecting a sorrow which could readily express it-
gelf in words, and thus make itself intelligible to
others ; but the sort of sympathy awakened by
what is sometimes called the ¢ eloguence of wo,’
would be effectual in destroying such sorrow.
A wo is conceivable which is chosen in a ter-
ror of the soul, yet in a spirit of moral courage,
that would shrink from confession as from shame.
But this wo makes such ufter desolation, that
‘the heart must die, and the intellectual life re-
ceive strength from its grave. From the mind
of one so tried a prayer of resignation might go
forth ; but from the dead heart prayer could rise
never more —never more! . . Desolation! it is
a dreadful word, but it must not be baptized in
the tears of him who would triumph over it.
Let calm eyes look upon it—let sealed lips pass
it by without a breath of recognition. Iet-a

!
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firm will brave its terrors —and--the mmd
shall conquer it!” :

Isa’s words were not the _]ottmgs of an bver-
flowing sentimentalism, They were writen with
consciousness, and to meet the eyes of others, to
encourage others, if that might be; but they
were also written, in spite of their brave show
of intellectual strength, with a.crushing sense
of sorrow and need, and without the rehglous
resignation with which Weare Dugganne, in
his disappointment, said: “The will of God

“be done.” TFor Isa felt that, in this movement

she had taken the first outward' impérta,nt step‘

‘of her lifetime; she had renounced a smcera

affection, -for what conld hardly be told mte]ll—

gibly —for dreammg, one might have sald with-

out great apparent injustice. But it was not for
dreaming. ~ With such an imagination as was

-hers, she could not, before the rebirth of thought

avoid 1ndu]gence in; or rather, could not avoid
living in, day-dreams and visions; -and, if she
had been gifted with imagination alone, or pre-

- dominantly, she could never have made of her

heart either a slave or a sacrifice. But, besides
this highest endowment of mind, thé'girl had a
strong will, great aspirations, and keen intellect-
val power. - Had she been a dreamer only,
would she have resigned a love, which, since
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she became aware of its nature and extent, had
been the pride and joy of her life——the love
of one who had proved her greatest benefactor,
who was, as she declared, her ideal of perfection,
from childhood ¢

One book (this book, against whlch and agairist
whose author, Weare Dugganne seemed ready
to pronounce the heaviest anathema) had served
to arouse her mental energy and inert ambition
to the very fullest extent. In a day the world
was created anew for her. She was another
creature. Life was a different thing, changed
from &ll it had been. A new end to study, a
new force to thought, a new bent to imagination,
a new birth to desire, came upon her as a flash
of light— a light, however, that broke, as Weare

had declared, from no cloud of truth, but from a,

few forceful sophisms, vain in all but their effect,
their influence. And now, what was mere human
love to Isa, compared to that new desire? Not
everything, as she once thought it. How easily
she could crush and control her heart’s best af-
fection! 'Was she a giant? Could she, withont
a giant’s strength, have mastered such a love?
Before this date of the new light and life, Isa’s
time was given almost entirely to study. DBut
afterward, her thoughts turned from a constant
rambling among the authors, in upon her own

THE EAGLE THOUGHT.—NO OLIVE-BRANCH. 81

soul., She studied and searched truth there, and
from that ark- of life she sent thought in after-
days, but not, ag' aforetime, to the writers; but
into the “wide, wide world ;” throngh its chaos
and surging waters her mi_nd wandered and
struggled, coming back oftentimes to her soul,
wearied and half-blinded, but never with the
olive-branch. -This was done till she became
convinced there was mno restmg -place: and no ,
peace in the world, no manner . of stabxhty, no

~ abating of the waters. - And then ¥ was, that,
- holding high communion with her solitary ima-

ginings, Isa turned to her pen, seeking to give
through that expréssion to hersoul. And all her
soul, and all her heart, she wrote out clearly,
with a force and readiness that surprised herself,
and thus she .learned her powers. She made
her imaginings, impulses, desires, hopes, and. as-
plratlons, all appear before her as they were, and

o an exceedmg great reward attended this work.
"She never experienced weariness in it, as in the

performance of other tasks. The work seemed,
as she pursued it so intelligently, her natural,

her destined work. * She was like a God in this;
she could create.

When Dilgggnn e’s confession of love was made,
the charm of her labor was broken. It had been
4* ‘

-




82 EXALTATION BEYOND SYMPATHY.

all “a dream within a dream;” love knew of ifs
own existence; but it encircled ambition,-and
was not strong enough to master that; for when
" it became a matter of choice with her as to
which she would resign (for the one or the other
must be resigned), she saw that it was best for
her to stand alone. Isa was startled by his eon-
fession into amother state of existence, and to
live in it was at first only agony. A struggle,
fierce as a grappling for life, went on in her in
that hour when she saw the sweet dream of years
facing the unmasked, stern, ambitious purpose
of a day; and the reason that she wept when
the dream vanished was, that, as she saw it
fading, she felt it was a vision too sweet and
beautiful to appear more than once before the heart
or fancy of any human being. Did she repent,
in after-days, over that decision made? Nay, Isa
was not the woman to retract at her heart’s sug-
gestion, after her intellect had decided. Young
though she was, and, in the life of the outer,
every-day World,_inexperienced, when she felt
that the romance of her life was finished, she
would not suffer her affections to revoke her
soul’s decision. With her resolute will, the heart
was crushed, and a deaf ear turned to its cry!

DUGGANNE’S DECISION. 83

For many years it had been Dugganne’s de-
gign to prepare for the ministry. And it was
with the intention of at once commencing his
studies in theology that he had left Richmond.
‘When he returned so suddenly, it was, as he
said, solely to secure the love-blessing of Isa, and
receiving her most unexpected answer, he de-
parted at once, hig great purpose still fixed.

But, he bore with him a remembrance of
words which would not suffer him to _pursue'
that peaceful avoeation without further and most
solemn. consideration. Dugganne’s mind was not
easily affected by the opinions of others, especially
when these were expressed in moments of pas-
sion. He had calmly and coolly formed his
decision —but now Isa’s, words on the dayA of
their final parting were ringing in his ear—
they set him to pondering day after day, and
with ever-increaging self distrust upon the mat-
ter —and, ﬁnally, another; but unwished-for
victory was hers. He-decided anew, and then

_ wrote to his mother.

Isa surprised her one morning reading that
letter with tearful eyes, and saddest look.
When she saw Mrs. Dugganne in such evident

distress, she apologized, and would have retired,
but her friend smd —_
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“ T was about to go in search of you, so do not
leave me — I wanted your counsel.”

Thus bidden, Isa sat down by Mrs. Dugganne,
who continued speaking, thus:—

“T was foolish to give way to my feelings in

this style. I do not set you a very good exam- -

ple, but I have met with such a disappointment.
‘Weare has after all abandoned the intention of
studying for the ministry ”

“ And is it this which troubles you so much !”

“Yes. Ihad set my heart on it— he would
have made such a noble preacher? His heart
and sympathies are large —they are open to the
whole world of sinners; he is free from sectari-

anism, and that party-spirit so intolerable in re-

ligious matters. I have though{ since his child-
hood, Isa, that this was of course to be his voca-
tion.”

¢ But, surely, he has a reason'that must be
weighty, if you will only receive it, to reconcile
you to this disappointment. Weare has always
acted from principle.”

“ Thank God ! yes!” was the mother s fervent
exclamation.” “ But I can not clearly under-

stand this thing. He seems to have been JookY

ing at the matter in some new light. Something,
or some one, has suggested a notion or doubt
respecting his peculiar fitness, I think.”

THEZ CHRISTIAN

“It may be that he imagines himself unwor-
thy. Or he may feel that he has not sufficient
intellectual or spiritual strength for the work.
I know he has the most exalted ideas of the

-office. And you know that only the very light-

est mind, the most thonghtless creature, could
possibly enter such & profession without much
fear and trembling. If a3 man has once thor-
oughly conceived of, and is strong to maintain
the faith of the Christian, I should think it would -
be one of the most difficult things in the world
for him, without he was a person of extraordi-
nary courage, to become a minister,” ‘

“And a person of such courage you . think
Weare is not.” ,

“I do not say that. I dlon’t know if it be
true of him. He has been contemplating this
disposition of himself a long time; I can but
wonder that the new determination should have
been formed SQ"suddenly'as it seems to have
been.” :

“You can not wonder more than I Tt is hard
for me to give up the thought of his sgrving God

in body and soul, by entire consecraflon —1I can
“not give it up.”

" The silence which followed Isa ventured to
break by saying —

‘It may have become 2 matter of conscience
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with Weare. If he views it in that light, noone,

I suppose, would wish, or have any right to de-
cide for him.”

« Of course. But how could it have become
go suddenly an affair of conscience? Xe has
thought of it as his future employment for years,
as you know. He is thoroughly ¢ built up and fur-
nished’ in our most holy faith. He is earnest
and pure-hearted —he has good powers as a
speaker, too. This letter contains not a hint
even, that faith is less actual, less cherished by
him, now than it has always been. A deep con-
sciousness of unworthiness or inability seems all
at once to have oppressed him. I cansee in the
whole thing nothing but a wile of the adversary
—a temptation of Satan. He would drive
Weare away from the service of God-—the no-
blest work a man can engage in.”

Tsa trembled when ghe heard Weare’s change
of purpose attributed to such a power. Mustshe

look mpon herself as his tempter? The idea was’

insupportable ; she could not check the ery that
burst involuntarily from her lips —

“ Oh, do not say that!” then she added more
calmly — ¢ May he not serve God among the

people, without being of them? I do not think

the most admirable moralists conceivable are to
be found in the pulpit. If Weare has the least
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idea that his heart, sounl,. mind, are not devoted
to that calling, I think an infinite wrong would
be done by the person who persuacied him to
enter the ministry.” '

« Child, I know he has nothing of the kind to
fear. He may have become. convineed, in some
way, that he is' not sufficiently gifted to be an
efficient preacher. But he is, and has been for
years, a devoted Christian—has he not shown
hig faith.by his works? God never leaves his
servants in such doubt as to whether faithful and
constant service is acceptable to him.”

-« May he not really have been longer then
you imagine in arriving at this conclusion? - He
should certainly not be blamed if he has even
less disposition for such labors than he had oﬂce,.
or than he imagined he had.”>. ¥ |

~ “I'can not believe a word of it. Sﬁch is not
the case.” - )

“ Nay—he may even have come to see that
he can employ himself more beneﬁclally for
others, and himself too, than by bemg in the
pulpit.” _

“Isa-—impossible! it is entirely 1mposs1ble 1
“Why? do you not clearly see that such-a
thing might be? Are you always of one mind ¢
“ But this, Isa, is 80 unaccountable, o strange

a decision. Without being obstinately set/in his-
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own ways, Weare has an uncommon degree of
firmness, and stability of character.” _

¢« And for that very reason, it strikes me, that
when he does express a change in his resolutions
he is entitled to all respect. He is no child.
We should have faith that for some good reason
he has resolved anew.” :

“ Has my son said anything to you about
this ‘

With strict truth Isa could, and did answer,
“ No, he has not” But she remembered the
words she had spoken to him THAT DAY, and she
was compelled f_’;g%attribute the change, in a
measure to those words. How gladly, In view
of their effect, would she have retracted them,
now when she saw how much of hope his mother
had centred in the supposed ¢hoice of his heart.
Such sorrow as Mrs. Dugganne’s words and
looks betrayed, was more than Isa cared, either
to see,or to attribute to herself.

“ My dear child, you may have influence with
him,” said the mother, suddenly inspired with a
new hope, ¢ you can argue more eloquently than
1. You remember the first years that we lived
together. You remember my husband. Isa-—
you know something of the life he led, the exam-
ple he set. It has been my constant prayer to
God that Weare might annul, as much as any
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human being may, the effects of that example :
that, by devoting his strength to God’s service,
he might lead some to repentance. He could do
it while filling the ministerial office, possessed as

he; is of such a sacrificing, earnest nature, a

thousand times more beneficially than by merely
giving an example as a Christian, moral man.
It was, because I believed this, that T folt so
thankful, when I saw my dear ‘boy grdWi;ﬁg -ap
%{ind-hearted, humble, pure, and religious. This
it is which made me entertain so" great a hope
for him, and for others through ,.glim. You can

not enter into my feelings.~ I.dpsnot expeet it,

but, you can understand them. Tell me truly; |
18 1t wrong in me to give way to grief in this dis-

appointment? Shall I do wrong if I urge him
to retraet this last decision #” ' B

‘i I fio not think so. Yon are quite right, per- -
haps, in making the endeavor. It may he, that

- some obstacle, seeming to him insurmountable,

but really not 8o, has presented itself: For your
sake, I trust you will prevail.” A -

. But you will add your entreaties to mine? I
have.z noticed that sometimes, in cases importﬁnt
’iczf;nm, helhas acted by your connsel. Yoy can

tence him, and hLe trusts : he, resp
you. Will you aid me zgmm 7R, b reapeols
“I can not,” murmured Isa.
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“Why? why?’

In the silence that followed this repeated ques-
tion, and in Isa’s Joss of self-control,' a sud.den il-
lumination broke over Mrs. Duggann.e’s mind; a
painful approach to discovery, which was not -
soothed by the appearance of any definite fact
that accounted for, or was, the revealed mystery.
She felt that there was something conpe.ezled from
hei'; and for a moment her heart recoiled from
the thought of attempting to fathom the secret.
Summoning her resolution, however, she finally
asked, in a constrained fone :— .

“«Poes any motive, reasonable but unmention-

revent % -
ab}?;l)]z not ask me, Mrs. Dugganne; ask hm},”
was the reply, unsatisfactory, but suggefatwe
en‘(:;%;l; .child, answer me!” exclaimgd the motl‘ler,
anxiously and authoritatively, for now, one griev-

ous fear haunted her mind; “he has not given

his soul to another than God? Another .impuls.e
than faith in our Savior has not fired his a‘mbx-
tion ¥

«T can not reply ; I do not know.”

«You do not know! I conjure youtell me: do
you suspect any motive for this sudden chsfnge.?
has he made a confidant of you? Say: is-his
belief unsettled? is he less faithiful than he wasf

THE MINISTERIAL OFFICE. K

has any cause, that you know of, or can imagine,
turned him from the fountain of living water ¢
~“You insist upon an answer. - Yon compel me
to speak when I have really nothing to say that
can satisfy you. In a conversation that Weare

- and I had, a few weeks ago, I was led to speak

of the ministerial office. I expressed a hope
then, as I had before, that he would live to il
it, and I conjured him to adorn it. I may have
been somewhat excited when I spoke, probably
was. 1 had in my mind at the moment some
who have infamously degraded their calling, and
I know I said what I thought, of the duty de-

volving on clergymen, and the incapacity and -

fajthlessness which often ave their disgrace. I
may have expressed myself too freely; perhaps

I erred in revealing to Weare my scorn for the

ordinary supporters of the gospel ; those unworthy
men who prove themselves so unfitted by nature,
heart, and education, for the office of the ministry.
But this T know : I spoke not one word with the
intention of dissuading him. You do not blame

‘me for saying what I thought? I had not an

idea that my words would have this effect. Oh,
say you do not blame me 1”

“Certainly, I do not blame you. Still, were
those words and. cautions you made use of such

88 he needed to hear? Did he not rather need
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encouragement? Ie is so humble, g0 meek, 80 -

conscientious ¥” : .

« What I said could not have sounded so
much amiss, after all, to one contemplating the
gacred profession.” Isa would have added, “If
he is 50 weak as not to be able to bear even this
warning, what sort of striver would he prove (i
but her heart condemned her for the thought,
and his mother’s sorrow condemned her.

« But will you not now encourage him for my
gake, and for his sake, too? You can paint the
character and office of the true Christian minister,
in colors irresistibly attractive.” . 7

« Tt is impossible! Ask anything else of me.
I can not speak of this to him1”

«J eould not ask another thing £o near my
heart. 'This is my life’s one intense desire,
Isal”?

¢« Oh, spare —forgive me.”

% You are elognent — why will you not speak?
I know, I feel that you could not entreat Weare
without effect.” : :

« Tt would be the veriest mockery; respect
me at least for saying what is true —I can not
stoop to it.” ;

« Ah, I see. You are more ambitions for
'Weare in a worldly way. You think this office
not noble —not grand enough for your brother 1”

. INQUISITORIAL,

A deep crimson flush overspread Ida’s face ——
her eyes drooped —she said scarcely above a
whisper, “ Buccess in ainy vocation he may

_choese, he will meet, I trust. But let me assure. -

you, he does not need my counsel.” - o

“And at all events he shall not have i, you
would say. You will not write to him? Are
you angry? I have but this one question to ask
—have you a reason for not writing

“T have,” said Isa, reselutely.

“ And you will not tell me it¢ Yon refuse to
give me your confidence? I have endeavored
to study, to learn my children, to know what
manner of spirit they are of, but, I corifess, you
bafile me, both of you. I do not read you clear-
ly,as I did. Ought I not to be able to do it, -
living with you and. for you, and loving both you.
as I do#” S

“Don’t talk so! There is nothing to read.
You crush me by the doubt, by the thought that
I would net freely, and always gladly, make my
whole. nature, so far as: I know it myse'lgf', plain.
before you. There. is no mystery. I love you,
and honor you, above all women on earth. And,
besides, I reverence and-—and I love Weéafe;u
whom you have permitted me to regard as a
brother. There: i¢ nothing L would weglect to.

do, if T cowld aid hi. But ho has-not asked:

-
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94 A MOTHER'S APPEAL: IT8 EFFECT.

my counsel—he has not asked any. He has

expressed his determination. It is your place -

to reason with him about this perhaps, buf not
mine — it is not mine.” )
« Tsa, you weep—are you unhappy ?
«Yes—if I live under your displeasure—or
if you doubt me.” i
- «T am not displeased — I do not doubt you.

"« o not urge me then in this. I can not

counsel you. I am neither fit nor competent.
You are wise. You alone should argue with
him, or advise him.” —

Mrs. Dugganne wrote to ‘Weare. By every
consideration that a Christian mother sou!d sug-
gest, she urged her son fo recall his decision, or
to at least acquaint her with his motive for adopt~
ing it. She prayed him to return, to come and
speak with her. To her appeal came 2 reply
fraught with filial love, but with decision also.

Weare'’s letter was written with deepest sor-
row—but it expressed a firm reiteration of his

purpose. He could not even return home at the

present, he said, but he gave no satisfactory‘
reason why. It was now his settled purpose, .he
affirmed, to study medicine, and in the practice
of that noble profession, it wasstill his hope anfi de—
termination to setve his brethren and his Master.

Al

'STUDY OF A CHARACPER. 95

This resolve was expressed in the humblest
and .sincerest spirit—and great as hér disap- -
pointment and perplexity . was, the mother
learned with joy that nothing of the nature of
that skeptical spirit she had many times seen
predominant in Isa, had urged him to this
course.. He had not forsaken the God of his
fathers. e

V.

The. question then returned to her with re-
doubled force, had not Isa voluntarily, or in-
voluntarily, been the. real cause of this change
in the future course of her gon’s life? As she
asked herself this question, which was snggested
in varied ways, the fond mother felt that there
was indeed cause for her disquietude. - She
could give to herself no answer, when her ima-
gining at last took shape and form, and she won-
dered if it was' love that wrought the. percepti-
ble change in Isa—if it was love that made her
80’ increasingly quiet, and' thoughtful, and sad.
And, was it love- for ‘Weare? Why would he
not, why could he not, for he affirmed: he could
not, come back ? - Were her -’chﬂdm;iﬁizo;lbnéér
friends ¢ were they enemies # were tiley Jdovers ¢

8o often did she ask herself these-questions—
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g6 anxions became she to know the truth of the
matter, that Mrs. Dugganne earnestly set about
4 closer and more thorough examination of Isa’s
character than ghe had yet attempted.

When we spoak of Isa’s protectress applying
hergelf to the study of the young girl’s character,
we would ot have one suppose that Mrs. Dug-
ganne had ever neglected any duty in her guar-
dianship. She was as well informed as was pos-
gible for any person to be, of the nature and
capacities of Isa; ‘she admired her energy and
perseverance, and self reliance— but an interest
greater than common appreciation; that redched
farther than ordinary admiration, was now arous-
¢d ; lot us look for the result of its searchings.

. . EEA
« How beautiful this book is,” said Isa, turn-
ing the leaves of the hitherto neglected volums
which Dugganne had sent his mother at the
same tirhe with his most unwelcome letter which

antionniced the change he was about to make in

his professional studies. -
The book was the first collected edition of the
writings of Ien’s favorite poet; 4nd in prirchas-
ing it ke bad thought full as much of the grati-
fication shie would derive from theé perusal, as
he had: of his nséthdr. - S

Mirs: Duggantio miude sore respoiss: o et

~ should ot notice a feature; I

€ - . e Do
a Becauae—-b.ecamfsh&;u poet!” o .

-PORTRATE-PAINTING, -

exclamation, and Isa commenced reading-aloud ;
and during the whole morning the exercise wa; |
cfmtinued, inteﬁr@}iﬁed— only by Wc\as'io‘na'l'g o
ciative criticisms made by Weare’s mbtheerI;he
was always a pleased di%ener,-altfﬂf#n. iiltéf:":éted |
listener of Isa’s readings. Whéﬁg"ﬁhe closeti'the
ook at last, Mrs. Dugganne said :— T
“I hear that a-brother of the foetess- is"
tcz}vlm. He is an artist, and has her portrait with -
other paintingg in Tie crds. Nadvaadl
a lookl;t thelfzum' his studio. .-_‘:Sha‘ll wetake

“ Oh, yes,"of &1l thin " sai eagerlys

S, yes, ‘ol -all things!” said Isa, éagerly,

« v::]}at d@ you imagine she is like 8 ? geﬂy 3

am-not good at drawin ey-sketohe

| _ g fancy-sketches.

Have you chanced to see an engrzmn?e;g
rthereuone ﬁiﬁfthe book 87 L g‘;"‘” '
tI trust not; no; I am glad to see there’s .
;10 a:lpozl"tralﬁ given. I do not;;hgﬁé% hier -
ace is what people call pretty; or even hand-
:Eme_. 'I("h.em‘ must be 2 souldook in her fice
at -attracts you. I know; it I. saw her,I

should ‘be;

admiration of expression.  And.th e-on

i};r:ﬁe;:h bzaut;lyv for & poet snch s sho. I-‘"'ﬁoi:e{ﬁ;
at will strike us. I think she i8.the culy

person on earth I am guilty ofenvymg”the oy

“'D-,Q y’qu em%y her; Isa?*vvh A TN

5
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. «Bat there are a thousand poets.” o

«¢ 4 thousand poets!* no, indeed! say, two or
three; and of those two or three, I envy ber the
most.”’ -

«T can’t unglerstand this; what makes you
(so liberal in all your notions and opinions) limit &
class counted by the hundred to less than a half-
dozen! There is a vast amount of poetical feeling
afloat, dear child ; it is not limited.” S

w< Poetical feeling !’ that may be, or poets
would have no listeners; but poetic passion—
the divine affiatus—that is quite another thing.”

“ Why, think of the magnificent prose-poets
the world has seen! You are selfish! You
draw the line of distinction where it should not
be placed. Poetic inspiration! You will not
deny it to the glorious old bards, who probably
never thought of rhyming¥”

«There are diversities of gifts. Pray let there
be some recognition of the fact. Do not call a
fine prose-writer a poet. .And 80 let.me envy
my poet. She is all that mortal ean be—man
or woman, none can stand on higher ground than
she occupies. Just observe how she looks into
the very heart of things! she, indeed, has re-
ceived the gift of sight; but she is not a mere
analyst! Her gifts are all perfect. What she
sees, that she has full knowledge of, and to what

- are ordained, these poets, to Talfil

. light of it1”

the angels, who on earth sta

- THE "P’U'mosfz OF THE FOET, 99
;s: Sl];i puts tlhat knowledge | foi-%whee‘#;aréﬁéa;ib“
e zks o;v thls grargd. | r§sﬂ$ in- her;throughall
of lea O ggrg'eous-' description, authep@m
xﬁ.bl.'rfmg, delineations of passion, thml;gh ave A
 beatings of the dear; warm, woman-h artem”he
feel all she feels, and seé-ajl sho wctiion;

D, what a purpose the poet——and. more Hhar
all, #his poet— fulfls 1" ,P%f} -and, more than
“T am glad to hear-you say that! Ye 8, they

mightily-their

vocation; wo will be upon them if they make

“They. that is, these o o |
J (37-0 s
revelators-inteTI; ® fwo or three, are_the,

rovelato Preters of the mystories around.
“Yes,” said "Mis. 'bﬁgg&nﬁ& e -
8. D *and. thav .

z?;l:b zl;eizxﬁsglves‘ in guch g stro;g. ligsl_:lt il;xeé{ |

of an orde;- hi ils c(m ld belp seeing thattheyare (' |

of o igher in creation than cr satures such

oy are the beings but little lower than

nd between God and

m??_‘;) til‘;e ordgined teachers, seerstﬁi?ﬂif’?nd

o Dugou ever know‘a poet, that is,{péréogdﬂ :

. Dugganne ' ?

“Yes, Isa, once.” e |
“A ‘woman §”* T
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“Yes, she was a woman.”

« And young and very gifted, like our poet ¢

do tell me her name? why did you never tell

me before ¢” ,
« No— I can not name her to you. You have

probably never read her name among those of
famous people. I do mot lmow her destiny. -
You would not acknowledge her, perhaps, for a
poet, becanse she does not chance to be known
by published works. But she bad the true poet’s
jmagination, heart, and will.” :

« And is she living now,” Isa asked, in a tone
peculiarly deferential. -

¢ Yes, dear child ; and there is another besides

myself, and whether there are more I know not,
who is watching her career as it appears, her
nature as it develops, with' ag interest to be
felt, not explained.” _

As Mrs. Dugganne said this, ghe expressed
her desire to change the subject, by taking up
the morning’s paper and unfolding it. As she
did so, her eye canght a brief announcement in
one of the leading columns, and she exclaimed :—

« Why, Isa! our poet i8 dead !”

«You do not mean — ;2 cried Isa, in
a beseeching tone, as if imploring other than an

affirmative answer, as she named her whose
works they had been reading that morning.
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 “Yes—it is she! our dear, darling singep—
what shall we do without il,er?rhgi fll‘;ier_
have lost a friend indeed,” —and lirs ],)W‘s
ganne burst into tears. o o
| hfhe young girl did not weep, but neither did
ex emotion pass away so easily as'that of her
friend ; through the remainder of the. day sh
was ‘sﬂent and wordless, and the-séﬁowyt;§i ,
;Ziz- 1:11291- he:arb proclaimed itself in her evéfj .
ook ® motion. But at night, just hefore she
ired, Isa forced herself to say to Mrs, Dug-

. ganne, who had begun to look upon her ¢harge

WlfPIs;mewhat of anxiety and alarm :—

ave ouly j 5 |
in that awful );ﬂgi;;?w (f;);? egezy;[?fstogake
ganne, you can not guess how much light.I h:g -
seen go out of the world to-day, with the kn .
eflge’that our poet is gone. It,Was on f e
hl%h;.st hopes that I should know her,” (‘3" i
o z:rha;e known'her; Isa—and 'perh,é,ps
oven e.th orougl.;lly than those who were as-
Sosiatas «em] her'm daily life. A singer like
our o fng tzy her bef_s.t thoughts before the
Woﬂd,j o .,t e appreciative, the leaven of the
gem:u s, oo ered everywhere, if she have true
! Hom accident hag made herfriends.. A
cident fu}f_lllsh.QS"the, friends of pi'ivaf?]i;f ? Pﬁ::
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idence draws the nobly loving from among stran-
gers. You need not tell it, Tsa, I know you are
greatly bereaved. For you, too, have a poetic
goul.

« Mother,” said Isa, half whmpermg, ag though
awed by her own words, “I am not a poet—1I
never shall be. But I have loved this woman
with a love that at times passes even my own
understanding. Love seemed to be the sole de-

gire of her heart. She longed for it more ar-

dently than she longed for fame. Mustshe not

have been conscious of the existence of someshe

could not see, who loved ber passionately as I
do? . . . Do you not believe she must have
known, that when the gleat burden of her
heart’s hope was, ¢ Love me,” many won by her
voice, answered, ¢ Beloved ? 7

« Yes, Isa, it was doubtless so,” and at one
glance Mrs. Dugganne looked further into the
depths of the young heart now broadly opened
before her, than she had ever looked before ; and,
as she looked,if there was anxiety in the thoughts
that sped toward her son, associating his name
with that of Isa, there was certainly no longer
fear; for Isa’s was a living, glowing, human
heart, and 1ot as the mother had sometimes
feared, like marble, in its inflexible coldness.

“ Then she must have been satlsﬁed she must

R T
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have been happy! Oh, how glad —how glad -
I am,” cried Isa, and for the first time, since be- |
coming aware of her soul’s bereavement, she
wept. :

“Shall we go in the mornmg to see the por-

 trait #?

“Yes!—and you say it is her brother Who is
the artist? He will tell us of her. Perhaps he .
is like her !”

“I wonder if her 1nd1v1dua1 hlstory wag a hap-

py one ?’

“Her experience? - I can tell you. It was,

- without doubt, more full of life, than that of

common women. - It must have been. Without
seeing through exaggerating light, as some peo-
ple suppose he does, I think the poet must see
more clearly, I mean the true poet. Joy and sor-

- row must each bhave to them a deeper mgmﬁ-

cance than to others.”

“You could not appreciate this in ‘any other

way than by sympathy, Isa. Yet you say you
‘are no poet.”

“ Are there no dumb men in the world she
answered bitteriy ; “ believe me, their misfortune
is not comparable with that of the voiceless poet.”

“ But the dumb ean express their thoughts and.

Wa.nts-—-nay, even their aﬁ'ectwns and a,splra.-
tions.”
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“ Their infirmity is 'physical—it is trivial in
comparison with — with mine.” :

«You are fio voiceless poet,” said Mrs. Dug—
ga.nne, with such earnest conviction of the truth
of what she was saying, as in the reflection of
after-days seemed to her the impulse of mspira-
tion. “ Whether you are aware of it or not, I
can assure you that such mental asplratmns as
you have, never existed in persons of your ener-
£y, Wlthout correspondmg capacity of expres-
sion.’

“Do you know-—do you beheve, what yon
Bay Vi

« T believe more than I say.”

“I may ask you to repeat this some day when
you will be compelled to confess yourself at
fault.”

“You may have a capacity that you never de-
velop. A poem may lie perdu in your : soul du-
ring all your stay this side of eternity —so, my
dear child, T am prepared to cleave to the opin-
ion expressed.”

«“Let me tell you,” said Isa approaching Mrs.
Dugganne so closely, that the latter embraced
her involuntarily, “ you have made me happy in
spite of my exceeding sorrow. You are indeed
a mother to me. I believe you know me better
than I know myself.” s

"
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And she said this, whose nature Mra. Dug-.

. ganne was endeavormg 'S0 dlhgently to study

and fathom ! The good woman’s heart reproached
her, as though she had done some criminal thmg
She arose, for Isa had turned to leave the room;’
and there was more than usual tenderngss in her '
- voice as she said: “God bless you, my darling
child I and, as Isa moved away, she repeated to
herself: « she is indeed my child ; she has a
right to the name.”

“You called me a poety; and promised ‘not tcj)‘
retract your words. Yon did not think how'

~eoon I should prove you,” said Isa, the next

morning, as she went into the breakfast-room
where Mrs. Dugganne sat, awaiting her.. Ar;
she spoke, she laid a little MS. upon the table
adding: “I do not say, these are ‘my first verses,
but they are my last. -I have not slept at ali
since I left you. Had I been keeping watch be-
side Aer, I could not have been miore wakeful.
You will go with me thls mor.mng, to' see the
portrait?
Mrs. Dugganne bowed her reply She was
already engrossed in reading Isa’s lines, - . -
“Buch a poem is not to be- cr1t1c1sed ». said
Mrs. Dugganne, returning the verses to Isa, after.
she had twice perused them. “Your talent; I
5% o |
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should say, must not be measured by common
rules. Ido not judgeso from these lines, though
perhaps some critics would say I have no right
to judge from what I have not seen. I should
like to see other of your poems. These lines,
to speak plainly, are very faulty in mechani-
cal execution ; but their thoughts, and the earnest
feeling breathing from every verse, give them
worth.” o '

“That may be, but I shall never attempt
poetry again, for this reason; I have no musical
ear—no ‘musical cultivation” Poetry is an
art. It should be pursued by those alone who
have the inner conviction that they are artists.
I have not that conviction. Yonm will not dis-
pute my ability nor my estimate of that ability.
You know I have energy in me; I would not
abandon a hope that has in its day been a great
hope, if I did not see its utter vamty Shall we
go now to the studio?’

“Yes; but let me tell you first, that the true
poet is he who can make his verses answer some
definite and high purpose that he has in his
mind. You have proved ability to do this. For
my part, I like varieties in music; and I prefer
a rough, thoughtful poem, at any time, to a
quantity of idealess, jingling rhymes.”

“We will not dispute. The true poet is born
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¢ with a perfect sense of tune. His. verses will

never be halt and lame, as mine are.. There are,

besides, prose-poets in the world I am Wﬂhng |
to admit it this morning.””

'I‘hey were disappointed in their visit to the
artist. He had closed his studio, and left Rich-
mond, taking his works with him, on hearing
of his sister’s sudden death, All hls landlady
could fell was, that he had gone away, half -

: dlstractgd the morning before, and that he had
not spoken of returning.

Short]y after this dlscovery, Wlnch Mis, Dug-
ganne thought she had made, of Isa’s crowning
or d1stmgms}11ng gift, capacity, talent, the mother

_ wrote, announcing the fact to her son, at. the
same time beseeching his return home. In this
letter she hardly alluded to the change he had
made in his studies; but she was far from aban-
doning the hope that he would yet view the -
matter in another light. She anticipated mnch
from her influence in conversation with him on
the subject; and, besides, would not give up the
idea, that Isa, whose reserve had of late entirely
given way to confidence and manifest love to-

ward her mistress-mother, would. sid her in the
endeavor,
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W eare’s answer was not entirely nnanticipated.
Tt contained an honest and full narration of the
nature of his parting interview with Isa; of his
pure and abiding love for her; and a confession,’
that it was in consequence of her words that he
had reflected again on the subject, and finally
thus decided.” He acknowledged his disap-
pointment was overwhelming, and declared, that
while he cherished his present feeling toward her
he should be wronging himself, as well as her, in
resuminé life under the same roof with Isa. He
made a confidant of his mother, and he knew
that she would return his confidence with sym-
pathy. ,

He made a confidant of his mother —he told
her of his grief—but made no mention of his
joy. He did not tell her how, as be read of
her « discovery” of Isa’s gift, he had exclaimed
in a sudden transport of grateful joy, “I can
bear all thingsnow! I thank thee, God, for this
mercy!” He did not tell her how his fears for
Tsa vanished ‘away like the faint remembrance
of & dream ; nor how his own personal hopes re-
vived when he reflected that it was none other
than the Almighty who had conferred on her
this -gift. God had made her a poet? And
wherefore? —to what end? Ah, she was sure-
ly safe! This gift would be a preservative. -
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Nor did he tell his mother how the greatest
cause of his sorrow was, by the anﬁouncameﬁts
: of.' her letter, removed ; how the keenness of his
disappointment was lost in the conviction that
Isa was already beyond danger-— had she not
- admitted, confessed, nay asserted, by acknowl-
edging she had not “ sense of tune” to make her
rhymes harmonious — that there was a limit to
the operations and the influences of human will?
Could she deny it-—why then did she not at
once, when she so longéd for it, assume the
power, or cultivate it in herself? Dugganne
was happy now, for he could hope for her,
- On the receipt of her son’s reply Mrs. ‘Dug-
ganne returned to her unsuspected in?esiigation
of Isa’s nature and intellect —and it was not a
hard task that she had now to accompl‘iéh ; she
met with no formidable barrier of suépicio,n or
reserve, in her endeavor to learn wﬁolly -?thé
character, temper, and intellect of the girl. She
made astonishing discoveries—and some in-

~ deed that passed her comprehension. The idea
- that, with love in her heart, Isa had refused to
‘ entex: into engagement with Weare, amazed her.
~ Bhe imagined at first that it might be womanly

pride which restrained Isa from forming an alli-
ance with one the world would call of higher
station than«herself, and for Weare’s sake Mrs.
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Dugganne would have sacnﬁced whatever feel—
ing she had on the subject.

The study of Isa’s character was earried on
with a new light, and fresh power of penetration

—and it was conducted with surprise, admira-

tion, and deepest pain also; for the mother was
heartily earnest in ber desire to find nothing but
pride opposing her son’s hope in the woman he
loved. And now she saw and understood that
there was very much besides pride in the way
— obstacles which she feared, and with good
reason, might never be removed. She saw that

the work of education, so far ag she had to do

with it, was finished, for her charge. Who was
there that could teach that strong-willed, yet
gentle and loving girl, anything new of faith,
its nature, and its influences? And yet she had
no faith'! Who could induce obedience in that

generous soul, which was ever so thoughtful for

the happiness of others, obedience that should
continue unquestioning in its offering of worship
to the Almighty? Toward her guardian Isa
was ever humble, respeetful, and affectionate as
a child — but how conscious, how wakeful, how
watchful, how untiringly ambitious she was!

For the life of her Mrs. Dugganne could not
have told whether she felt most joy or sorrow
that her son was unsuccessful in his suit.

HOW . WAS IT?

- VI.

How was it in reality with Tsa? She had not
in the few months, previous to Weare’s declara-
tion of love, lived so much alone with her own
thoughts, had not been so solitary a student, as
was imagined. - Another mind than any around
her were at the time aware of, had been silently,
strangely, and powerfully Workmg in hers. ‘The
very mind whose thonghts had poured into and

- fashioned the book, Weare discovered in her

hands that day, and which he had exclaimed
agait 't with such righteous indignation.

It was a volume that Weare had himself re-
moved from his father’s Iibrary, not because he
dreamed that Isa would ever make of it a study
if it were left there — but because he considered
it a disgraceful blot on any man’s shelf, a pollu-
tion in any man’s memory. It was a volume of
miscellanies, that at first attracted Isa’s at-
tention by its singular title. Curiosity led her
beyond the “ Table of Contents,” and éhe goon.
fotind that the subjects therein treated, were of
a class altogether wnapproachable with any de-
gree of effect, by the great mass of mind, either
in the capacity of author or reader. Those
pages were to Isa the first intelligible “open
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sesame” to life. Her own thoughts had hereto-
fore ranged free ; and far more freely than any,

herself included, had suspected. Her mind was .

unsettled — she had no faith whatever, excepting
in the faithlessness of all things. These writings.

lifted her from such a state of darkness—she

stood again as in childhood on a firm foundation
— but it was far other than the word of God.
These essays, suggestions, texts, bad great
apparent, great real depth. They canvassed
without mercy, without reverence, even mock-
reverence (by far the most prevalent kind), the
belief of Christians, the laws of society, the
standard of morality, the principles of daty.
They treated wholly, or principally, of the inter-
nal life. Startling, and to the apprehension of
many, necessarily, appalling thoughts, shone
from every page. Loose sentiments were pre-
sented, but evidently by no sensualist, in a novel
guise of stern simplicity ; and the impossible was
assumed #8 coolly as common and established
fact. ‘
Isa’s mind, when it launched on the sea of
this aunthor’s intellect, was in the very state to be
acted on by its tempests of thought. She was
ready for all uncommon impressions; for all
novelty supported by reasonable show of truth,
for all apvance. Her proud intellect was satis-

W
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fied with the soaring to which it was compelled
by this unknown author. She rejoiced to escape
with him beyond the commonplaces which are
sufficient to absorb the common mind. By de-
grees this pride of intellect, this .cultivation of
intellect, became with her all-absorbing, became
God, time, space, life, love, EvErvTHING. She made
it her aim to cultivate all things and to develop
her intellect — she learned to despise all things

~ that did-not tend to the promotion of its develop-

ment. And then and thus it was that she learned
anew name which answered to the name.of God,
and npon the altar of f.hat naxine, for it was little
more than a sound, she Iaid her child’s faith —
there she sacrificed the teachings with which, for
many years, her friend had striven to imbue her
mind, and there she now laid the love of her
heart of hearts. o
Alas, for the hope Weare cherished from her
holding the poet’s power and influence in her
soul! She stifled the voice of song— and by‘
misdirection perverted its influences — and had:
he argued with her, and brought up her own
words against’ her belief in the gupremacy of
}'l'llmall will-—she had grown learned in soph-
1sms —she would have left him triumphing in
her wisdom —left him bewildered, and con-
quered by his bewilderment. . "
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Nearly a twelvemonth after Dugganne left
Richmond had quietly passed away, when there
was a further development of Isa’s mental and in-
dividual history. It drew the following letter
from the mother to her son :— :

«J am fairly driven to seek your counsel,
dearest Weare. I would that you were with
me. ‘We might then consult together more free-
ly. I confess I am at a loss to know how 1 shall
proceed. This morning Isa brought me a roll
of manuscripts and laid them before me, beg-
ging that T would, if I had time, examine them.
She had also a letter with her, but this she did
not offer me, till I had glanced over some of her
papers. 'These I found to comsist mosily of
essays —some of them were the most extraor-
dinary, high-wrought, imaginative tales I have
ever read — but there was no poetry. Guess
my amazement when she produced a number
of papers, newspapers containing these MSS,,
in printed form! For though we have been led
of late to suppose that she might, at a future
day, employ her time in some field of literature
(an ordinary life being to her an impossibility),
yet I had no idea that she would so early, and
thus compel an audience.

“ She sat down with me, and at my request
spent the morning in reading many of these
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“articles alond ; and I felt proud of her, Weare,
when I listened to the utterance of such thoughts
from her lips as these to which she has given
form and expression by her pen. I repeatedly -
expressed my surprise and gratification, and
then she gave the letter to me, the substance
of which is as follows : The editor of The Guar-
dian, in which paper her articles appeared, is on .
‘the point of going abroad for a year, and he
offers her, with an extravagant salary, the gen- .
eral editorial management of the paper during
his absence! Her home, in case she has no
relative in J— city, he states, can be made with
his own wife. The established character of this

. gentleman, his abilities, the general tone of his

letter, the great advantages which might acerne
to Isa if she takes this one step, and the inclina~
tion which I am confidant she feels decidedly,
have almost constrained me to give my consent,
though with how light a heart you can imagine,
for you know, Weare, what she is to me. - I can
not see my duty clearly. I fear that I may not
decide as I should, were Isa my own child,
though I have always endeavored to secure her
best interests. She has made literature her pro-
fession, and that being the case, this would seem
a wonderful opportunity for making herself
known to the public. She has great powers,
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far greater than I had suspected, and these she
seems to hold in perfect subjection to her will.
But she can never distingunish herself as a poet,
and simply because she will not! She is very
young —yet I can but smile when I hear my-
gelf making that objection. Youth as youth has
go little to do with her, or if it has, I know not
what her womanhood will be. . She seems fo me
a magnificent woman now.- '
«T dare not suffer myself to think of my own
loneliness, in case she goes from here. But we
are bound now to forget ourselves, to think only
of her best good. Let us do it prayerfully, dear
son. Let us think of her now only as a worker,
and then decide for her, as far as we are called

on to decide.”

To this letter Weare thus replied i—

« Respecting our Isa, I have but this to say:—
To me it would seem well if she could remain
with you quietly for a year longer, at the least.
I fear she will be taxed too far—that too much
will be expected and required of her if she once
takes the editorial chair. But, mother, we must
not settle the matter for her. .As you say, our

authoress is no common woman; for the world I
would not appear before her as attempting to di-
rect or guide her future. She has forbidden it; she

3
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would be independent of me; do I wrong her, in
saying, of us? I certainly have no right to ev"en
counsel her. She hag doubtless decided on the
point, ere now; and it would be the part of wis-
dom, at Jeast of justice, in us, to let her act her

- own will respecting it. Should she decide on

going to J—, you would, of course, accompany
her. Does not this seem the better way, in
order that you may know all the circumstances
of her new position, as she will discover them to
be? By making, with Isa, the acqualntance
of the editor, previous to accepting or rejecting
his proposal, a mutual understanding can be

more easily arrived -at. I say this much, dear |

" mother, in the conviction that it will be better.

for us and her to let her decide; we could not
answer for the resnlt should we appear before
her as restraining powers.”

It was Isa's 1mmed1ately—formed determina-
tion to accept the editorship offered her. The
moment she read Mr. Warren’s letter, her whole -
future seemed to rise before her, a tangible thing.
The lines of her thought had heretofore been
cast in many pleasant places, but now they were
brought all to one point; and, as her past labors
had not, feeble as they were, been in vain, 8o

: should her striving® of the time to come, as
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it would be more .direct, receive the reward
of success in more abundant measure.

‘Well was it that her wishes had been specially
consulted in this case by her truest friends; that
they, to whom she apparently looked for counsel,

guffered her to act according to her own will and.

judgment in this crisis. Thus was she saved the
apparent ingratitude of selfishly taking fate into
her own hands, and of wilfully following out that
thonght-dictate of hers—saved from 2 show
of too bold eelf-reliance, and of open rebellion to
her benefactress. :

Yet it was not without regret and much secret.
misgiving, that Isa resolved to take th¥h further
and most responsible step into the arena where
ghe must stand unveiled, and in a clearer light
before the people. Heretofore, no effort had
been extorted from her. Progress was.made to
gratify herself alone. She had sought in this
labor an escape from herself, and, onee well-
engaged in it, she saw directly how 1mposslb1e it
was for her to make play of her selfset task.
She was of too earnest a nature, was too ener-
getic physically, to be able to trifle in a field

where Titans were all around her at work. Still,:

no master was set over her, and she had, as yet
made herself no slave, not even to amhition.
‘Whenever she wearied of thése unacknowledged
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tasks, she knew how and with whom to find rest.
A kind heart was for ever open to her, and
where ghe had found protection, there she had
always found sympathy, also. How would it be.
when she went to stand alone by herself and for
others, in the world %

These questions constant;ly recurred to her‘
during the last few days of her abiding in her
happy home. In a solemn and strange mood
prepared she for that departure. She never
once felt that the time for return to it would .
come again; it seemed. to her a departing for.
ever—a removing of herself, moreover, as a
barrier W]:uch had unhappily severed a mother
and son; and for this reagon she pondered
heavmess and regret, most poignant becauss un-
spoken, on the ways and duties of the untrxed fo-
morrow of her life.

Weare Dugganne was closely a.ssocmted With
all these reflections. Did he really look with
favor—did he look with any kind of interest on
this event of her pilgrimage? Or, could it have
been mere indifference that made him say, as his-
mother affirmed he did, that she could herself best
decide the ‘great question? More than onée" it
came into her mind to erave of him a fullen and/

- more distinet expression of his real opiniolt con-

cerning a matter which he must know Would
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affect her for a lifetime, ~She wondered that he
would let her go, and especially in such a way,
without more apparent regard, or anxiety, or
care, than if a straw were blown by the wind be-

fore him. It seemed at first as though she could .

not go while his voice kept such dead silence.
How much she needed him then, and how greatly
she folt that need, as this step was about to be
taken! Encouragement, at least; he might have
vouchsafed ; and, even to her strong nature how
deplorably was it needed, as gshe was about to
step before him into the struggling crowd! She
thought of him as having conquered his affection
and interest far too easily. It did not occur to
her, that the cold advice he gave go coldly was
extorted by principle, from a heart that loved her
as it loved none other; or, that Dugganne had
struggled desperately with himself, before he
could so speak. She never thought of that, and
therefore could but wonder and grow cold toward

him, as she fancied to herself the easy grace with -

which his heart said to himself: *“I have no
need of thee!” But before this came to pass,
Tsa more than once essayed to write to Weare, to
beseech him, in the name of their sacrificed
love, to guide her. No words that she counld
put together, however, would express the longing
of her heart, as she would fain have it expressed;

" NOR I OF THEE.

and she finally went with .Ml’ﬂ*.;l’lu‘gganﬁéi'--' S
Richmond, without having ufered to any butkgn
being a word concerning the. struggle through
which she had passed. It was the last struggle

- of her heart for reliance on, or confidence in, him.

8he would not suﬁ'er_ it to know another such
combat: an eternal separation was now ordained
between them. She had no more reed of himi.

VIIL

- Far beyond the limits of J —, the house
of Mr. Warren was noted for the hospitalities
there dispensed. It was one of the acknoﬁrledg‘ed
points for the union of the artistic and intellectual
force Qf the eity; and the influential posiltioﬁ '
held by Mr. Warren, as a man of genius, wealth |
and refineraent, and genuine philanthropy, wa;
strengthenied by his able conduct of ‘one.o,f the
most important of the literary papers of the day.
The censure and the praise awarded to its columns
by readers and writers, in all parts of the laﬁd,,

- proclaimed it an organ of undisputed power.

Novelty of idea and _ferni of expression, and
t}}e mistakeless evidences of geniug and thought
given by contributors, made the paper a ahlmng’
light among the lights of periodiesl literatare,
My. Warren was limself an earnest worker, sad
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he gave such substantial encouragement fo ear-
nest laborers that all who knew him, even his
most cordial intellectual opponents, could but
admire the man with all their hearts.

His clear perception of Isa Lee’s genius, and
a generous desire that she should enter into active
life, increased by a knowledge of some of the

circumstances of her career, confidence in her .

'great ability, and a knowledge that her writings
were received with enthusiasm among readers
generally, were, he considered, reasons sufficient
for offering her the editorship of his paper, during
his proposed absence.

Tt was therefore into no obscure circle that Isa
Lee was introduced. So far as external relations
were concerned, Mrs. Dugganne could not pos-
sibly have placed her charge in a more desira-
bly prominent or agreeable position. Mrs.
'Warren, to whose companionship and care she,
after a fow days, left Isa, was a highly agreea-
ble, well-informed, amiable woman — rather
worldly than intellectual — but the most ardent
worshipper of her husband’s abilities, and of
himself, too. In manner she was altogether
charming and fascinating. Though much older
than Isa, she was hardly so in appearance — the
exemption from all extraordinary, and. indeed
from most common trials, and vexations, during
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the whole of her career, had kept her heart young
- —at heart she was more youthful far than Isa g
A better friend the new editress ‘éoul'd' 'nI)t
readily have found, after removing from the im-
mediate sphere of Mrs. Dugganne’s influence
And had it not been that she was exposed to
o.ther than these favorable influences of social -
life, this would indeed have proved - the best:
move possible for Isa. Life in her old home had
never proved to her a dull, heavy affair, for Iight
and peace were in that dwelling. But much of
sorrow had been experienced by each member
of the litiyie household, and sorrow had subdued
them.  Weare had inherited his mother’s con-

- templative, quiet spirit. Tsa was naturally grave

agdi tl}oughtfulﬁand g0 her whole sentient ex-
perience of-life seemed to have conduced toward

- the expulsion of a lich i ,
| from her for ever, o gay Splntg

Here she was exposed to, not happier, perhaps
})ut certainly to brighter, and more enlivenin ’
influences. - The uniform cheerfulness of Mrsg -
'V.Varren, her sound, good sense, and full capa.:
Clt)f‘ for enjoyment,. the gayety of her mnatare
which was sunny and ‘beautiful as a June da;z
that is crowned with bird-songs and flowers,
made such an:agsociation in the new,fandabright’
and gay range of life, a5 could but operate bene:
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ficially on the unstable thought, and unwise, un-
just * inner life” of Isa.
The mansion of the Warrens was very beauti-
ful, though neither in nor about it were made
any pretensions to splendor. In its construction, -
as well as adornments, there were ample evi-
dences of refined, elevated taste, and of perfect
sdeas of comfort. The house differed very much
in all respects from the plain and unadorned
cottage, which once had looked a palace to Isa.
‘Well might she be charmed with all the outer
and inner surroundings of this new life to which
she had risen ; and well might her heart greatly
revive and strengthen, so cordial and respectful
was the reception extended to her by her future
hostess. And Mrs. Dugganne was certainly
justified in leaving Isa with a confident and
happy assurance that it was the ‘kindness of
Providence which had introduced her child into

these new scenes.

The appearance of a person so dignified and

handsome, and withal so young, in the Literary
‘World” of J—, and her acknowledged position
as an editor, attracted, at first, considerable. at-
tention toward the new-comer. And in entering
this arena of men and women, Isa found that a
much greater change than she could have anti-
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c.ipated, was made in mere personal, indjvidual
life: a greater move, indeed, than even in her
intellectual habits, as they ‘were for tile first ti-ﬁie
brought into active contact with the habits of
other minds. Up to this time she had lived in
loneliness to a much greater degree than even
she had supposed — alone, in the ‘absolute sense
of loneness, notwithstanding the nature of her
connection with Dugganne. . Such a life could
no longer be permitted ; thus her thoughts éven |
for herself, were brought to light‘ as the,y had
never been before, when she found herself ming-
ling among some of the most daring skeptics
reasoners, and thinkers of the day., Her pow’er;
of penetration, self-defence, and self-possession, -
were all called forth in larger measure, in gneatZ
er force. .As the years had‘passed on While-she
silently engaged in intellectual pursuits, she had
son.letimes dared to dream of a day like: ﬂiis
fohlch was now come, and through the s,ugges
Enons of imagination she had exulted in the idea
of communing with the gréat minds which ghe

reverenced. 'When she actually stood upon the

f‘s‘tage, among these, to act her part in the

Drama of Life,” she felt like one who had
been blind —she “saw men as trees walking »
all. was chaos to her senses. But sfrOng 91’19
was, and therefore able to.come off triumphant
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in such conflicts as she was here compelled to

pass through during her noviciate. o
As it chanced, into no sphere of active l{fe

conld Isa have entered where her own best in-

terests would be set to battling so fiercely with -

circumstances, as in that very field of editorial
labor. Had it been a strictly literary paper of
which she sssumed the charge, it must have
proved far otherwise, but the columns were
open to the discussion of great moral unStIOI}S,
those questions which affect society through its
length and breadth, and some of the most pow-
erful minds which were justly called “agita-
tors,” in that paper proclaimed opin..ions des~
tined to convulse the -world of social life-— and
strong as her mind might be, Isa was far too

young to war with, and triumph over, the elo- .

guent and inglorious sophisms of men anfi WO~
men, some of whom had grown gray in t'helr ger-
vice in the temple of knowledge. And becal?se
her very situation and office pre?vfanted her ]:1ps
from opening, to carry on an individual or e.dlto-
rial war of words, when her ardent nature, 1gno-
rant of, or despising the arts of expediency, would
have led her to do so, she was driven, through
the necessity of silence, to a deeper searching of
something, proclaimed as Truth. Often as these

contributors, with engaging whose services she.

Ed
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had nothing to do, laid the suggestions of their
thought or imagination before her, did she pause,
and doubt, and wrestle with herself, and from

~such wrestling she was dtiven: to prayer. She

sought in supplication for light from on high,
for relief from the wild imaginings -of others,
and from her own convulsed convictions— but
then the light did not come when it was sought,
or if it did it glimmered so faintly that she, hav-
ing no faith, and not compelled to sed it, having
none of the patience and perseverance that .
would have led her to a continued search;was
left even more completely than before she prayed,
in darkness. Al hope of human aid, such hope
as it was, vanished entirely. .Infinitely well had
it been for her to have heeded the enfreaty of
her best friend, the friend she loved once above
all others, and in a quiet frame of mind gought
for the peace of God. But here she was placed
in an active and exciting sphere, where both her .
vanity and her pride would be fostered, and her -
wilful spirit not only granted, but incited to, full
license and encouragement. ‘The rich and varied
fruits of gifted minds were not only freely offered, .

‘they were forced on her acceptance.  She was

bidden to a princely banquet,'and compelled to
partake. - Wise and great men -})raised her, and |
attributing her reserve to self.distrust, and want
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of self.appreciation : they, who in all tenderness
would have cautioned and warned ber, had.
they known how it was with her, in the1r mis-
taken kindness encouraged and led her on A 1
training, retirement, habits of earnest thi‘n’kmg, ‘
remembrance of her benefactors, these influences
may bave, they did, stand in the place of con-
science to her; they may have (ay, they did!)
whisper their warnings to her; but, alas! they
came as the recollected warning of ber Creafor

must have come to Eve; and the evil eounsel -

of her tempting will was given with dulcet tones,
with confidence, and with pewer!

VIIL

But we have been anticipating: let us return.

A few mornings after Isa’s arrival in J—, she
was conducted by Mr. Warren to the office
of The Guardian. He wished, he said, to make
her acquainted before his departure with his,
now her, co-editor, a man, he told her, Whom she
would never chance to meet in society, and
whose acquaintance, if she wished it to extend
beyond a mere business correspondence, she
would herself have to seek as a more perfect
misanthrope never existed.

Tsa went forward with her guide ealmly enough,
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Wh_ile he made this explanation ; but, as the con-
versation went on, Mr. Warren mentioned that
‘his editor was an anthor; though neithera popular
nonﬁve}x acknowled gecl one; that his views were
g 'I,anscendenta] 7 too pecuhar demanded
too much of a reader’s thought and investigation
to ever become current among men and Woment .
He spoke of the mian as an author, sadly, with

feeling—as of a most powerfnl spmtual light,
that, from some fatal disposition of its own nature,

- a certain weakness or perversity, combined with

extraordinary strength, was fully as ineffectual,
to all appearance, as though it had been ‘hid
under a bushel. '

Isa asked his name. It was Alanthus Stuart.
She had never heard it before; but she dis-
tinetly remembered his newspaper writings, when
told his newspaper name. She asked of his
book or books; and among these one was men-
tioned which cansed as mueh astonishment in her

' 28 though she h'at_i actually heard of a resurrec-
- tion from the dead ; and she felt as though she

were herself going now to witness some such
miracle of reviving. For it was that book which
Weare had banished from the library at home,

‘that very book which had proved the parent
. of hier own spirit’s peculiar life! She remem-

bered bow and when the great ideas of that
_ e ,
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volume had been grafted into her mind, anfl it
geemed strange, most strange, that she might
now think of the writer of those words as of a
living man. She had listened to his voice, as to
the voice of one who, being dead, yet spoke; and
lo! she was now seeking him, almost nnawa.les,
a living corpse in his sepulchre! Resur_reetion,
indeed! for months she had thought upon him,
day and night, with wondering as to his fate,

and with commiseration for his fate, which she

felt, by reason of his words, must have been a
sorrowful one! And he was alive! He was
alive while she thought upon him; living, while
she strove to hold ecommunion W1th his spirit, as
with the spirit of one departed, invoking his
presence and his aid! She was soon, in a mo-
ment, to stand with him face to face! She was,
after that, to work with him, to think with him!

What a wild, joyous feeling ran through her

heart, as she remembered that she had, at last,
found a teacher and a guide! N

It was what she needed of all thnggSwma
teacher, a guide! She needed a mind, more
powerful for good than either Mrs. Dugga.nne 8
or Weare’s, or, if not more powerful more ener-
getic. She needed to break away from, or, to
have broken away from her, by some resistless
hand, all the ideal supports she had drawn
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around her, as aids, in climbing a lonely moun-
tain-height; and now, she met with one who, in- 7
stead of tearing these away, and forcing her
back to her childhood’s reliance on the one
mighty, compelling her to see her * Welplessness,

would aid her in quite another way.

Alanthus Stuart was known only by reputation
among the literary circles of J—, and not at all
among the citizens of the fashionable world.
He was a man eccentric to the last extreme ;
proof against all advances of friendship, which

's0Ime were mduced by reason of admiration for

his genius, to make: apparently cold hearted
and silent, and repulsive as the grave. His
whole tim‘e was devoted to .ambitious, and to as
truly necessitated, labor; and, as to himself, he
was nearly unﬁtted by a life of seeluelon, for all

~ -social intercourse.

. A more repelling exterior. than his could not

1ead11 M1magmed In person he was short,
§ made ; dwarfed in animal, but a

2(.3:1.*9;1333g in eyklﬁua.l development His head was

W

splendffﬂy‘ shaped — it looked sufficiently capa-

cious to hold all. knowledge The expression of

his. mouth wag ‘only redeemed, not annulled, by
that of ‘his eyes ; they were- full -of kmdhnese,
but his firm, set lips, seemed pnson—doors from:
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which no genial thought or word would ever be
suffered to escape. One would have sworn that
those lips never smiled, for the sarcastic imita-.
tion of a smile they sometimes wore, mever

seemed anything but a derisive sneer at the

smiles of others: but one could not have safely
sworn that those eyes never wept — though no
man ever saw them even moistened with tears.
His forehead was immense, and around it his
white and curling hair fell in constant disorder.
White as snow was the hair, yet at this time he
could not have reached his fortieth year. His
voice was hard, but it had a sort of music in it,
stirring as that of ‘a wartrump. Calm, clear,
and bold, was his intellect — calmness, indeed,
spoke through his every motion — beamed from
his eyes, shone from his forehead, revealed itself
in his voice— yet that man bad a soul of fire!

Stuart stood alone in the world., He had
neither father, nor mother, nor wife, nor child,
nor brother, nor sister. He had always stood
alone, and always felt himself alone. He had
never maintained any sort of domestic relation
—he knew nothing about companionship, as
other men know. That he was poor, was self-
evident — that he was gifted, equally so. But
friendless as he seemed, Stuart was a man on
whom one might rely with the most entire con-
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fidence. Mr. Warren had been the first, pér-
haps the only man, to discover this—-he was
certainly his best appreciator.. ‘St":uart’a integ-
rity was unimpeachable —so was his- mdrali;r
—s0 indeed was his life thus far. With the
disdain of a rigid philosopher he 100kéa'upon
the vices and follies of those about him<—he had
apparently no pity for, no S)cﬁlpathy-_with, the

- weaknesses of humanity, because he could not

see in them a necessity, He folt through his
reason ; he was never therefore guilty of -emo-
txon:—-—- and only so far as' he found himself au-
thorized, or compelled to feel by reason, could
he sympathize. Stuart was an athéist-—-’ but —
there are Christians who fall much farther short -
of the morality of Christianity than he did.

.It was the originality, daring, and power of
this man’s intellect, which Isa had reverenced.—
worshipped. And when, led on by Mr. War-
ren, she discovered him in existence, surrounded

~ by the circumstances of poverty, neglect, and

labor, dwarfed and solitary, almost altogether an
unrecognised geniug, she found her homage and
reverence only increased. '

_ She had never pictured him to herself as hav-
ing 'be,e;}l in the day, when she fancied ke mighf
have ﬂourished, a model of beauty a;nd Zrace -
a theme for common praise“;'f‘éf commmon mindg’
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appreciation, but had rather fancied that he
might have lived his time on earth, neglected
and poor—in bodily presence contemptible.
She had never imagined him one she could

love as a mere man; but as a glorious guide

she had thought upon him, a coveted compan-
ion, an aspirant like herself, only greater: and
now, when she saw him, she rejoiced to find
him as he was.

Her dream of his surpassmg mental grandeur .

would bave broken instantly, had he stood be-
fore her in the dignity of mere physical man-
hood — handsome, conscious of beauty, flattered,
a trifler, a talker among talkers. She looked
wpon him . . . he was one the multitude would
be sure to pass by without thought, without ob-
servation —she studied him for a moment, she
paw the full tide of life and energy that was
flowing through his veins, and Isa resolved.

But what impression made Isa on him? No ob-
vious impression, but, nevertheless, a most strange
one. Wasita pleasant one? I hardly need say.
1t is certain, that when he for the first time looked
upon her, he was for the moment almost abashed

by her beauty. It was not of an order to intoxicate
any mortal, least of all him.- Certainly, he had -

never seen beauty to compare with it; but Alan-
thus was a novice in such kind of criticism. That
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Isa was gifted he well knew; and the knowledge

~added to his reverence of her beauty ; that shé was

a diligent student he perceived ata glance; that
she would study of him he felt inclined to proph-
esy. And why? Te had read all she had written,
with something of curiosity at first to learn how

~ a young female writer would treat such subjects

as she daringly touched upon; and from these
he learned that she was already a student of his,
after his own heart; and he resolved.

‘When Mr. Warlen announced that she was to
be associated with him in the management of 7%e. |
Guardian, during his own absence, Stuarthad felt

“an almost irresistible desize to present hlmself to

his. co-worker at once, he longed to ‘see her (he
conld have said as much in reference to no other
woman, living or dead), he longed to speak with
her, to hear her speak. He had waited, and be-
hold, she crossed his threshold. She had come to
him; and from that moment of her coming, he
felt that he should never have to go to her. And
the thought brought joy to him. And, Ioreover

(which was a stranger result of so brief an inter-

view), the solitary felt a deeper reverence, a new
impulse of reverence, for woman, as such, when,
after a brief interview, Isa departed with Mr.
Warren. He would not have been happy had
he thonght he should never see that girl again,




THE BEBUT.

IX.

Even Isa’s débiit in social life, as a thinker,
was not entirely after the common way. Early
in the first winter of her residence in J—,
occurred the first re-union of the season. A bril-
Jiant company. assembled in the parlors of Mrs.
Warren. Heretofore, when Isa appeared in
public, which was very rarely, she had been
little more than a looker-on, seldom entering into
general conversation, and impelled to silence by
an increasing timidity, which almost effectually
sealed her lips.

On this evening she was standing apart from
the company, the brilliant women and distin-
guished men, hardly interested in the human
show, even as a looker-on, when Mrs. Warren
approached, leaning on the arm of an elderly
gentleman, with whom she was speaking in
gayest mood. :

As they came mnear Isa, she canght these
words, pronounced by the escort of the hostess,
with great emphasis :— “ |
- “A woman’s-rights convention! Bless my
soul! Mrs. Warren, what is the world coming
to? Have you taken up the gauntlet in be-
half of your sex, madam?’
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It was General S—, the redoubtable leader
of armies, who, disabled from service on his last
battle-field, was compelled to betake himself to
-gocial strife for amusement.” e was a distant

- relative of his hostess, and nothing pleased - him

half'as well as to enter into warlike engagement
with her, though it was seldom that he retired
from such service with «colors ﬂymg >

- As he spoke, he threw aside the.newspaper
they had glanced over together. “What an age
of humbugs this is| * Tell me, good cousin Clara,
what are we coming to%” he asked with assamed
petulance, :

“For one thing, qmte the most important to
yow just now, we are coming straight up to Isa
Lee,” said Mrs. Warren, in a peculiar undertone,
then she added lightly, “the world at large,
general, would be in a very small degree af
fected by my particular opinion as to what is
coming to pass; as you would tell me yourself
if T were not determined to find my trinmph to-
night in refumng to quarrel with you. I’m not
going to ‘commit myself by speaking at all on
these agitated points, until I can do so with
perfect safety. So-——look for no manner of en-
lightenment from me.”

“ Enlightenment ? that is rather more than I
anticipated — then your zeal is at last really ae-
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cording to discretion? Oh, marvel! you, a wo-
-man, declining to express an opinion !”

“Even I; but compose your mind. ¥ Wlll N

secure for you an able combatant. I advise
you as a friend to prepare for a struggle — Miss

Lee, General S—. The lady is not so greata .

‘coward as I, sir. Moreover you will find her
quite opinionated as to the right and the wrong

of all the wonderful questions agltatmg this most’

wonderful time.”

“Js it so? Miss Lee, your servani, madam.
Will you indeed vouchsafe to enlighten us on
some of these knotty points ¢ Can you tell what
all this means, this high-flown, transcendental
talk about woman’s rights and wrongs ¥’

“ Wait— wait~general! Youn annihilate
with such generalities! Why, it would take
one a twelvemonth at least to even prepare a
preface to opinion. Let me guestion you both.
Collect your thoughts, please; this shall be no
windy argument. You, sir, tell me what con-
clusions are you forced to draw from the fact
that such questions are so agitated ¢’

¢ Just this, my wise one. The old world is
getting to be a very wrong-headed, obstinate,
foolish world. Or, it is in its dotage—I’m
sometimes inclined to commiserate myself as the
only sane person in it. We should not go far
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wrong if we called it a huge lunatic asylum
All this talk, this agitation, this unhealthfuf ex-
citement, goes to show only this — the idle have
far too much time on their hands, We all need
somethingto do to be kept out of mischief. The
workers are not the talkers nsually.” |
“Out of your own.mouth are you condemned.
What, pray, produces unhealthful”excitement? -
Isa— Miss Lee, your aid! 'We must be slaves,
or else put down as mischief-makers, must we
Why, looking upon it only in one light, what a

_breach of gallantry is such a statement as that |

Isa would fain have replied in the same gay
strain these friendly combatants had used, but
she felt it to be impossible. To this very subject
her attention had in divers ways been directed,
her soul had been wholly and earnestly roused
by it. And, notwithstanding, she had heard it
discussed - and supported by ignorant fanatics,
though she had seen such agitators exposing
themselves to just and scorching ridicule, her
eyes had nevertheless been keen of sight to -
pierce thlough all masqtieradings ; she had seen
what woman’s wrongs were, and knew how they
were borne, and go she felt herself compelled to
say, gravely :—:

“When such a sub.}ect is brought up for dls—
cussion, I never can speak excepting with ear-
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nestness. I must honestly say what I think.
Pardon me, Mrs. Warren, for being so misera-
ble a champion — but yon know I have but re-
cently come into the field —and I would be
prudent — I had rather not commit myself.”

“In short, you won't combat 1 exclaimed
Mrs. Warren.

“'What we want, is your honest opinion, young
lady,” said the old soldier, with bland dignity,
and gallant kindness, '

“ Do speak, Isa,” said Mrs. Warren ; but just
at that moment she was called away. An awk-
ward silence ensued, during which her opponent
was evidently expecting an answer, Isa strug-
gled with herself as she noticed this, and ﬁnally
managed to say :—

Tt only seems to me, sir, that such a questxon
as this of woman’s rights, could never have been
so fiercely agitated, so widely, and with such
earnest force, if woman’s wrongs had not in the
first place suggested it.”

“ With all deference, madam, has not a little
ambition among a few restless mortals set the
ball rolling? Would you not find this to be
the exact state of the case, if you looked thor-
oughly into it? It strikes me that this same am-
bition to get up excitement, and to keep it up,
has kept this question in 'agitation so long—
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much in the way you know that our words affect
the sea of air around us; as the natmahats say
they do.”

“A cause that is not suppo1ted by, or found-
ed in a living truth, must die.”

“ Precisely ; and may not that ‘lwmg truth?

‘be just this: amprrion? sheerest vanity? I con-

fess to but little sympathy with fanatics myself.
I believe there is no God, but God —but I'm
not disposed to say that every new leader, party,
or sect, produced, is his prophet.”

“Ag any one may plainly see,” pronounced
the musical voice of Mrs. Roderick Irving, who
just then joined them; “I see, moreover, that
you have not the better part of this argumént,-
General §—, which I am very glad to see. Can
you not valiantly beat a retreat! If I am riot
mistaken, your opinions are fast getting to be
mutinous? Are all your sympathies against the
struggling, the poor, blind, struggling #

“Yes, assuredly. What business have the

blind to struggle? they must be led. And,

moreover, Mrs. Irvmg, I never yet learned how
to ‘ beat a retreat;’ and you will agree with me
T am quite too old to learn now. Continue the
argument, Miss Lee,” he said, with a tone and

look, which had. ‘unconsciously become extremely
cammandmg - ’
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-Isa had conquered the agitation which she felt
at first, and she had taken a bold resolve to teach
her listeners a lesson, if that, indeed, were pos-
sible.

“Was there ever a cause of vital 1mportance,”
she asked, glancing from Mrs. Irving to the gen-
eral, with a sincere and trustful look, “agitated
among men and women, when some of its sup-
porters did not carry their prejudices in favor of it
to a fanatical extreme, or when some among its
opponents did not carry their prejudices against
it to as great an extreme? Notwithstanding all
you say of ambifion being the support of this
cause, I must hold to the belief that you will
never find an unimportant, v&pak, and causeless
cause making such commotion among people,
high and low, wise and ignorant, weak and
clear headed reasoners. I do not think, sir, that
it will be either in your power or your wisdom
to affirm long, that this question springs from a
trivial point. For my part, I am proud to con-
fess to practical faith in the poet’s assertion, that

“'Woman’s best is unbegun;
Her advent, yet to come!"

Isa’s listeners had heard her with a courteous
gravity and interest. The general, a great ad-
mirer of beauty wherever he found it, was think-
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ing, whils she spoke with such subdued yet evi-

dent enthusiasm, how very lovely she was, and =
Mrs. Irving hstened with an emotion that almost
betrayed itself in tears. . -

“Well said, Miss Lee! Now, general I ex-
claimed Mrs. Warren, joining them at that mo-

- ment,

“Your arguments are forceful, I admit it,”
said the old man, thus appealed to. ¢ But,
pardon me; what would your ¢onvictions in re-
gard to this subject lead you o do, Miss Lee

“That I know not, as yet. My duty, I trust, -
as it should appear to me.” IR

“Good! - Your:zeal is really according to
knowledge. You will become no public lectarer;
no ridiculous, ranting —”

“You forget. She has not promised as much.

Besides, she. does not need to be a lecturer.

Miss Lee wields a pen! Now, what is your zeal
according to, most.gracious cousin? It is knowl-
edge that has led you to handle this bone of con-
tention so often! .Oh, you are a thorongh war-
rior!  You have the spirit of a conqueror! * But
I think, Miss ‘Lee, you deserve congratulation.
So much as your opponent has now conceded
was never before conceded by him. He is*the
most uncompromising hater of all reforms and - -
reformers » ~ '
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“I am conquered, am I? By bright eyes,
then; nothing less, I assure you! To tell the
truth (take what advantage you will of the con-
fession), Cousin Clara, I hardly know what these
striving Amazons are about. If, indeed, they
have endured, and have still to endure, so much,
are they not aware that the squl’s sublim?st
faculty is just this power to endure, strength to
bear and to be patient?” _

“Perhaps so; but, you know, not every one
that is oppressed is ¢ambitions’ of becoming a
martyr.” |

« Yes!” exclaimed Mrs. Warren, energetical-
ly. “Thank you for that hint, Isa. Ishould like
to know, General S—, how a warrior ever came
to think such a thought, or at least to utter i,
when it sounds not a mockery from a saint’s lips
alone. Would you consider that people most
glorious and noble which bore the yoke of .d'fs-
graceful and binding oppression, till all spirit,
life, and energy, were driven out, destroyed from
among them? or, a race that spurned the slavish

bonds, that would not be crushed — that rose,.

though through the bloodiest battle-fields, to
freedom? You are a soldier: answer me !”
“Now are you caught in your own toils,

general | how can you answer such eloguence?

exclaimed Mrs. Irving.
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¢ Only in one way, perhaps. By very quick-
1y forgetting it.” S

“But you shall have no chance of forgetting
it.” S ‘ A
« Hear me out, please. - By forgetting it, say,
in the more important conviction, that comparing
the condition of women in this age with that of
an enslaved people, is not only an’ extremely
unjust procedure, it is ridiculous in you; you
speak in jest — you have too much common sense
about you, Clara, to be in earnest when you talk
in  that high-flown, heroic style. I shonld ira-
gine that my fair listeners had, edch and all,
worn the yoke and the chain of the oppressor,
maN — but happily their looks do not carry out
their arguments. You prove thus every one of
you, that you have talked of what you really
know nothing about.” . :

“ On you wretched, sophisticated worldling !”
cried Mrs. Warren,. half laughing, and half an-
noyed by his speech. ¢ There is a leper at your
gate. Your servant tells you that the leper wants
help —that be demands it, but you say, 7 am
not leprous, none of my kin are — I have never
seen a leper—it’s a falsehood! get away with
such'a tale! Silence, I tell you! you want to
accomplish gome selfish purpose of your .own!”

The conversation was here interrupted by th

" ,
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approach of Roderick Irving, who came seeking
his wife, music having been solicited. And the
debaters, laughing and jesting, moved to the
musie-room, glad, every one of them, to discon-
tinue a subject on which only two of them felt

any interest beyond that aroused by a love of

disputation, and the fruitfulness of the theme in
~ the way of argument.

X.

In the wide circle of acquaintance which Isa
formed during her first winter in J—, were some
of both sexes, with whom she held no profession-
al relations. And among these, well content,
and indeed seeking to be taught, rather than to
teach, was Murs. Irving, toward whom she felt
drawn by that resistless force of attraction which
is not always justified in its results. The affec-
tionate impulse that inspired Isa sprung imme-
diately from the remembrance of a love that
pointed in another direction than the busy city
in which she lived, away to the guiet home in
Richmond, to the simple study in which she
fancied dwelt the spirit of Dugganne. And be-
cause “affection, or perhaps reverence for him,
and for his mother, made 2s yet by far the great-
er part of the life of her affections, she felt irre-
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sistibly drawn toward one who had of herself
suggested thoughts of them, and more especially
of him. And how many such thoughts which
Isa could readily pardon as she received them,
because the influence acted wpon her from with-
out —did Mary Irving suggest! .

This lady was apparently about Isa’s own age,
and her marriage was the most unfortunate fact
connected with her life, as it would seem. Isa
needed not to be told of it—to her the story of
an unhappy heart, an unhappy life resulting from
an-unequal, an ungenial marriage relation, had
in past years been written out before her in the
experience of her dear friend. ‘She knew the
traces which an unhappy matrimonial relation
leaves. Of the domestic relations of Roderick
and Mary Irving, sheé knew nothing ; Isa arrived
at her conclusions respecting them through the.
appearance of the husband, and her knowledge
of the record of mental and physical suffering
which Mrs. Dugganne’s trials had left in voice,
on feature, and in expression. And,in pure -

sympathy, had she dared, she would at once

have clasped the fau' young stranger in her
arms, and said :—

“We are young — we have gorrowed — let us
love one another.” . :

One possessing eyes of the understanding,
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could certainly have seen clearly, looking on
this husband and wife, that there was not a jot
of intelligent sympathy between them. This
conclusion was arrived at by Isa on observing
their great contrast in mere personal appearance.
They seemed the very embodiment of two die-
tinet lives — of flesh and of spirit. He, with
that tyrannous nature which spoke so plainly in
his voice —with his sensual looks, his purse-
pride, and astounding educated-ignorance —
she, frail, timid, exquisitely lovely, having a
soul of musie, with far more of death than life in
her face, how came they together?

It was a question that Isa repeatedly asked
hergelf; and, since she knew that lové was out
of the question ; that love could not have united
them —at least her to him, and scareely him to her,
since she saw that the union could not possibly
have been brought about by sympathy, since no
apparent chord bound them, even in marriage,
excepting that of custom, what could in the first
place, have brought them together? Surely, she
thought to herself, it must be that he had bought
her. Mary Irving was a slave-wife !

Seeking distinet information of Mrs. Warren, .

Isa found that this was really the fact, though
it was presented by her in another and more
worldly form than Isa chose to regard it.
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“It was a union of expedience,” she said.
“ Mary had only a little beauty, and an extraor-
dinary degree of musical talent, as you are aware.
Roderick Irving, on the contr ary; was a very
rich man, and bore, as he does still, an eminently
respectable name. His connections in life were
most flattering, and he adored her. She was
never very strong, and so was unable to work
with much efficience .in her profession, as I
have been told. And really, it seemed very
fortunate that a man should have fallen ‘dead in
love with her, as the saying is, who had the
ability to make her independent of others.”

“Yes, that may be true, perhdps. But, how
wholly dependent on him she is made. Heaven
defend the podr girl! how Wretchedly she must
be disappointed 1”

“ Disappointed ! why -

“Why? can you imagine that they love each
other #”

“Certainly! why should they mnot? They
have sworn to do it. They seem a very eomfort-
able couple to me.” *

“Now, do you honestly think that love can be
a free gift from either of them to the other?
And, if Jove’s nof a free gift, what under heaven
is it %7

“You judge from appearances, it seems. They
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have deceived you. Irving is rough, abrupt,

oftentimes, in his way of speaking. Sheisa very

quiet woman, with a saintly look of sweet sub-
mission. They are just the two to be together;
every married man and woman will tell you so.
A fiery-tempered, stirring wife would not half so
well suit him. And if Mary bad a ‘meek Moses’
for a husband, she would n’t know. whether she
was in the body or out of it, a year from now.
Mary is one of your quiet mortals, very fond
of solitude. She doesn’t go much into society ;
and, if I made other people’s business my own,

I should blame her for it, because she owes

something to the world, and has the power to
entertain magnificently. She is very diffident,
but I should never call her unhappy. How came
you to think of such a thing? I alwaysmakeita
point that she shall attend my soirées. She can
be amused and interested if she will, and can,
besides, give pleasure to others.”

“ And do you really think she is happy? As
happy as before her marriage ¥’ asked Isa, won-
deringly. ¢ Dependence on a husband, it strikes
me, is a very shocking thing — that is, if a wife
has only dependence to boast of, and not-sin-
cerest love besides. It seems to me Mrs. Irving
is just of my mind about this.”

“ Ah, T can see your difficulty. You think
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love is the grand and only idea of married life!
From much that I have seen, if I did not know
better, I should judge love to be only a necessary
accompaniment for courtship, and the heney-
moon. Few people find marriage to be" what
I am thankful to say I have proved it. My
dear girl, a “;oman, and a man, too, I must say,
having a regard for justice and equity, makes
the most extraordinary venture in entering wed- "
lock. Nine tenths of the people are not fit to
marry —1I mean, of course, judging from the
appearance of results. If you ever make such
venture, I shall pray Heaven that your expe-
rience may prove as beautifal and blessed as
mine has.” E
“Indeed, I can not conceive of any human
relation more beautiful than this. And a wo-

‘man should certainly have an entire dependence
"on her husband, as she will have, if she loves

truly, no matter what circumstances distinguish
her outward life. Such confidence and union,
you know, figure all lovely sorts of union. Baut.
do you not think a woman like Mrs. Irving
especially requires thorough sympathy, in order
that she may have perfect happiness in this life,
or indeed any degree of happiness? 1 do verily
believe that she would have been happier, con-
tented she may perhaps be, if she had roused
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herself more earnestly when energy would have
availed, and depended on herself alone.”

“It may be, yet hardly either; for she is
neither a strong, nor a spirited creature —so it
is impossible to reason about it.”

“What opinion have you of Mr. Irving, then?
I believe we shall agree about him.”

“Oh, he is rather an animal, as one may
plainly see ; but a good ome. He has not the
most spiritnal notions of enjoymént, neither is
he much of a philosopher, and I’'m quite con-
fident he’ll never distinguish himself as a mor-
alist. But, heavens! don’t direct your thoughts
to the study of your acquaintances’ matrimonial
relations. You will be likely to go heart-sick at
once — that is, if you have indulged in fairy
dreams of such things. Some thoughts, you
must know, are best let alone. And, when we
come to the realities of things about us, where
ghall we find one that doeth good? Mr. Irving
is well received, and I believe well liked, where-
ever he goes; and there is one feature in his
character which, when I think of it, always
seems lovely and pure enoungh to cover a multi-
tude of sins. He is a passionate lover of music.

I have the greatest respect for such men, no mat-"

ter how unfavorably they may have impressed me,
the very moment I learn that they love music.”
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“ A lover of what sort of music is he ? asked
Tsa, with such peculiar emphasis, that Mrs,
‘Warren laid- down her work and curiously
scanned her questioner’s face. A new idea
seemed to have opened upon her. '
~-% Of what sort #” she repeated.

“Why, yes,” answered Isa. “If a person
told you he was passionately fond of poetry,
would you not ask what style, what tone, what
order, best pleased him, if you cared to discover
the temper of his mind ¢ It would be an easy,
and to me most satisfactory way.”

“ But this is really a new thought to me. You
shall judge for yourself. Watch him, and tell
me what opinion you should form of him in- this
way alone. I never thought of it before -—
it seems strange, too. Then you 1'ea11y sup-
pose—?’ '

“1 know that the mere bemg enchained by
sweet sonnds, delighted by them, or subdued by
them, is not a shadow of a proof that a man may
not be all the while the most sensual in creation.
In some sorts of music there is nothing of an
elevating tendency whatever. And this is equal-
ly true of poetry— rhythm and melody may
abound, and yeét conduce to the lowest en;oy-
ments alone ”

“Well, upon' my word, thls is a greaf sugges-

T -

\
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tion! Isa, do you kmow you have explained

much to me by merely asking that question ¥’
“Then I am at liberty to ask another. In

your opinion, if one took the trouble to make

the special acquaintance of Mary Irving, is there .

anything beyond her captivating lock of sorrow
that would pay for the seeking ?” :

“ Very much! I’m glad you have a disposi-
tion to like her. If you wanted a companion or

a help for your high flights, I could Hot recom- -

mend her. Bat, if yor feel any desire or want

for an amiable and affectionate young friend, I

dare to say you will find what you want in her.”

This answer reassured Isa. Mrs. Warren’s
admission of these characteristics, and the pos-
session of others which her friend denied, but
which she, by intuition, saw in Mary Irving, led
her to look with increased and indesecribable
interest on the wrecked, unhappy life of the
young wife —for wrecked and unhappy she
knew it was, and no argument of worldly. peo-
ple could convince her to the contrary. Iler
interest, as has been stated, was first aroused by
the soft sounds which drew her back and apart
from the listening crowd, that gathered one
night around the sweet singer.

It deepened and increased frorn the moment
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when she felt herself almost convulsed with ex-
citement and surprise, on bearing from a stran-
ger’s, a woman’s lips, the beéautiful song which
Weare had often sung for her. | :
For the friendship of this Woman, go pale, and
sad, and quiet, so gifted with the sweet gift of
song,” she felt willing to make advances and

“gacrifices of her own exceeding reserve. Have
- you ever met with one or many, toward whom,

from the first moment that your eyes rested up-
on them, you have felt such an unaccountable, -
friendly disposition? I know the suffering,
the aspiring, the solitary, have. ‘

Circumstances did not at first throw these two
minds much together. Their acquaintance was
long limited to ordinary exchanges of courtesy.

But the attraction was felt, and not exclusively

by Isa. Her remarks concerning woman’s rights
and wrongs, had drawn Mary’s heart and curi-
osity as well, toward her-—and she was more
than willing to meet every advance or shadow
of advance, and for a long time they were ‘but
shadows, made hy Isa toward her.

The quiet, gentle nature of Mus. Irvmg was
hedged -about with extreme diffidence. Inter-
course with the world had done little toward
conquering her strange, exceeding timidity; and

 this natural ‘barrier was a formidable one for a
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person like Isa Lee. She could have overcome

any other more readily. The reason was, that -

she did not know how to deal with, or the way
in which to unite herself with, such a person.

Her conviction was, that-disappointment and.

sorrow were sapping the springs of that young
life; but, though she made a study of Mary, she
could get no further than that. The apprecia-

tiveness, and justice, and beauty, with which,

Mary sometimes spoke with her, when they
were alone, of things far beyond the common,
her enthusiasm and purity, enchanted Isa; she
longed to make a companion of her as well asa
study. ‘

On the other hand, the candor of the editress,
her generous impulses, decision of character, sin-
cerity, and stately beauty, very favorably im-
pressed Mary Irving. She fancied that one like
herself might find in the writer a strong help, a
friend on whom to lean; and she often asked her
goul, if she might not prove this true. They had
both suffered. Isolated as Mary was from all but
the externals of friendship, and standing in a great
measure alone, as Isa did, they both found, by
degrees, cause for, and thus development of|
sympathy and union betwéen them.

.

@
SOUNDING A HEART, B U

| XL |
Ordinary observers might have seen in Mary’s
musical talent her one ¢distinguishing character-
istic.” Isa knew that there were other, or rather,
that this gift was developed in, many and com-
plete ways, besides that of sound. It was, how-
ever, this power of expression that had first en-
chanted, and it was all that had ever enchanted,
her selfish, tyrannical, exacting, unappreciating
husband. It was the one cord, let down from
heaven, that bound his soul to things and tastes
above the animal. . Had his wife properly com-
Prehended the full meaning of this gift, and the
tise to which it might be applied, and through it
exerted what other powers she possessed, she
might, through God’s grace, have been instru-
mental in his salvation. As it was, Isa had seen
discerningly into the heart of the whole matfer:
the love of music was with him a 'mere pleasure

* of sense, not degrading, it is true, but neither

elevating. ‘ | |

“Tell- me,” said Isa, one day, with sudden
earnestness, to the singer, determined to sound
her heart at a stroke, “ when your lips utter that
divine hymmn, do you feel as though your whole
life We}('e going through it into expression ¥’

“Tell me,” was the unexpected and novel
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answer, “when you compose, does your soul go
out into all your words ¥’

“Yes, always,” was the reply, spoken in a
confidential fone, that was meant to, and was
successfulin, inspiring a return of confidence; “1
never write except in my 6wn mood. I can not.”

“IHow may that be? You are not all-souled,

are you? Where, then, shall one be sure of find-

ing you? I should imagine you could not speak
in your own capacity, through more than one
style of character #”

“ Wait, you do not understand me. Strictly
speaking, there are but two styles of charactep,
the good and the bad. Who can not sympathize
heartily with each, at times? Nay, who is not
each, at times? Why, how can you even sing,
and give to more than one poet’s thoughts your
earnest expression and touching power #°

“I—1I sing in all moods, truly. My heart is
really lighter than the very lightest song, at times,
and_”

“And sadder than the saddest, at others;
base as the basest; pure as the purest?’ said
Isa, inquiringly. “Yes; it must be so; for it
is just s0 with me, and it must be so with all.
But there is one song, I am sure, that alwé,ys
touches yourself most tenderly and searchingly,
as it certainly does me.”
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“ Which is it %’

“Nay, tell me, yourself. Let us prove whether
I am right.” :

Mary Irving hesitated a moment her soul fell
at Tsa’s feet; she saw (and she was glad) that a
human ’being was striving, for the first time in
years, if not in her whole life, to know her as she
was, to draw her out. She loved and trusted
that questioner with her whole heart. She would
have made a confession had she found the con-
fidence, but she had not the confidence; and so,
instead of exclaiming: * Listen, I Wlll tell you
the story of my life,” she guietly asked i

“Is it The Evening. Hymn to the Virgin #”

“Yes! there is a true abandonment, a delight-

“ful abandonment, of soul, in the desire expressed

by the words:—

“‘Thou, who hast looked on death,
Aid us when death is nigh!

It seems almost like a prayer for death—as
though you had a forebodmg that the hour had
almost come.” :

«1 like' you to say that. You are a discern-
ing critic. Your words seem to add a new, and
really unimagined worth to my one gift. You
have looked into my soul. Have others like
power? ' T raust, remove the soul-tune from my
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song, then; I must never sing that aloud again,
at all events. It would not do to be ¢singing for
the million,” when any and every one could, as
you have, read thoughts I would be the last to
express in verse or prose.” -

“J think you have no reason to fear. But,
certainly, to me music is nothing if I hear only
sweet sounds, and skilful mechanical execution.
I love to hear the human heart breasting the
waves of feeling, and leaping upon the beach of
sound, saved, because it can find expression. 1
think, that in this world of misery, none are so
perfectly miserable as the voiceless — and such
arc the more to -be pitied, if they are not con-
scious of their deprivation.”

“T am glad you bave discovered my soul’s
secret. But do not flattér yourself that such
revelation of one’s inner nature is only made in
song. I too havelooked into your soul. AndI
have frequently longed to tell you of it. I re-
joice that you have placed yourself in a position
that enables me to say this much to you without
fear. Tell me, ig there not one picture you are
given to drawing, on which you invariably ex-
pend your utmost power #”

“ What is it ¢? ,

“ A struggling and lonely huma.n heart, sup-
ported by wirL through the extremes of suffering
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and -misfortune. ~ Patient, content to struggle,
determined to- accomplish :—is not this your
highest, most exalted idea of heroism? = Oh,
how I wish I had known you before wbefore it
was too late 1” :

Mary spoke with startling vehemence, and.
her listener turned away to conceal her emotion,
and her joy. She had not been deceived; that
voice had in its tone of revealment, a

** Behold, and see
What a great heap of grief lay hid in me !”

She gave her hand to the' timid questioner, who
had suddenly become go bold, and said softly :—

“ My sister — Mary. "

The words acted like a charm on Mary Irving.
Her diffidence and hesitancy were thrown aside
as a mask ; the shadows which seemed for ever
folding over her eyes-—he"r sad, “pathetic eyes”
—cleared-away ; there was sunshme in her face.
Hastening to the piano, she poured forth her j joy,
not with words, but in a glad and solemn chant.
As she turned “again from the instrument, she
threw herself ‘at Tsa’s -feet, and her heart sped

~ through its open-doors, 'She spoke with the ut-
most truth of word, ook, and expression i—

“ When com_pelled to make use of this glfﬁ as
a means of living, I was weak ; I faltered, faint-
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ed, failed, in my purpose. A door of escape
opened. I rushed through it, never thinking or
caring whether light or darkness were beyond
. . I met my reward — I found that there are
two kinds of poverty in this world, and that the
last is infinitely worse than the first. Letno one
say there is not a worse thing than hunger, and
nakedness, and the isolation caused by such pov-
erty. You do not believe that, do you?”

“ 8o far from it, I know to the contrary ; Mary
I have tried both kinds of poverty.”

“ But — but — but —’

“Yes —" said Isa, as hesitatingly, interrupt-

ing her friend in the endeavor she was making
to express the thought; “I am free, but as yet
I am hardly convinced - as to whether it is my
salvation, or madness, and ruin, to be so.”

“ Think it is your salvation! Oh, believe it!
Don’t let your mind harbor another idea.”

“ Do you admire that character you say I am
so given to drawing, of a struggling and patient

“heart ?”

“ Yes; as I admire the sketches of angels my
own fancy furnishes. But it is so much easier
to say than to do! Have you not always found
it so? I have never encountered a perfect mor-
tal yet, have you ¢
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«Yes—and one who had . grown perfect
through fiery trial.” - : : :
“ A woman then! I have a preaentjment,

Yet tell me, why do you-so often represent

woman as glfted especmlly .with-the hero na-
ture 87

“ Does not woman deserve to be so represent-
ed? 'Where, in this world, in this generation,
will you find the spirit so allvemso thoroughly
alive, as in her?”

“ Alas, T do not know. 1 had almost begun
to think that all sorts of heroism had died out

from among us.’

“ Look about you—-—-look within you! Look
but not with the eyes of sense — think of all that
woman is doomed by nature, by society, by cus-
tom, to endure. Do you not see the evidences
of a divine patience? and that you know is ¢ all
the passion of great hearts.” ?

“T grant it to a degree. I dosee this ¢ dwme
patience.’ Ishould feel proud, indeed, if I could
see as you do, and so grant it wholly. = But ean
one really do so who takes the present for what
it is, wnillumined by the’great hope of what it
will be? Only see of what society is made!”

“Yes—1 do see. Society is & masked ball
—and the music is discordant, and can hardly .
in this life be otherwise than so. ‘But it may be
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less discordant, more harmonious. And the
beatings of woman’s heart must make it so; for
these beatings give the key-notes to the tunes of
lifel You are not to judge, you know, by the
triflers among women-—say what people will,
they are few in comparison with the earnest
hearts, the striving minds, the effectual workers.
Among certain people, Mrs. Warren would pass
for a trifling person, gay, lighthearted, made
for the sole purpose of enjoying, and fulfilling
that destiny. A more gelfish nature than that
would evince, can scarcely be imagined ; for all
acknowledge her capacitated to fill any sort of
station she may chance to occupy. But it is not
true of her, as you well know. She dresses well,

dances well, entertains well —is chatty, agree-

able, charming ~—and so are a thousand others
just like her. But she is infinitely more than
this—and so are those others. She is more

than agreeable in conversation, she is consider-

gte and charitable; she is more than a church-
goer, being very devont; more than a believer
in what she professes, she is a doer of the word,
and a worker. She is polished, and warm-
hearted, too—the poor love, and the rich.ad-
mire her. The influence she exerts is beyond
telling, and it is for good entirely, as I believe.
There are myriads of ‘such women in the world

sopHIEM ? WORSHIP R 16-5

s they seek no pedestal of fame that they may

work, . and be seen of men ; their influence is
sillent, but it is mighty, as _that of Nature.*

“It is pleasant to see such affection as there is
between her and ‘her husband. A’ rare sight,
too, it must be confessed !” said Mary, with a

" sigh. “They adore each other!”

- “Love- is nothing, if it be not worship, you
know,” said Isa. Mary reflected a moment
and said :—

“Your pardon, but it strikes me love can ex-
1st and yet be nothing Zike worship. How else
can the unworthy be 10ved?——they are loved.
No one would. think of Worshlppmg a bad man
or a bad woman,. while such may, after all, be
the obj ects or recipients of very strong affection.”

“Love-is not animal passion; it is not that
principle which leads people .to live together

 oftentimes in perfect peace and comfort. Mary,"

love is not love, if it be not devotion.”

“ Then love is sinful — it must be so.”

“ Most assuredly not.” | a

“What! Do you not believe that there ig
only One to whom worship should be rendered? -
Would you apply the same word, to our bond of
feﬂOWShlp with man, and with God? A friend,

~ a companion, a husband, or. a wife, may be in-
-expressibly dear, may be necessary perhaps fo
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the truest happiness in this life. It seems tome
go. But how can you say that man or woman
worship is not sinful ¥’ ,}

«T do ot probably understand the word siN
in the véai}wyou do. For the rest, I should say
such worship is not sinful, simply because -— it
is among the possibilities.” - .

«According to that you regard ncithmg as sin-
ful, no guilt; then, is involved in crime, because:
crime is possible! How perfectly monstrous!
Oh, do but think of it!. ... The idea makes me
shudder! What temptation is not among the
possibilities ¥

“ Sin does not lie in temptation.”

“Jg it necessary that I should express my-

gelf more clearly? Do you not understand me?

Asif T could say anything you could not under-

stand! Excuse my presumption. Do let’s
e on this point!”

agTMOSi; gla.dIl)y: only agree with me.”

“But I can not even reconcile what you say
with my impressions of common sense; am not
1 intolerably stupid, or—" T

“QOr, am not 11 'Why not say itzvgnt.?”

“And you really persist in aﬁrm-mg,' t.hat
worship of the human is no sin, because it is a
possible thing? What a dreadful word that
possible seems, all at once !”

E
.
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% Of course, if one is bent on sinning, as you
call it, he may or can sin to any imaéginablé"exteh?t.
Another thing is indisputable : . To the pure and
good, all things are pure and go@dii% they cax not
comprehend another order or stafa¥of things,
All with which they come in’ contﬁ?t, all with
which they associate, is perfect; for it is a moral
impossibility to such that they should be cogni-
sant of any other kind of character. Think of Mr.
and Mrs. Warren, I use the word love, or wor-
ship, as she or he would wse it; ndw think
of these two creatures, who adore each other.”

“I do; they could not well avoid being drawn
toward each other; 'but, if their love is such as
you style it, I remember that it is only the love
of one mortal for another mortal, of beings who

- are not in any way eternally steadfast, of crea-

tures who change, who are liable to change.
How can a passion or worship such as you name,
end in anything but disappointment?®
“She sees a God in him; he, doubtless,gégg
as much in her. Why, do you not see that love
can never éxist at all, except in the minds of the

perfectly. pure, toward other beings as perfect

- and'as pure? In such mortals the God is mani-

festly revealed. We prove ourselves infidels,
when, coming in contact with- such visible. per-
fections, we do not worship them, or fail to yield
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our whole hearts to them ; it is the only surren-
der—the only great and worthy gurrender, we
can make.”

T can not soar so high; I am more ‘of the
earth—earthy’ than you. 1 can but believe,
if this is the nature of our friends’ marriage rela-
tion, it will end in sorrow. They will, what
can prevent their finding out the difference
between God and man, between worship and
love #”

« Apparently they have not yet discovered it:
they have had ample time. Mark me: they
never will discover it. Mrs. Warren has found
her idea of perfection in him, that idea which
others find in the Unknown, the Unseen. As
great an amount of faith may be necessary to the
one as to the others.” .

« What dreadful idea possesses you? ~Are you
really confounding mere humanity,. with " God
the eternal? For my part, I do not believe it to
be in the nature of man to return such love, even
if it be possible for woman to give it.”

«You are mistaken; you are more in danger
of dismembering one great verity or unity, than

I am of confounding what you call God with

man. There is no such thing as spiritual sexual-
ity. As some author says, the only perfect
human being is that one formed by the union

- but painful earnestness,
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of man and woman in a perfect sympathy, H '
or she who stands alone is not a complet'e b 2
‘ on\l‘?' a half-existent. .. But all our individu:;l Q:I;
perience, I imagine, will not give ng much Ii ‘ Ht
on fhls,subject; we ‘must speéﬁlafé and reﬂ%ct
on it and draw our inferences from our convi
‘tions of necessities. 'We must go out from ou:-
fseljrefs. When love or devotion is genuine it;
inevitable first result is a supreme reverexicc; i
?he so.ul. If this were not true of our friends -
if I (?;ld not see this true of them, I shropuld ha.:
po‘faljﬁh left even in the possibility of love,” ‘e g
Since not one in ten thousand, T will venture
:Zusag, ev:r conceived of marriage as you do,
o. D¥a . A
- ]; ef-al).;,h ;I;a;, th.mkr you §f t.h\e institution
“ We are progressive. The institution “;as
well efzqugh for the people of past ages; but it
necessity and its power have goﬁe b ' it i ;
therefo;:e, now become a bond too galjlri.n 1 ,f:;;
SI?PWSSWG- In ninety-nine cases out of ag 3hun
1ef1,1 People assuming matrimonial ‘vowé;e'-'eé-'
_fe.cla ly women, sell their birthright of ’ﬁ'eédom
for a mess of pottage. In its present state, ag
Institution, marriage is not a holy thiﬁg;it a;:

an abomination,” -

“Tell \mé,_’.’_ gaid Mrs, Irvin‘g, mthxhasztatmg "
if you were bound. to
8 -

Sy
-
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another, and found out that the tie was for yon
an abomination, the covenant awfully ridiculous,
what would youn do?’ ‘

«Break the bond without delay. To me it
would be a *sin’ to bear, or to endure it.”

« Have you imagined what would ensue, if -

people dared to do this—if all dared who had
the inclination, I mean ?”

«No: when there is so much that must be
thought of, it is scarcely worth while to brood over
the effects of imaginary events. The earth, recol-
lect, is peopled with cowards. If it were not so,
if all bound in the shackles of marriage dared
to speak, to break their bonds, to be free again,
1 suppose the very virtue that inspired the un-
happy to free themselves, put into vigorous cir-

culation by such act of voluntary divorcement,
would of itself produce a better state of things.”

“You do not reflect that the virtuous would
hardly be swiftest to break such ties, even if the
precedent were established.”

“Yes, yes! I am sure of that. The vicious

are weak, and it is not they who are oftenest
truly and consciously urhappy.”

«I have misunderstood you all along, then;
you do not think it is a crowning glory to endure
wrong patiently—to suffer and bear in qhiet ¥

% No, I have not affirmed that. We are con-
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stituted to enjoy intellectual freedom to the ut-
m?st. What were life worth to me—to you
WTthout this comsciousness? Would youyex;; |
without it? How can one;njoy this life him-
self, or promote any of its best interests, if a low
nATIOW, abominable, carking c:ire, or, grief, o;
oppress.mn,- of another’s imposing, of a miser;’ble
fiomestlc nature, is for ever souring the life, dry-
Ing up the fountains of the soul-—destroyin,g hrzr
best powers —lowering, preventing, annulling
‘her aspirations? How is one to learn. to dis.
cover and develop, the immeasurable ca’pacities
of the soul or heart, if a grief, that false pride

m N N . * -
~makes nameless, is pressing continually upon it,

hidi.ng the light of truth from it, or utterly dis-
torting it? If one would rive, one wmust have
freedom. I can conceive of nothingh called -life
worthy the name, without it. ~Annihilation were
better than such existence.” '

“I believe with yon in thig-— certainly —yes,

certainly, It is true——or, rather, it would be

true, if in this life only we had hope in Christ

and hope in heaven, There may be circum«,-
stal}ces-mthough my heart has been with you
while you were speaking—I ,fam;‘:ﬁ%gipélled*to
declare my belief, that there ma?be circum-
star.zce_s where disunion is of all things covetable

dasxrable, but duty forbids it. Oh, Isa Lee,sfen: -
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joyment, intellectual progress, development of
the heart’s affections as they would be devel-
oped under a smiling sunshine, is not all that must
be looked for — these circumstances of social life
do not alone make marriage vows binding— these
alone do not make the covenant one that lasts
for life. A creature who has found the utmost.
wretchedness in enduring such ties may, I firmly
believe, work more virtnously, and strongly, and
effectively, even while enduring them, and may
80 be in a much greater degree blest, than one
who has never known sorrows.”

“ As how?” ST

«The miserable are compassionate.”

« Not always. Imight tell you a story which
would at once convince you that the point you
gtart from is far from invulnerable —you could
not for a moment maintain it.”

« Certainly, it is the common, the nataral re-
sult of sorrow, that the heart feeling it is con-
scious of acquiring a fuller measure of the
charity which comprehends all the virtues! 1
myself have seen enough of life to convince me
that this is true.”

« Of rich: and selfish people, remember, we
are not speaking. They are not proper speci-
mens of true humanity. All is .perverted in
them. You therefore contrast with what is not
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-really a truth, if you cdﬁtrast the virtues of th;
unhappy, with the selfishness which is the un-
natural happiness of the gensualist?

‘.“ Youl mislead me, or fydu mistake. It cer-
tainly is a direct and a common eﬁ'eét,’jthat fhe
unforfiunate and unhappy grow perfect through
their suffering. It is that this effect may be p:o-
duced, that justice and, 1~é1igion'may continﬁe
among the people, that our Fither in heaven
wisely ordains the great majority of his chil-
fh‘en to lives of sorrow. Why, what éﬁ-examp]e
Is mere patience; as you yourself suggested a
while since! Tt has converted many a monster
What a revelation is made in endmance;
Hearts of stone, the most cold and bard, hévé

“been subdued by it. In God’s harvest we shall

see what fruits, precious in his sigilt, have been
perfected by these very means!”. =
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Immediately after Isa’s departure from Rich-
mond, Dugganne returned home. His mother’s
lonely position demanded this of him, and, in-

deed, the chief cause of his long absence was,

with Isa, removed. Had she not gone, it would
probably have been long before he could have
philosophized himself into a state, not of mdlﬁ'er-
ence, but of calmness, in regard to her. The
idea which possessed him when he parted with
her, was that he could never look: wath tranquil-
lity or indifference on that beautifil girl again;
the idea had not yet given way to his clear sense
of duty. Though he had loved against reason,
it had been with his whole heart that he ren-
dered the homage, and so love had always been
a cause of disquietude with him. His reason
told him that he was not capacitated to be her
head, and she would not allow hexself to receive
him for her heart — and therefore he knew that
all was gone by of this distracting hope, this
disquieting love. Long, weary months of wrest-
ling, had those been that followed his departure
from home, and Dugganne was only beginning

to subdue himself to strive successfully for peace,

when his mother conveyed to him the tidings
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that Isa’s path of life was marked otit—that the
old ties were all about. to be broken, or annulled.
For, though Mrs. Dugganne did not pui; 80 de-
cisive an interpretation as this, on the fact that
Isa had been called to an editorship, Weare,
who knew her better than his mother did, could
not entertain the least doubt that she would, and
at once, embrace the opportunity of going into
the world on her own responsibility. His ima-
gination followed her through the probabilities
of the new .career-—he saw her in another, a be-
fore unthoughi-of light, as a different woman
from thatshe had been heretofore, . And deso-
late, mdeed, &1 he feel in the now mcreasmg,
and almost new consciousness, that she was in-
dividually nothing more to him for ever, that
ke rather was nothing more to her. e thotght

~ of her as standing in that new light to which he

clearly foresaw she would aspire —he. beheld
her, the centre of a circle, as he felt she must
inevitably be, law-giving, love-inspiring, enchant-
ing by her beauty, winning by her eloquence,
subduing by her energy. He saw her honored,”

~ praised, and flattered, and then Dugganne be-

came most painfully conscious of the thoughts,
very different from those affection suggested,
which she must have had -of him. Ah, what
need had she of him in her inevitable career?
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For a time he could not help pitying, and even
contemptnously regarding, bhimself—why, he
demanded of himself, had he not proved fit to
go with her as she went into the great world?
why had he suffered himself to prove incom-
petent to appear as her rightful protector?

He knew, he was conscious, that she also must
be aware of the bewildering temptations which
would meet her henceforth, turn which way she
would. He longed but to go with her, to sup-
port her in them all, to defend her through them
all. But as he thought of himself in that capa-
city, the question continually recurred to him,
could you do that? could you guide, could you

help her? And he was compelled to answer,

no!

Isa was stronger than he, abler, more ambi-
tious, not better, not holier.

Dugganne, as well as Isa, had his temptation:
She was going forward, oh, kow boldly ! to meet
hers ; his fell upon him.

His soul agonized to write, to speak thus with
her once more. He longed to say all that his
heart felt for her, as brother might to sister —
but everr while her heart yearned to hear those
words he might have written, and while his
spirit would fain have given them life, a desola-

ting conviction that she did not need, and would
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not gladly receive now, either his counsel or his
love, silenced him-—she had not asked hig ad-
vice. :

In the pride of her tuumph she mlght even
think he was presuming-—and he could not en-
dure that she should unwittingly do botly her-
gelf and him such injustice. It was not a fra-
ternal affection or devotion that he felt for her—
he never could deceive himself into believing it.
And yet it was not a wild and blasting passion,
nor anything like it. Its growth had been too
gradual, "had entered too largely, too entirely
into bis nature, to be ever eradicated —its fine
fibres had run thlough every vein of thought
and feeling-—never, till he foraot all things
could he forget her—and with forgetfulnes;
alone could this love cease.

The discovery of the existence of such a love
in him was, as we have seen, a sudden, unlooked-
for discovery: a thought of parting had brought
it to light; a hope that it might be returned had
;lrfduced him to confess it, and he had felt that

i .
' “Life was all read bacl;:ward;
That the charm of life was done,”

when Tsa as much as confessed that in her, am-

bition conquered love. In that, the only. hour

of passion he had ever known, he would gladly
8%
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have heard her acceptance of his proposal, even
had it been accompanied by the assurance that
her remembrances of the past were powerfu} to
sustain an affection and an interest not absorbing.
But in after-days, Dugganne felt that 31'1011 ‘a
love (and he could then understand tha:t it wes
all she counld feel for him) would not saiilsfy h.1m
beyond such an hour of passion as tha.\.t in which
his love’s vehemence had deadened him to every
r consideration.
Otlﬁe knew how it all was; he had pictured such
a future to himself, a thousand times. He could
love her go fondly, could go with herso pfaacc.afully,
so joyfully, through life, and such 2 pilgrimage
would, to him, have heen like a ramble t'hrough
the fields on a sweet sabbath-day ; f?r his ?eart,
was one to grow holier, calmer, and mc-zreasmgly
mindful of God, as earthly blesshllgs‘1ncreased.
Prosperity did not make him proud ; 1!; hu}nbled
his spirit; the goodness of the Creator ingpired to
" constant remembrance, not to forgetfulness. As

the vision of this earthly future was dispelled, he

did not at the first feel inclined to indulge in
despairing melancholy; he did n?t say thaif
the joy and the glory of life had for hn.n gone by
nor, in consequence of this, should his mmd,‘be
thought for an instant, by any reader, 80 child-
ishly weak as to be readily soothed and diverted,
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childish in its affections, to be satisfied as the
‘young are. Not at all. o

Isa had influenced him for all the years of his
life. Her mere words had been sufficient to
change the course of his studies, to lead him
into a new profession, even when in so doing he
acted contrary to his own inclination, and in op-

' ' position to the long-cherished hopes of his mother.
- The thought of her had proved strong enough

to induce a lengthened separation between him-
and hig parent; and, for the same reason, that
separation might have been prolonged through
years. In other ways, in countless ways, she had
influenced him, and he felt it; and yet, through
all the keenness of disappointment and s0ITOW,
his faith in God, and love to God, had remained
firmly fixed, a principle of life, and all her
doubting and instability could not move Dug-
ganne in this.

Her son’s return home, after Isa’s departure
from Richmond, was a joyful event to Mrs.
Dugganne, who had sorely felt his continued
absence. IIis medical studies were at once re-
sumed there, and resumed with ardent determi-

nation and diligen cé, but the return was far from

a happy one to him. It was hard to feel alone,
where Isa had once been his companion; to live
again where she had lived, where she would live
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never more; for, as to herself, the presentiment
had come to him, that the young editor’s going
was a fingl one. Only by studious application
could he escape this loneliness, and the fore-

boding of future sorrows; only by great effort

could he tempt hope’s sunlight into his mourning
heart.

Mrs. Dugganne never made an effort to ac-
complish the impossible work of withdrawing
‘Weare’s thoughts from Isa; she did not wish
nor believe that he could forget her. Every
day her name was on their lips; a thousand
things suggested it; so intimately, so thoroughly,
had she been assocxated with all that coticerned
that little household, that it had been most pain-
ful for them to keep silence when the thought
of her was presented. .

A part of every evening Weare devoted to his

mother, and these hours were usually spent in

reading. One evening, not long after Isa’s de-
parture, he took up the book of poems we have
before referred to, and read from it a brilliant
fragment.

«“You pronounce those lines with exactly Isa’s
emphasis,” said Mrs. Dugganne; “how well she
reads poetry. She was delighted with this work.”

«T have been happy thinking of her since I
knew her to be a poet,” said Weare. “Strange
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girl! with her ambition and determination, to
think of her declaring and msxstmg that she can
not write poetry ! ‘ -

“As if her admission made any difference
respecting the possession of the power, the poetic
sentiment; or whatever you call it. * She will
have fuller vision, ere long. Oh, mother, what
an extraordinary woman !” \ :

“She had the strangest dream, before she
went away. I never knew till she told me of it,
how far the poison of skepticism had penetrated
through her moral system. When she told me
the dream, she expressed her convictions in .a
strange way. I.am at a loss to know how I
should judge of her manner, whether it was the.
confidence and assurance of one whose opinion
can not and shall not change, or whether it was
merely a revelation of her openness and trustfal-
ness. She was never so frank and conﬁdmg
with me, ag of late.” .

“I can not tell either, What was the dream,
mother ¢’ (

“She called me motﬁer, Weare, when she
commenced telling it as she has several times
of late.. I was quite proud to hear her. ¢Moth:
er,’ she said, ‘I wig out on a wild sea last night,
in an awful storm.. Such blackness of darkness !
I could feel the darkness, and imagine how it

|
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~ might have been felt in Egypt. 1 was in a ship,
pacing to and fro, when I heard a cry sudden-

ly. I ran with others to the deck, and saw a

huge mountain bearing down directly wpon us.

If you could only conceive the confusion there |

was among us! the screaming, and praying, the
rushing backward and forward across the ship !’
—*¢ And what were you doing all thig WE&%&?”
asked. ¢I canght hold of a spar, and thes felt
myself safe,’ she said ; ‘so I stoed and watched
the coming of the iceberg. I never in my life
saw anything so beautiful. All at once the
clouds separated, the moon appeared, and flood-
ed the immense mountain with light; it shone
like a diamond in the light. I was so absorbed
in its beauty that I entirely forgot the danger.
Then, just as the vessel and iceberg came in
contact, I saw a figure perched upon the sum-
mit of the ice. It looked like an angel—yet
like a man; just as I caught sight of him, my
eyes were riveted by his gaze—he seemed to
be looking me through and through, with such
eyes ag I never saw in any human being’s head.
Then came the crash!-—it seems to me now as
though I heard distinetly as I did in the dream
—three sounds, only three, the breaking of the
ship—the one shout, Gop! that went up from
the crowd on board like the appealing cry of an
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1ndi:vidua.1 — the other sound . . it was the stran-

gest burst of laughter, coming from the man-
angel on therock.  As I floated away, his 1a.ugh
seemed to run through me like electricity, and
in a perfect ecstacy of joy, I joined him in the
shout.’ '

-4 Mother | —what did you say to her when

' she t6ld you the dream?”.
" «“'That it was the strangest piece of n‘nagma—

tion I ever heard, vouchsafed & dream.”

“Did you believe her?’ "

“ Qertainly, I did.”

‘ But, was she saved? What became of her
when she floated away ¥’

«She did not tell. I forgot to ask. Butdid
you ever hear of a dream to equal it %’

« No~—I never-did. Oh, mother, she should
never have gone away from you; that angel of
light, that destroying angel, will come down to
her from the rock! he will float away with her
on that frail spar—she will be lost! seE WILL BE
rost!”

“I asked her what ghe thought when she
heard all but herself calling on God.”

“ What did she say ¢’ exclaimed Dugganne.

« What I shall never forget. ¢It was a weak-
ness of the multitude —it did not save them—
they per:lshed I was saved I’
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“TLost! Lost!”

¢ Oh, son, it was only a dream,” began Mus.
Dugganne, sootbmo-]y—-but ‘he stopped her, ex-
claiming wildly «—

‘“ She will never make use of the gift——she .

will be no poet—she will not heed that light of
salvation God gave to her. She has gone down
into that sea of the world! Oh, destraction!”
“Weare, let us pray for her,” Mrs. Dugganne
said ; and before he could speak again, she had
fallen on her knees and offered such a snpplica-
tion as never could have been spoken save by a

soyl filled with such love, and fear, as this moth-

er felt for Isa.

And very frequently were such petitions made
for Isa by the mother and the son together —in
fact, they never prayed and forgot to name her
to the Father in heaven, and to beseech his bles-
gsing for her. 'With the utmost anxiety did they
now direct their eyes and thoughts to the young
girl’s progress. Through the press they occa-
sionally learned the estimate critics put upon
her powers, and they learned it with pride, and
with hope for her—but the hope was never in
the mind of either dissociated from an absorbing
fear, when they asked themselves, though the
the question never, from the recounting of her
dream, escaped the lips of either — where ‘she
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 would emetge — at what point of faith? indeed,

in what faith, from the sea of doubt over which
she was dashing? If she accepted a guide
among rmen, what sort of guide would she choose ?
This was, of all, the most trying thought for Dug-
ganne as he himself grew in grace, and, through‘
faith, in the knowledge of the Lord Jesus.

Isa s letters, which from mbnth to month Mrs,
Dugganne occasionally received, were the affec-
tionate and dutiful effusions of a grateful and
loving heart; but it was not through them, but
in her published writings alone, that they learned
what was going on in her mind;‘ and it was now
only in reply to direct interrogations, and seldom
satisfactorily then, that Isa would speak to her
foster-mother of her mental -experience. The
correspondence was carried on only between
Mrs. Dugganne and Isa. Weare seldom even
read the letters which came or went, and rarely
were messages exchanged between.them. In-
deed, he as well as she chose to have it so. He

chose to learn, not from those letters; but in the

most disenchanting way, of her mind, and the .
bent it was taking, and this he did by reading
what she wrote for the world to read. He could.

trace by these printed thoughts a current others -

knew not of;-and. he watched her going from
light to darkness, and from darkness to light,
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with the most absorbing interest. In this way
he strove to wean his thoughts and love from
her; in this way did he compel himself to look
upon her as an ordinary friend, for whose suc-
cess he was desirous, and to discern whose prog-
ress he was curious. And, as time went on,
Dugganne in the absorbing nature of this watch-
ing, almost lost sight of that other influence, for
love, which she had exertéd upon him. She was
“removed from his sight; he might see her no
more; but, in those printed words he continued
listening to her, and in them he saw that he also
was remembered. Reading them, he seemed to

be holding new converse with her, such converse -

as they had of old; and he was confident that
ghe, in and through those words, looked mpon
herself as maintaining such conversation with
him. She put words such as those with which
he had been accustomed to address her, again
into his lips, nttered them for him, argued as
he had argued, as she knew he would always
argue. It was a grief to him to see the use to
_~which such arguments were applied, the false
conclusions she invariably drew from them, how
they went further and further, with rapid strides,
* from the truth, as be held it; and fear for (I had
almost said, ¢f') her, did much toward conquer-
ing his unfortunate love.

VISIT TO A STUDIO.

| XIII

“ Mr. Stuart has the artmt who lectured Iast
mght a studio in town ¥’

“Yes; it is just opened.”

“Have you visited it*

“ Only yesterday.”

“ What is he—the artist I mean ”’

“A. most remarkable man.”

“Talented ¢ ‘

“A genius. Should you not have judged so
from his lecture §”

“If it was original with him, assuredly; but

W

_these lecturers palm off borrowed thonghts with

wonderful facility, and felicity, too, sometimes.” .
"« Norton is an original.”
“ Will you escort me to his studm ?”
“Certainly.” _
He did not say, “with pleasure ” as.8 ga]lant
would have done; but, as Isa went. 'mi;h him
down the street that da.y, she did not fear fhat
she had engaged him in any. irksome. k.,seryigs. |
They found the studio unoccupied, even by the
artist. There were but few pictures hanging on

~ the walls. Isa glanced at them hastily and

curiously, and then seated herself before the
painting of a female head. Stuart did not speak;
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he had not inquired the reason of her visit, and
now he made no comment respecting the picture
she had chosen for her study, until she said, and

as if unconscious of the familiarity with which

she addressed him :—

“Stuart, I am realizing & dream of years.”

“And how, Isa?”

“As the woman ever realizes the dreams of the
girl. It was once the great hope of my hfe to
see and know this poet.”

“ Which poet? Is that a poet’s portrait ¢’

“Did you not know it? This is certainly, it
must be, the likeness of the artist’s sister. Ah,
you do not, surely, learn from me, that —— ——
was a poet ?”

“I was not aware of her relationship to this
youth. Yes, she was a poet. Her death was

our 1msf01 tune. Are you consoled now that you |

fee —

“And know her? yes; T say that I know her;
I feel that I have, since that night after I heard

of her sudden death. I believe her to be my -

- guardian-angel.”
“I might have known it too.”

“Do you believe the departed hold such angel-

office ¢
« Yes )
“You have a gua.rdlan-angel Stuart 2

5
i
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“I have; but she is in the world . . .. Do not

‘ask me to name her.”

Isa turned. hastxly away, apparently for a
closer examination of the portrait, which, she
was convinced must be her poet’s portrait. - Per-
haps she heard no-more than was said by him;
perhaps she saw no more thag. that calm glance
he directed toward her, as he apoke Suddenly, ‘
she asked :—

“Tell me my thoughts, as 1 gaze on this
picture.”

He drew near her, and said gravely and slowly,
as though speaking in a council-chamber:— -

“The grave lies between you and her; you
become startlingly alive o the fact, as you look
upon the i)ainting‘; more thoroughly alive to it
than you have been before, Your heart yearns
to cross the barrier, and greet the spirit beyond.
Yet were the passage clear before you, a some-
thing, yet hardly defined to you, weuld prevent
your going. .The final steps that would close
your account in this life would not (dearly a8
you love her) be taken. Your ha,nd Qutstretchgg\_, ,,
involuntarily, yet you feel no heart-sickness that.
she does not take it. Why? You have greeted
her in the spirit before to-day! You do not weep,
as you would once have wept, when you see that
smiling face bent toward you; nor does:your
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heart weep that you can not look on her living
countenance, and return the smile. The fact is,
you have met before this, and so your dream
does not in its realization mock you as the girl’s
dreams mock the woman’s knowledge .. . Is she
very like what you imagined, Isa

“Very like,” she repeated in reply; “but
I had 1mag1ned a still loftler, a still more spirit-
ual expression.”

«Tn what does beauty he, your thmkmg (i

“In expression.”

“ But form, coloring, quahty——

“Are nothmg, without the expression that to
me, makes, ¢3, the soul of ‘beauty. The animal
has an expression, as well as the spiritual;
when both harmonize, and reveal some lovely,
or pure, or grand, or ’proud idea, the result is
beanty; is this not so, Stuart?”

“Yes, it is s0; this quality is the only really
marvellous qua.llty in nature or art. How far,
think you, would the conception of beauty you
have, take you? Could you discover it, if marked
by deformity? Do you look with your eyes?’

«Never! defend me from the folly! What
my soul sees, that I trust, no more.” |

“You may believe all that soul tells you, my
child,” he said, apparently much moved ; “it is
a soul that will never lead you astray.”

SEEKING A CONFIDANT. 191'

A fow hours later on thlS same day of the
visit to the studio, Isa received a brief note from
Mary Irving, beseechmg a few minutes conver-
sation.

Isa obeyed the call She found her new
friend alone, awaiting her arrival with anxiety
and impatience. Mary received her in one of .
her stately reception-rooms, but witk very little
stately Ceremony—for as soon as they were
alone, she exclaimed with an hysteric sob, she
could ‘not smother, You must, you will stay ,
with me to-day #’ |

“ Certainly, 1f you Wlsh it. "aYou are ill
Mary® ‘

She might well ask the questlén as she looked
on the colorless face before her.

“No; I'm notill; but I've had such an un-
pleasant, unhappy night.” Mr. Irving is from
home now, ard sometimes it is quite impossible -
for me to remain alone; I can not endure my-
self. Give me your hat and shawl; now, come -
away from this, I want to be alone with you.
Remember,” she said, addressmg a servant as
they passed through the hall, “I am at home to

‘no one to-day.”

From the house they went arm-in-arm to the

‘winter-garden. It was a cheerless day, but in
this fairy place the fountain, birds, and flowers,
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made a sunlight of their own, most grateful and
reviving for Isa—but not for the mistress of
this luxury and splendor. She, poor child,
looked upon it all with the eyes of an unhappy,
longing, and dissatisfied spirit — for disappoint-
ment was in her heart. | :
They conversed on many themes, but Isa was

at & loss, and in distress too — for she knew her
friend was suffering, and.that she dared not re-
veal the caunse. She had ventured on some un-
usual topics, hoping that the right one might be

- casually touched upon at last, but all to no pur-

pose, till she chanced to say :— ,

«T was at the Athensum last night.” .

Then she felt the small hand that rested on
her arm tremble, and she detected a tremor in
Mary’s voice as she asked :— il

“ Who lectured #”

« Have you not heard ¥ asked Isa, ina tone that '

might have been rendered, “you have heard.”
«The town is in some commotion on his account.
And Mr. Stuart, too, is somewhat enthusiastic
on the subject, which is high praise for the lec-
turer, I think. He is a young man, an artist,
and one of the greatest enthusiasts. e hag
certainly done his part toward magnifying his
office. But you would smile, Mary, to know
how I was at first affected by his appearance!
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I was frightened, and almost startled out of pr
priety. Verily, I shonld have ‘sﬁf)po'sedl hi}‘; |
-been only a little more imaginative, th’at the
man I}ad come up from the infernal ’regionsa-,-
and, judging from first impressions, I shonld
have called him Lucifer. His hair alld eyes are
very black — complexion dark, but clear; per-
son very tall, erect, but gracefuily so~éda;21121§
white teeth —head .very finely shaped, rathé%
:1;;:? ——Ibut--—how can I give you an idea of
him t?umghﬁ him horrible, when I first
ooked at him — the expression of the man. and
that clear, ringing, belllike ‘voice, were s:) un-
common, so Satanic—now I am just as confi-
d.ent a8 one can be of anything,-that the im
sion he left on all the audience was the samP:e&
the_iﬁ'nal one ke lefton me, that the man is rema‘a,rali3
able for beauty as well as for genius. Perhaps th‘e:
very effect his appearance produced on n?e,can
explain, or could to some, the mystery of Satan’s
operations, for he looked the devil complet'elj?, at

first sight. If T had not continued looking stead-

fastly at him for an hour and more, or if I had
gone away with that first irapreesion, I don’t
kn‘c‘w; what would have become of ms,”

1’m glad he lost the infornal look " Doeshe
eposk wan 7 n lernal look, Doeshe |

- “Admirably; his voice, manner, and elo-

9
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quence, are altogether captivating. I wish
very much you conld have heard him. But, 1
dm told, that he intends remaining in fown—
so you will perhaps be favored.” :

« This artist — they say his name ig—"

« Norton ~— Gansevoort ‘Norton.”

 Tsa, listen to me,” Mary began, with a des-
perate sort of earnestness, and Isa waited pa-
tiently —but she heard nothing further, for the
very effort the speaker made to control herself
in the endeavor to speak calmly, proved too
much. Her head drooped —her face became
white as a ghost’s—she fainted.

Several weeks went by, and thongh these
friends were, meantime, often togethery oppor-
tunities seldom presented when they coul@,qsw?
alone, or with any freedom ; and when the-time
and place did seem favorable, Mary showed no
disposition to dwell further on her secret frouble
—_and Tsa never questioned her. At last, how-
ever, another importunate call was made, and
Tea at once obeyed it, determined to sound and

remove the difficulty or sorrow whatever it might
be. | : ‘
«T’m driven to desperation ! was Mary’s ex-
clamation, when she and Isa were again togetb-
er; “in God’s name, help me 1”

cand
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_ ".‘,Mpst gladly, Mary. Yet, I can ~1rioi:&w pre-
seribe. for 4 disease. I know nothing of.” - i
“ I ‘am: going to confess now,”’ she replied,
h;astlly-———-pausing a second to nervé her reaorluz
tion, and Fhen speaking rapidly, as fhough’ fear-
ful that the resolutio ‘ ould'give way.

“You must look ‘\with -me”_intdf.\ mjr former
h_o;ne..' Come quickly." Look!  You see me
there in that old house, a #e}y.diﬁ'erent gort of
person, to this you have before'*you:i placed m
clrc};mstances very different from those v?hich
surround, me here. I was poor, Sickly,-i:nisera;-:
ble, growing- up in sorrow and loneliness “the
eldegt of six children — an only ‘da"ughter ,4 My
mothgr was ‘an invalid — O Grod ! she i's sic]):r
BOWy, and always—and my father is a poor
wnd ) ortunate. workman. 'When I was very
young‘*, ‘my gift of song was unknown.—no
chan'ca occwrred making me a’ child-wonder
Ok, if there had, I might have been a blessin :
at home! I was a lonely, sad-hearted childg
:;):d never well ; :longii}g for ever.to do so-::’nez
thing, but I had not. a single. discerning friend
to tell me what was in me.. I'was not born to
be fondled, caressed, screened from all harsh
ixteljpa.l influences, nor waa .mine the né.tﬁre \ t(;
wf;thns developed. Early, even.in those years,

en, through weakness, I was far more dead
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than slive, I was accustomed to labor. Except-
ing my poor, darling mother, there was no 0.1:;6
with whom I had to do that knew how fo pity
me. She knew —for she was a woman, zhz
could feel for her daughter! My fath.er ‘af
never time for any thought, except that his chie

business was to get food for us to eat, and clothes
for us to wear! Look around you, Isa-=-s8ee the

.gplendor of this place — would you imagine that

1 knew what it was to labor, and go hungry,.ﬂii
clad, and tearful, in my youth?... My mjlglc 5
talent was at last discovered, by an accident.
It was soon known to be more than a common
gift— the usual story follows : some chan.tably-
disposed people helped to educ_ate. me; it was
gettled that I should make a profession ?_f mpsmi
From that time, I was drilled in the science: .
sang in the choir of our village-church —1I 1ear;1—
ed to play on various instruments ; some people
regarded me as a prodigy, 1 behe*.re. I w;s
more at ease, more contented, cfertamly? W]lzn1 e
engaged in this new and absorbing study, than

ever before in ‘any kind of amusement or occu- -

pation. For, besides the pleasure derived from
the study of music as an art,. T was to u:tak:&;l a
living by it, which was a glorious ?hought. My
lessons were finally put into practice — I began
to teach. I loved my profession raore and more

A MARRIAGE WITHOUT LOVE. 197

—it gave me thoughts for the loneliest days, the
hardest times. It wasa privilége to be able to
pray, or lament, or rejoice, and give praise, as'I
would, in song. . .. Among my best patrons in
those days, were Mr. and Mrs. Irving—Mr.
Irving, now my husband. - He was a _ﬁassionate
lover of music; you know he still is—he has
done 4 great déal for the cultivation of the pei-
~ence, and for the encouragement of such. ¥
would become artists. Mr. Trving’s wife died’;
in little more than a year he became a suitor for
my hand. To have declined his suit had been
madness in me. I married him, Tsa.” !
“And without love ¢” said Isa, sddly ; « oh,

how unwise you were! and you had such a
glorious profession |”~ :

- “Bear with me. T have not told you half of
tli;;mt which makes my true “history. I did not
love him~—T never for a moment deceived my-
self with the fancy that I did. He did not ask
me to, but solely to marry him, and I ecomplied.
But, Isa, I did it through fear and hope. Tempt-
ation was before me—1I knew not what elge—
I saw the need of my parents; I might be taken
sick, disabled ~I might die any day—and who,
then, in our household, could take my place as
their support? I married, Tsa, to help them—
and-—and one whom I worshipped stood by—
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saw me given to another, and did not spéak.
If he had spoken, T should bave been saved. I
would have said, had his hand held mine, ¢ Per-
ish riches! Love is all in all? I would bave
acted on that sentiment, too.” | '

« Oh, why did you not delay? This other—
he might have saved you!”

« T knew that he loved me-—alas l'that ];Ioved ,

“him, I knew only too well. But he thoughf,
he would have me believe, that I was infatuated
—that T did not care for him, that my soul lust-
ed for such riches as Roderick Irving could give
me! He knew I loved him—he must have
known it-—but pride,-or coldness, or dullness,
silenced him; and, though he had roused all
my soul within me in answer to his soul, he let
me go. Nothing remained for me but to marry
riches. I began to be sick of life. 'Weary, and
absolutely from weakness, unable to labor, so—
I married.” :

“You do wrong in speakmg of this to any
mortal. It would be your glory now, if, having

sacrificed yourself for others, you should bear -

your burden in peace through the future, uncom-
plaining, even with hope. Forgive my saying
go; but would it not be nobler? As you have
said before now—¢It is a grand thing to suffer,
if one do it in patience—in perfect patience.”

+
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T have not told you all—nor what is ‘res;]ly
the sum of the matter—and I must. Do not==
do not condemn me. Only hear me. Since
you were. here that morning, when T tried so
desperately to confess to you, Gansevoort Nor-
ton has been here repeatedly. Hehas managed
to find in Roderick an enthusiastic patron. They
are the iibst intimate friends.” .

&« ‘Wiell—and what of this?” . «fuﬁ |

“ What! do you not know? Don’t you gu:eqs,
he is the same! he whom I—1T loved so once?
‘Why shounld ke come here now? Why-—you
ask? You may well ask it. I bave, every day,
with increased perplexity and terror, till this

letter came. He thought I would not dare show -

it to another human being, and that, keeping it
a secret, it would soon have the designed effect .
on me. Ihave avoided him whenever this has
been possible, during his visits bere; I have
tried to show him ‘that he must not presume on
our past—that, having sealed his. lips. when in
speaking he could - have saved me, he must not
speak now. It is eternally — eternally too late !
And now he insists on painting my portrait!
He has gained Roderick’s consent. Wha,t ghall
Ldo® | :

«] am confounded ! are you the very weakest
of human beings? Have you né courage? . Let
him paint the portrait—what then ¥’
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“What then?” repeated Mary, wildly; *“is it
nothing that I die for a love that I can not re-
ceive? is it nothing that I live for what I loathe?
i8 it nothing, nothing/ that I can not, even
through my pride, argue myself out of this
tempter’s way, beyond his reach? You do not
nnderstand me, least of all, him. He knew what
was in my heart when he kept such dead silence,
before my marriage —then, when he counld have
saved me. What has led him here to me, now?
Read thisI” and she laid a letter in Isa’s hand.

“] demand, in the name of our old-time friend-
ship, a reason for the reception I am meeting- at
your hands. Why do you shun me? why do
you treat me so coldly? why do you speak to me
so disdainfully? I demand an angwer, too, in

another name than that of our old-time friend-

ship. Answer me! I came a stranger to this
city, thinking but of you, poor, without powerful

patrons, without any patrons whatever, dependent

on my profession, scarcely daring to compete
with the illustrious gatliered here already. I was

upheld in my daring only by the recollection, that
this place is your home, feeling, that o be near . .

you was to be near heaven. Madman I was, to

believe that you ever cared for me! Fool, to

imagine you would remember me! Yonu, the
wife of Roderick Irving; I—what am 12 Liar,
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that my heart has been, I tear it from me, and

see, it lies bleeding at your feet! Do you hear
me, Mary Irving? It is at your feet, and you
are smiling, are you not, to see it there? You
are so happy! You go as you will among the
gay, the intellectual, the rich, the happy! You
go where you will ; there is no door, no heart,

- perhaps, closed agamst you. You sing, and all

péoplétisten! You speak, and as many as you
will allow, gather about you to hear! Your'
house is a palace! You robe yourself in bright-
ness ; you shine and dazze!. People énvy you;
many call you in their hearts an . angel, for so
you seem to them!

“You are very happy. There is nqthing
imaginable -worth having that you have not.
There is nothing denied, or rather, all heaven

~ has come down to you, while you abide on earth.

You are very, oh, you are very happy! Itisan

“infamous lie! I know you better. You are not

happy. What you have now, what you call life,
is no life to you. You would have scoffed at it

~ once in the days (you know those days, you re-
member them!) when we only lived in each

other. You have, in this trickery and pomp of

fashion, Mary Irving, you know you have in them,

no joy whatever. You are miserable! There ig

death in your face; there is sorrow in your heart!
g%
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You are disappointed, and undone to peace! You
weary of the splendor surrounding yon! Why?
Is it not because you love, and nof him with
whom you live, whose name you wear as a crown
of thorns? "Whom, then, do you love? Do you
refuse an answer? I could tell you! Does ypur
heart cheat you with the fancy that I dare not
tell you? I am more courageous than you thiuk,

then. You love me, Mary, even as I love you—

unutterably, wildly, wholly! God made us to be
one; and you-—you—professing to not under-
stand mé, you let riches come between us! You
saw what was in my heart, how I worshipped
you and your divine gift; you know that I stood
back when he approached, because I would not
deign to think you could feel as though choosing
- between us! I would not deign to compete with
him for you! You knew, you know now, that I
had faith in your affection, that I believed it
would overcome this cursed lust of gold. You
knew that you were deceiving me, as well as
crushing your own heart, in saying ‘amen’ to

him. You knew that I did thus delay the con-

fession of my adoration only that the triumph
of love might be more complete “in you.. You
married with all this knowledge, and we were
parted!

“I have been a lonely laborer since that time.
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My strengfh to work I have found in a thought

of you; the strength.of that thought has unfolded
my genius- for me. :*To satisfy -that aspiration

- of your heart (of whmh you once assured:me) for

my glory, I determined on winning renown;

_thus would T do homage to your love. You had
-‘faken the place my adoved and gifted sister held;
' f"you assumed her influence and power. You may

well be proud to know that, Mary Irving. I do
not hesitate to speak thus of your love, because it
is a sentiment that does you honor; for it shows
how grand a spirit of humanity is in you. Serip-
ture, you know, commands us to love one an-
other; no mortal should be ashamed of ﬁﬂﬁllmor
the 1n3unct10n. But you shun me now; notwith-
standing this love. 'Why is this? Let me reason
with you. Listen to me! Do not, I entreat, shun
me so! You will ruin me. Sing to me, speak to
me! Charm this fiend within me! The thought
of you maddens me; but the sight.of you, Mary,
soothes me, and calms me with gentlest power!
Pray for me, from that pure, high soul of yours,
and I shall be purified. Suffer.me to calm my-

" gelf in your calmness. We are doomed to suffer.

Well, it is. glorious to.suffer! Let us have done
with reproaches Receive me only as a frlend you
respect. I have written madness; I know it; but

_something within me compels me to send wha‘g I.
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have written to you. Do not shun, do net re-
proach me! Do not, do not, even try to hate
me! You can befriend me— perhaps, it may be
possible, in some way not now thought of, for me
to befriend you. Teach me, show me where
and how to find peace! Mary! Direct my
ambition! guide me!”

“Well!” exclaimed Mary, as Tsa folded the
letter, and returned it ; *is not this horrible? I
am 80 bewildered —what shall I do?”

“ Let him paint your portrait.”

“ What!?

“ Let him do as he wishes in this one thing.
You have now opportunity for teachmg him a
lesson he will not soon forget.”

“Teach? I? Isa, what do you snppose Would
become of me in the attempt to teach him $?

“ Ah! forgive me. I bad forgotten !”

“Yes-—yes—I see plainly enough yon had

forgotten that I, being married, and living in
this splendid place, could in any way expose
myself by coming in contact with that remem-
brance. You had forgotten-—you had forgotten
that I am the very weakest, most miserable ob-
ject in creation.”

“Not the weakest— far from being the most
migerable. O Mary, 'do not for one moment
believe it. The guilty alone are miserable.

. THE ESCAPE-WAY. 205

Don’t you see that numberless blessings are
scattered around you? Ah, I might tell you a
tale sad as your own—spadder far. For your
own sake, do not let your fancy conquer you.
Love! Love! Whatisit? If an impulse,
doubt it—if a passion, trample it under your
feet—your, his love! Child, do you not see this

isa serpent creeping into, coﬂmg around your

heart? Do you not see you are nearing the
crater of the volcano? See the flames! oh,
escape ! escape 7

“ Where shall I find refuge——to whom Bhall
I go?” exclaimed Mary, wrought up to the high-
est excitement by Isa’s extraordmary energy'
and tone.

“Just here,- where you are,” answered Isa,
with sudden calmness, and perfect selficontrol,
“Here, in his very presence, if you will, you
may ﬁnd a refuge from yourself, and from him!
I dare repeat my counsel. Let him come here
to your own house in his professional capacity,
and even as a'friend, if he will. I tell yon,
there is a glorious opportunity before: you now.
Conquer him, conquer yom'self Ah what &
curse is imagination !”

“ Imagination,” slowly repeated ‘Mary, as

though the, word were & new one to ‘her, “what
is it ¥ - |
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“ A curse, I say, when employed as you em-
ploy it. 'What, in the name of wonder—Ilet
me ask you a plain and common gense question
—what do you see in this Norton? A very
gentlemanly person to all appearance, yet how
even his appearance deceives. It does not seem
to me possible that he could be the brother of a
poet such as — —. He is a gifted, ambitious
man, too, but corrupt in heart. His corruption,
indeed, is so manifest, that it is the only thing
about him of which you can have no doubt.
You, Mary, are not corrupt. You do not love
vice —you would not tempt another to *sin’—
you are pure. -‘What can possess y’o&’*ﬁg&t you
do not see this man just exactly as ko %1 But
you love him? I can not understand ﬁhe nature
of that admission, nor the nature of the sentiment
either. But that is irrelevant. If you feel suf-
ficient interest in him, bless him, purify him by
letting his soul come in contact with the purity
of yours. Cleanse that heart of his~mould it

anew-—send him on into life with a2 new pur-

pose — with new aspirations, new degires.”

“ Oh, it would be glorious—most glorious!

But how can I believe that it is possible for me
to do that? You might—but you, Isa, are so
different from all other women. I am not
a god—1 can not make & new heart in him.
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Alas, I can not even create a strong heart in
myself? :

“ Mary Trving,” said Isa, with the emphasm'
of a deep conviction, there is nothing on earth
to prevent your becoming a god in this work.

- You have it all in your own hands. It is inyou -

at this moment to work just what you will, and
just in the way you will.”

“Who will help and gmde me 9 asked Mary,
bewildered and afraid. ¢ You do not mean to
say that the guide dwells within me, in this

sinking, coward hea.rt—that. ‘at my blddmg it
- will apgea; g

“Tha precxsely—-nothmg more or less,

Mary} ok fga hesitated a moment; in deep
thoughtwﬁhe reviewed an idea which she was
almost afraid to present to the trembling and
excited woman before her, |

“ Mary,” she said, at last, solemnly “do you
ever pray ¥’

“Yes—no—I don’t know whether I do or

~ not. You mean, of course, is the spirit of sup-.

plication in me #”

“Yes—did you ever ¢ pray in falth nothing
doubting’ ¥’ ‘ '

“ A thousand times.”
“What gave life to your prayers at those
times, when you Znew that you were praying ¥
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“ Earnestness —faith.”

“ No—imagination.”

¢ ImacNaTION P

11 Yes.”

“ Do you say that of me individually, because
you think I know nothing of the life of our re-
ligion ¢ asked Mary, humbly and anxiously—
completely roused by her astonishment. “Or,
is it possible you mean that the prayers of all
Christians are mere outbreaks of self-distrust, a
desire to escape self, and the imagining that
there is really an ear to hear.”

“The latter. Prayer is nothing more or less
than the longing of weak hearts in the midst of
self-desertion, to give vent, voice to that weak-
ness. It is just like the throwing off the burden
of a secret thought on to another. * That is all.”

“You could not convince me of that, Isa, if
you talked of it to all eternity. Iknow my own
unworthiness—and I also know my insufficien-
¢y. I have no power to help myself. It is not

a work of imagination, nor a desire to relieve

the heart by giving a sorrow, or need, form and
expression. Once, long ago, I used to pray with
the heart—and I know that my prayers had
acceptance. I know it just as well as though
God had spoken with an andible voice, and as-
sured me. He did speak audibly to my soul!
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I have prayed unfaithfully of late —and it is for
that reason that I have grown so weak, and in-
efficient, and miserable, For that reason, there

~ has been given no sort of answer to my petitions

—they have fallen back to earth rejected — the
Son would not present them to the Father. They
were unworthy oblations.. It was solely for this
reason, Isa, and not because there ig no ear fo
hear, no arm to save.”

“ Nay, child —it is not so. You are wrong —
you err,” said Isa, calmly and firmly. “You
did not at these times send the force of imagina-
tion in the r1ght direction, where you 1magmed
your God was. You centred it all the while in
objects seen and heard. I tell you, and I know
very well, I am speaking of that which is the
foundation of an immutable truth—if you will
only do as I advise, you can not fail of proving
it for yourself.” '

“ Seeing him ¢

43 Yes'i'.'

“To be with him day after day ?”

. % If it chance s0.” ‘
- “To gpeak with him —to see him —listen to
him — dream of him #” ,

“To dream of him? Never! what madness -
are you thinking of! 'Why should you dream
of hxm? Dream of m'asw, Mary — of soul-songs,
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of birds, of flowers, of poetry, of anything beau-
tiful, of everything noble—but not of him, who
is neither. Elevate your imagination, I repeat
~—even beyond this trivial employment of giv-
ing voice to your sorrow, in such an exercise as
you call prayer — for in that, I tell you, you are
only giving supplication to the wind. Elevate
your imagination, I repeat; put yourself entire-
ly away —step out from your human nature
with an energy equalling that implied in the
¢ Get thee behind me, Satan’! ¥orR YOUR NATURE
;-ﬁﬁ@;‘m if you suffer it even once to tempt you.
08 will you not learn to forget yourself?”

“T have, I have, in him,” she murmured, as
one beside herself.

“Then will you not save him? You will heap
ruin on yourself! How I have mistaken you!”

“T should lose myself in the attempt to save
him, T tell you! No; you do not know me!
You could never dream how weak I am1”

“I tell you, notwithstanding, you may rival
the strongest in strength. Just think how absurd
it is, this idolatry, this passion, or whatever you
may call this you have confessed to me. You
can not justify it at any bar of reason.”

“If I could be alone, Isa....I am so con-
fosed —”

“ No, I shall not go: you sent for me to coun-
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ei ‘and T shall stay to.do so. Let me éuggest
to you, since it seems you have not thought of it,
how are you going to be rid of this man? I see

-clearly, he is-bent on an object. He may have
-some faint idea of love, but he can only conceive

of it profanely. He seecs that in some way you
have suffered. In days gone by there has been
something like a romance enacted between you.
He must have a wild fancy, and a bad, cruel
heart. If he imagines you shun him, that you
fear him and yourself, what will he a.rgng,\v»% f‘,; (
that, but that you love him?  This is the i,
perhaps, but would you have him . ﬁnd‘;.a'fona

proof of it¥, Do you think it is not in his nature
to follow up such an advantage? "Do you think it
would not set his passions in a blaze? There is

‘but one way in which you can make use of all the -

strength of your character.  You have strength,
I know you have. Put your imagination under
the bonds of your will, dear Mary; so you wﬂl
be sure to keep peace in your soul. It is"
only way I know of, and a way that will be suc-' '
cessful. Promise me you will try it; tell me
you will do this.” :

“I am saved !’ was Mary’s reply

Her tone was 8o peculiar that. Isa, who had

. averted her face while she spoke (for she was

more moved than Mary supposed), turned sud-
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denly, to look on Mary, and she was astonished
to meet a clear glance, and a tranquil smile.

“I am saved!” she repeated; “but forgive
me for saying so. I could not endure to hear
another word of this, to-day. I must be alone
with . .., Will you come again, Isa?”

“Always, at your call, dearest. This, in
pledge of my love and reverence,” she said,
bending low, and kissing Mary; and imme-
diately they parted. Isa, the stern teacher,
imagined not with whom she left her pupil ;
it was with none other than Gon! For, while
she spoke 80 valiantly of human will, and force,
that poor, crushed creature, in her despair, had
fled away from the new temptation, had thrown
herself before the cross of Christ, and the grace
of God fell mpon her, even in the midst of her
agony, with an abundant mercy. Though, as

the help came, Mary Irving felt that the springs
of life gave way.

) g
ALANTHUS AND ISA.

X1IV.

The strong and energetic natures of Alanthus
Stuart and Isa Lee were destined to act. power-
fully on each other. In accepting him, a3 she was

well aware she did, for a teacher, Isa accepted an

instructor who would be content with effecting no
half-work, with exerting no contracted or limited
influence. He would not spare her—she felt he

* would not—and so rejoiced with sorething of the

conqueror’s spirit of rejoicing, as she reﬂe“_‘"%;ﬁn |
many of her old doubts and beliefs. She soughtto |
learn of him, and he knew no.other way of teach- -
ing her, than just by leading her through the same
hard and painful paths he himself had trodden.
Isa waited for his instructions, and all his tea.c!x—
ings she received in purest faith; and notatallin
that spirit with which she had once qo;;iqended and
argued against her heart’s suggestions, whent 'sh_§
and Weare Dugganne lived in bondage to each
other’s influence. ' |
Isa had loved Weare; and, in the reaglfgﬁto
subdue her affection, before it should reach it last

and allsubduing development, ghe"constrained .

herself to doubt what he might liave, finally, |
merely for love’s sake, have constrained her to be-
lieve. She hiad no wish to believe, on the contrary
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would have spurned herself had she felt capable
of believing, anything merely with the heart.

To her, that was only the belief of imagination; v

and, therefore, to all high and true ends, unavail-
ing. She had never doubted her brother’s good-
ness, and purity, and earnestness; and, as a
brother, she loved him for these very character-
istics. But his mental strength and domin-

ion—his far-seeing power, his ability to sear |

high —she doubted more and more, as her own
mind developed; and it was because of this,
that, impelled by a presentiment of her own
future, and a conviction of her ability, she com-
- pelled herself to crush the tenderest love of her
heart, at.the very time when it threatened to be-
come absorbing. o

This teacher, this.intellectual guide, w]nch she '

goon after found in her appointed co-worker—
there was apparently no sort of danger that she
would love him. She felt in no danger of such
aclimax. She was very sure that he could never
instil a single doctrine of belief info her mind,
through « predisposition of her heart to receive
it; shefelt that it would in no degree be a work
of- “li!e M if . her mind were ever assimilated
with his. Bhe learned to go to him as con-
fidently a8 the child of faith goes to God —sure

that it was in his power, ability, to clear all

THE MASTER *ENIGMA 54}],.”)~~m_,_w ‘

clouds of derkness from her mmd She_ went to.

him through her published wntmgs}aﬁ{i through
her cotrespondence, more frequently even than
in conversation, for in person tbey could not often
be together And every suspicion | tha.(: beset her,
every enigma, that presented” itself, he unfolded
to her entire satisfaction —he compelled her to
the conclusions he had previously arrived at, by
the . suggestions of her own mind, or, in some
cases he himself presented these suggestions, and
by force of his unanswerable arguments, he
made all” things clear to her: But he never
aimed to produce such result by mere eloquent
reasoning. - He argued until, to her apprehen-
sion, he made all things clear as da.y Alanthus

yraved her to be an apt pupil.

“»o see her, to instruct her, and. to learn of her

again, he found hirnself compelled, and, by his

strange increasing inclination, as well's as at Isa’s
expressed desire, to go-more frequently into soci-
ety than he had ever before, at least, in years: In
doing this, he had but one ob;ect te be near
speak with, 10 mstmct Isa. - 405 W,
conducted her away from Go¢

reception of a dark; and: sterq;

she, in turn, conducted Lim' back-%

He: unfolded for her 88 cleerly and as sk:lfully as__

he would have dissected the most perfect ﬂower,
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her own inner nature, her soul’s existence. He
invited, nay, compelled, her to an enrapturing
freedom of thought; and, while he did this for
her, she unfolded in him, to his amazed view, a
capacity by bim unimagined, a capacity for, and
a new conception of, the universal spirit of hu-
manity, as developed (and there only in truest
light) in social life. |

In one respect, they acted in the same capa-
city, they drew one another from self. Alanthus
began to lose sight of himself, as a neglected, un-
appreciated, misunderstood man; and gradually,
in proportion as this influence told on him, he
became happier, more ambitious, more courage-
ous still. .Anmd Jsa, in contemplation of this
man, forgot “herself, and one who had been a

part of herself, Weare Dugganne. Not that
love was giving place to love; nor, that the sweet
dream of the past had fled away, without leaving

a memorial. But, certainly, there was nothing
like love, in its common acceptation among men
and women, in the reverence, and interest, and
awe, with which Isa studied the words, deeds,
motives, ay, the very looks of this man.

She had done much, and shown that she also

had great influence with him, in inducing him

to even guestion the justice of his misanthropy;
Alanthus saw in her a bemutifol spirit, and a
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nature as courageous as his own— what was it
that impelled him fo put forth hig hand, when
he saw her striving, and struggling, endeavor--
ing, though in the place she then occupied, her
beauty and varied talents brought around her
the appreciative, and the lovely, and loving,
endeavormg still to pass beyond the fascination
of praise and admiration, to a hlgher place,
though it proved -one of ‘isolation and danger?

- What was it that 1mpe}1ed him to put forth hig
‘hand to help ber, when he saw her. eyes directed

with appealing look toward him? Was he able
to free her when she grasped his hand, and
placed all her trust in'him$¢ or, was __the way of
escape he showed her, one that led to:gife

“ness? She never thought to questlém ‘For the

first time in her life that was presented to her

- about which she would not question.

~ Perceiving the, to her, grand results’ of his

. years of toil and application, the idea never en-

tered Tsa’s head of looking back into this ma;n’a

past life, to discover what cause produced aIl L

the great, uncommon results she saw in him, . I!:"

never once occurred to her that mortified vaj y |

might have driven him from the wmld,f' ‘make .

a marvel of his. intellect; she never, étmbuted

to what, noththstandmg all her own pride, she

would in his case have called a most unworthy
10
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starting point—had never attributed to pride
his hermit life, nor imagined that because of
pride he had been tempted to give all the best
years of his life fo such study and working as
would be sure to produce results astonishing, he-
wildering, overpowering, to the inanities around
him. She had not one slight snspicion (or re-

sults had been otherwise) of the glorying with

which his first nature rejoiced over his second
nature, when the tribute of this woman’s admi-
ration and faith, was laid at his feet— when she
besought his instructions, and placed: her mind
at his disposal. This was his first grand tri-
umph! Other triumphs had occasionally glad-
dened him-—such as recognition as a deep think-
er—but his doctrines had never prevailed ; he
had been called a man of genius, and original-
ity, and some among his admirers had sought to
“bring him from his retirement; but all had been
as a vain oblation, till this woman, so beautiful
and young, herself so gified and appreciative,
had come, subjecting her intellect to his. Before
they met, even while she thonght him dead, she
had lived her intellectual life through, in, and
. by him ; he had himself read the proof of this
before she told him it was so. And thus he had
fulfilled his life’s desire —he was acting on a
powerful and beautiful mind which was content
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to take hig mtellect as the sta.ndard of THE ALL

. IN ALL!

It was not till he saw and knew her, . that _
Stuart felt all the conqueror 8 glory It was no
tribute of mere love she brought, but something
to his apprehension infinitely grander. Her sub-
mission to him, he saw clearly, was growing,

- week after week, month after month, to be that
 of the veriest slave. 'What, indeed, could equal

it? Her mind was open to all impressions. he
chose to offer—and the knowledge of that fa.ct
led him to place a double guard even on his -
thoughts. He was careful as to what he offered
her— for he reverenced Isa-— and after all that
has been said and suggested, not only because
she reverenced him !

Did he not behold in her the completlon of
himself? . . . He saw her confidence—and he

“was well aware that confidence is the keystone

of Power, of Knowledge, of Love. It was his

- pride that gloried in this confidence —he had

not found in his disciple a weak and faltering
child, @ vain and credulous wornan.
Stuart was as honest in his belief, such ag it
was, as he was mighty in intellectual power.
He was making of his life a grand experiment
—and it ‘was that which be desired to make,
and determined to ‘make of hers. As Isa’s, his
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youth had been educated in the knowledge of
the unseen God, the Jehovah-Jesus of the
Biblo—the eternal Three in One. It had been
one of his earliest formed habits to study the
Scriptures, and to pray. But, bitter personal ex-
periences, a thoughtful contemplation of the
world, and of the people in it, the very lives of
those around him who professed to be regener-
ate, aroused his thinking mind-—he began to
tremble, to fear, to doubt, to disbelieve, and
. from that unbelief he had never returned.

It is not improbable that in the skepticism Isa

at last confessed to him, he rejoiced greatly;

for he stood alone, and without sympathy in his
peculiar faith, and thus not quite happy in it.
Ho was glad to be associated with one intelli-
gent, farseeing, gifted as she. And from the
first words she addressed to him, he felt that it
was she who was to influence him —whom he
was to influence in his future career.

He thought of her much in the Way that she
thought of him. Not at all in the common way,
as of a creature for whom an ordinary marital
attachment could be formed. He beheld in her
the completion of himself, as we have. said be-
fore—one belonging to him, whom he had a
right to appropriate without asking the world’s
leave, by complying with the cstablished form

 ONENESS: THE CROWN OF A THOUGHT. 291

~ of matrimonial service. He found in her the

perfection, the accomplishment of his own na-
ture ; and in watching the development of her
powers, he contemplated . them, and to himself
reasoned about them, much as-though they were
his own, or a part of him. She was to him so
beautiful that he received her within his inner
life, acknowledging her there as the erown of
his thought, the ﬂower of hls soul, the voice of
his heart.

How singularly alike, notwmhstandmg all dis-
gimilarities, they were! How twin-like in spirit,
in impulse, design, and desire! Another man
and woman might have been years in acquiring
such mutual confidence as a few weeks estab-.

lished between them. .Another woman mlght

have died in the longing to roveal her soul, as
Tsa, after a brief intercourse; did to him. - And
then, probably, there was not another man in
the universe who could have so clearly under-
stood, and appreciated, and received, what Isa
said, in the manner that Stuart did. She told
him all her thoughts — he could have told them

* Jor her with the same ease that he listened, for

without explanation on her part, he knew what

her heart and soul must have passed through.
So, when she told him of this stfange life she

had led — of the strugglings from darkness —of
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the wonderful revelations of light, he only rec-
ognised a complete reproduction of his own ex-
perience and story —he could not beliove that
it was not his own soul proclaiming itself through
her. Yet this substantial difference was observ-
able : in all the similarity he lacked the tenderer
gpirit of humanity which graced her so well.
He was sterner, not stronger.

Of those who saw Stuart drawn out suddenly
from his solitude, into the world, not one per-
haps understood the reason of the change; but

to many, indeed, to all who observed it, the

reverence, the homage, which Isa Lee showed

this man whenever he appeared in society, or

whenever she had occasion to speak of him,
seemed most strange.

For, the people first to observe such consid-
eration on her part, would, of course, be the last
capable of understanding it— such, having eyes,
see not— they could appreciate no other bond

of union than that of personal attractions, con-

versational talent, grace, or something of such
nature. Very few suspected his great gift of
language, which to her alone was revealed in its
eminent degree. She it was who first, and for a
long time alone, knew wherein hig great ability
for, not shining, but overcoming with splendor,
lay. And Isa rather gloried in the thought,
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_though she WOUld' fain have had him' acknowl- -

. ‘edged for his hlgh and full thrth that for no

other woman, and for no man, had he ever
deigned to reveal his matchless and entlancmg
eloquence. '

Whatever he may have been, or seemed to
others, he- was never dumb before her. And
certain it is that, at his suggestion, there was
nothing she would not-have dared and done.

The fragmentary sort of intercourse, which at
first was all that was outwardly maintained be-
tween these two, was a pure delight to Isa. She
had found @ rest; and the Christian alone who
has struggled out of darkness into the marvellous

Jight of full faith and of “joy in believing,” can

understand all that rest was to her. One, whom

~ she felt was far greater than herself older, wiser,

more experienced—one who had trodden through
the very path she was in, was her guide. She
could not, she never knew how, to fear him.
She could not be repelled or deceived. She
could learn from him: therefore she would.

One day, in the early part of their personal
acquaintance, Isa said to him:— -

“I wish you to become a more than general
critic where I am eoncerned. Will you not? I
wish that you would; or, that T had a friend who
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would enter with sufficient interest into the gpirit
of what I write, to understand that.”

He answered her, and it was almost his first
teaching by uttered words i— |

“ What you write needs no criticism. Yon
are only as one walking in twilight. Go on;
you will reach the morning soon.”

“It will reach me, rather,” said Isa, smihng

“No; you must go on to meet it. It will not
fall over you, as the natural daylight. That is
the very secret of the fact, that the nations, so

- many of them, are now sitting in darkness. They

want the energy to go forward, where the day is
begun.”

“Itisignorance, is it not, that prevents their

going ¢

“You mistake; it is not ignorance but a wﬂ-
ful, persevered-in inefficience. It is no easy
way to tread the path to perfection— daylight.
You have proved that for yourself already.”

“Indeed, it is not easy.”

“And the worldly are sluggards. And it is
easy for the sluggard to accept a lie for truth.”

“It is what I always thought.”

“You are right, then. Do not you stop any-
where. There is nothing to binder yon. Go on
—you may in all things trust yourself.”

“And how far can I go?”
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“You will never arrive at a point that shall '
prove a barrier.” -

% Oh, tell me, whence comes this power P

« You have a thousand tlmes answered that
question.” '

“Is it from ourselves #”

“Yes, Isa. From what other source could it
come? You are—you will be, for ever. You
need 1o testimony of ancient philosophers o con- '
vince you of that.”. 4 : '

At a later day; she referred again to those
“ancient phﬂosophers,” -and asked bim if he
did not believe in then' inspiration. He answered
her :—

“ Most thoroughly I beheve in their inspira-
tion; their pens were inspired Dby their genius;
and the loftiest, most wonderful genins must
have been existing in thogse men, or they could
not havedevised such fables, unaided, unpolished,
as they were by education. Their imaginings
were sublime. ' The language of truth is simple
and forcible: these men showed.their wisdom in

adopting such a style as has commended their

wntmgs, their fictions, to some of every genera,-
tion, since their time.” .

«“Tt is singular that they have found such mul-
titudes of believers, these same writings.” |
“No; I do not think it singnlar—take any -
10% ' '
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plausible tale, my child, add to it such state-
ments, and envelop it in such a garb as religion,
present it to the minds of children, keep it year
after year before their thought as a sacred thing,
one half those so taught at least, will, in riper
years, place their ‘hope of salvation,’ as they
call it, upon those fictions—and if any rise up
in opposition to them, their ¢ faith’ will also rise
— they will fight to the death to maintain their
‘creed” DBut I think you mistake greatly in
supposing that this Bible Aas such a multitude
of believers. Even of those who confess the
faith —do they live by it to any great degree?
Habit, custom —a necessity peculiar to weak
people that they find out of themselves some-
thing to lean on, something to depend on—a
power to whose greatness and incomprehensible-
ness all problems of nature may be referred for
final solution —this is the secret of the popularity
of the Christian religion.”

“Yet, it is singular, very wise people some-
times tell us that they find all they need in their
¢ gospel,’ both to live and to die by.”

“ 'Which assertion is but a proof of the genius
of the writers of that said gospel. I will tell you
— it must have been in this wise that the whole
was written. The book was not the offspring of
one mind. One deep, earnest thinker penned
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the original gospel, which set forth in clear and

* beautiful light his own bright dream. e wrote
it on a day when he had climbed above sorrow, -

and despondency, and -what he wrote was to

~ those toiling still in darkness and tribulation, a

¢ gospel’ indeed. Then, at a later day, some
other mind, of this germ fashioned a fair flower,
which in the hand of others yet again was trans-
formed into fruit. The strong mind stands in
need of no such tidings—the book is well
enough for all who do not see its. insufficiency —

its writers ev1dent1y had but one object or de-

sire.”

«To prove their own genius by their believ-
ers? to delude, to cheat #” |
~ “No: not that I think, since they would not
probably be of the sort of mind to delight
in_such triumph. They wished to do good —
to give to the weak, the self-deserted, the poor,
the afflicted, a hope through which they should
conguer themselves, their griefs and trials. But
you —you, Isa, are not such a child as to accept

- the stories which did very well to entertain us

till we grew too old for such fables, such nurs-
ery fictiong ¢ '
- «T utterly reject them —they are false,” an-
swered Isa. :
"And it was in such dlSGOUTSGB that these mor-
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tals attained to a fuller insight into each other’s

mind and character.

Did they not tremble as they spoke, and con-

fessed thus? She, in her beantiful purity of wo-
manhood, confessing that which swept away all
defence, all control, all power, but her own?
She, in her youth and dependence acknowledg-
ing that, and he listening to it! They denied,

but there was an arm to-save! they confessed,

and angels and devils heard, but the Lord God

.also heard, and he was long suffering and full
of mercy.

XV.

- Soon after the close of the first year of Yea’s
engagement, about the time of Mr. Warren’s
enticipated return, his wife was made acquaint-
ed, through a friend, the captain of a steamer
just arrived from Liverpool, of her hwsband’s
desire that the house should be closed, and that
she should rejoin him in that ecity, preparatory
to another twelvemonth of travel through Eu-
rope. The management editorial of 7%e Guar-

dian was still to remain in the hands of the .

first appointed conductors, Isa, and Alanthus
Stuart.

In compliance with her husband’s wish, Mrs.
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Warren made preparations for immediate de-

- parture, and the week after the missive was re-

ceived, she was speeding over the Atlantic; and
Isa was established in a hoarding-house down
town. It-did not once occur to her, in making
this remove, that there was another home to
which she might return, though loving hearts
would have greeted her theré—and the door

of that house was open for her coming, when-

ever it might be. ' _

Yot Isa, to the view of both Weare and his
mother, had ‘wandered far, very far from the
path of womanly labor, thotught, and feeling, in
her editorial work— and they had, in their way,
endeavored to save her. She, self-confident,
proud, taught by others a very different creed -
from theirs, had repelled their authority. |

At first, a  correspondence was for many
months faithfully kept up between Isa and Mrs.
Dugganne, but on the part of the former it be-
gan at last to flag; and never, save by messages
sent through others, and by her public career, in
as far as her career was public, did Dugganne
hear from her ; notwithstanding this, the moth-
er and the son both loved Isa with such love as
others could not have for her. There was, how-

‘ever, far more than love, there was fear in their

hearts for her—for in the very cause which in-
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creased her gradual estrangement, in the flatter-
ing attentions her writings met in certain quar-
ters, they felt and saw that while Isa was losing
in humility, and increasing in knowledge, she
was going far beyond the paths of true woman-
liness, and assuming positions, which, while
they placed her conspicuously before the minds
of all thinkers, could but arouse mistrust and
misgiving. They clearly saw that she was en-
tering a wilder and a wider path; and it was
with very sorrowful studiousness that each ap-
plied to the discussion, and unmasking of those
thoughts, which were so completely engrossing
the mind, and the pen, and bewildering the
fancy, of poor Isa. Increasing anxiety led them
to confer upon this subject, and at last, in the
third year of her absence, when the editress had,
by her published and acknowledged articles,
proved herself an apt scholar of the evil but
gifted teachers, to whose influence they were
confident she must be in some extraordinary
and uncommon way exposed, they ventured a
remonstrance — the second time they did so, an
answer was returned which, for a time, checked
all intercourse between them. '

But their duties toward Isa were not yet end-
ed. And so they felt, when finally a plainer
proof than had as yet been given, was laid be-
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fore them, and they saw that the poison of the
great unbelief, which is the parent of every wild
belief, had entered into the very veins of her
mind. * A story appeared under her signature,
whose whole tendency and meaning, though
clothed in the most gorgeous robe of fiction,
could not be doubted. Isa was converted to the
faith of the socialist! ‘

- When Weare Dugganne was compelled to
believe thaf of her progress, he would willingly
have closed his eyes, and died for ever to the life
of this world. Much as he had already feared
and trembled for her, he was now lost in aston-
ishment. His heart ¢ died daily’ in the thought
of her. He had learned to live, and not cherish
even a hope, for her love, or further love than.
she had once professed for him —the love which
had not equalled her ambition. But now, though
he was content to give her up, he could not si-

" lently stand by and see to what she, still so

young, and so good as he knew she was, gave
herself. For the first time he ventured to write
her in his own name. He cared not for the an-
swer to which he thus subjected himself. His
duty was clear. He could conscientiously, and
he ought to remonstrate. His duty should be
done; so he said to her, as though he had been
talking with her face to face :—




232 THE LETTER.

“That we live in a changeful world, that we

are changeful beings, dear Isa, I feel more than
ever conscious to-day, when I address you for
the first time in many, how many! months.
You, in your sudden and well-won celebrity,
having grown accustomed to homage, and influ-
ence, may perhaps consider my letter intrusive
—its particular contents, at least, might be re-
ceived in that light. Dear Isa, do not so receive
them. Do not, because a portion.of the world
(recollect how, after all, it must, comparatively
speaking, be a small portion) has received you
by its praising as a teacher; do not think it ig
in a complacent remembrance that you once
accepted me as your counsellor, that I dare, or
would presume, now; I believe you know me
far too well to think it—to do me such injustice.
But I have thought that you would look for our,
Isa, for my protest against what you are claim-
ing to be truth. Dear friend, have you really
not felt that doctrines so averse to all that you
were in earlier years content to receive for truth,
must be opposed by us who still cleave steadfast
to the faith we held then? Perhaps by me, who
can not believe those strange new things where-
of you write unto us? Whether this be so, or
not, I should be sadly wanting in my simple,
and first duty, if I faited to entreat you to re-
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trace the steps you have taken, for you are going
fast into a wild path which can only lead to de-
struction. - I can not, though I forfeit thus all
that sympathy and regard which I once gloried
in, I will not shrink from the obligation, which
as a believer in Christ and his gospel, I feel to
be mine. It would be the idlest thing in the

- world for me to address you in. the formula of
- preachers—to say to you, pause and consider.

You have always been a thinker, and have not,
I am well convinced, taken these last steps with-
out solemn deliberation. . You never rushed to

- conclusions. It has not been your fault that you
~ accepted for truth all that others pronounced

such, without close investigation. In this con-
templative and discerning habit of mind, lies
your power; does it not? It is the power with -
which God endowed yéu!l- He united with it a
wonderful imagination, and the spirit of perse-
verance, and a just conception of its necessity -
He gave you the use of words, and taught you
the might, the force, the power of them. For
what has he thus endowed you?! What has
sent you out before that class which rejoiced o

~much in your coming? Isa, what has God

meant in the providences of your life ?
“Is it not apparent still—is it not even to
your mind & possible thing, that you have erred
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in the decisions at which you have arrived, and
arrived, I know, only by the severest thonght?
O Isa, is it true that you have disclaimed the
power of religion —the blessed religion of Jesus,
in the hearts of men? Have you, indeed, made
Will your only God?...Is this your faith? yours,
Isa, that socialism is based on a virtue — that its
principle is virtue —that marital obligations are
shadows without substance, without warranty?
Have you, indeed, been led, or have you led
yourself? T can not believeit! Yet you aver
it all, though aware you must be of the results
which will unavoidably flow in from the ocean
of darkness and corruption, through the channels
of social life, if the grand bulwark of virtue
is once torn away! Is it possible 2-—Oh, could
you only know how often I have hesitated and
attempted, before I could bring myself to ex-
press a doubt of you, by asking such a question!
Is it possible that you are willing the mass
of mind, which can by no effort raise itself to-
ward the transcendent height to which yours has
soared—are you willing that the multitude, which
can not comprehend you, shall put the base,
narrow, awful construction upon your words
which is possible —which is, indeed, alone com-
prehensible to them, or rather, alone derivable
therefrom. God of heaven forbid!
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“Only write to me!
assurance that we have mnot understood you.
‘Write, that the light of religion is in your heart; -
that our fears, caused by an inexpressible inter-
est in you, forced us to the belief we now have.

~'Will you not for a little while, for a few days at

least, cease wielding that powerful pen? Come
home, Isa! come here! My mother and I en-
treat you! Come, and think over, in solitude,
that great theme of your discoursing. Come, in
God’s name, and study truth! May He bless
and guide you! “Adien!”

Other letters were laid before the editress that
morning, when Dugganne’s entreaty was read.
They were as follows :—
© “Mapaum: I am a subscriber for the periodical -
under your management, and, therefore, consider
myself one of the great number to whom you have
particularly addressed yourself, in the splendidly
written letters, tales, and editorials; which have
appeared under your signature. Pardon what I
shall say to-day: it seems to me as though T have
a sort of right to speak—a right conferred by
years, if nothing else,-for I am old, and you are,
I am told, madam, very young. I have watched
‘almost as anxiously as a father would watch the
progress of a favored and gifted child, your
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progress —every step of i, since you became a
public teacher; and my interest has grown
deeper and deeper as I have continued gazing
after and listening to you. I have beer much in
the world, and am cognizant of the rise, progress,
and downfall of many a powerful mind. I see
in you what is not often seen, a woman whose
unlimited ambition is supported by the finest in-
tellect, justified even iu its absorbing intensity,
by that intellect. -

“Yet, madam, I have perceived this with

trembling, though T confess that I have many

times given myself for the moment, when I held
converse with your thought, wholly to you, be-
wildered, dazzled, charmed; by your argumenta-
tive powers. But as I am a sane man! because
you have at times exercised such control over
me, I feel compelled to answer you as formally
as though you had in these writings formally ad-
dressed me—me, exclusively. Your arguments,
brilliant as they seem, are wanting in real
grandeur, and the force of thought inspired, be-
cause they are not founded in truth. Not in
truth, as that is unfolded in God’s word, and in
his universe. Not in truth, if truth is purity.
That this is an era of progress, who shall doubt
that listens and can see? But how is this prog-
ress made? What, in fact, is it? Does not the

~
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light whmh falls on the advancing age stream

~ from the abyss, where minds led astray and lost

have fallen, as powerfully as from the hills where-
on the fires have been kindled, and the martyrs
offered up? Let me entreat you to be well as-
sured, as to whether your light streams upward,
in warning, or downward on the world, in the

“calm assurance of justified hope, to bless the

toiling and striving pilgrims. Believe what I
say: before such beautiful edifices as you, with
your master-hand, have built, can be safe dwel-
ling-places, they must be planted on surer found-
ations, Your theories must start from truthfal
propositions, and not from sophisms, before they

- can gain substantial confidence, and work good

in the world. I can but think of this—of you,
therefore, incessantly. I can but pray incessantly

- while I think, that yon may be enlightened from

on high, Your mission was to do good. Can
you doubt it? Are you going to pervert its
end? You are endowed with ten talents, and
you are not hiding them, Will the interest you
ghall render please your master? -

“I feel bound to write this, madam; for,
though I-stand in awe of your genius, I stand -
more in awe of my Maker; and this I say with-
out a wish to flatter you. For genius cometh

- neither from the east nor from the west, from the
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north nor from the south—it is the gift of God,
of which you are the recipient in the same way

that the child is of its parent’s love—you are °

the recipient, not the Creator! And the prin-
ciples you advocate go to disprove all that God,
and God in Christ, has declared since time was.

Moreover, I can not rid myself of the feeling

that you are not yourself, in the highest sense,
persuaded of the reality of the things you advo-
cate. You are merely self-deceived. Let me
entreat you to beware how you pervert the gift
of Ged. Remember how it was that Lucifer fell,
and that the ‘sons of the morning’ have, ever
since his fall, been seeking out evil devices. Oh,
refrain from using these glorious powers given
you, in support of a canse whose originators are
doubly cursed in that they have succeeded in
deceiving you.”

And from this letter, which she read with only
a shudder and a sigh that was not meant for
-herself, Isa turned to another. ‘
“The blessing of a sad heart, a solitary soul,
be upon you! the words you have written, lady,
have come to me like the whisperings of an angel ;
they have roused me from mortal and mental
death ; they have tanght me that I, long ago as I
did believe— though it was with a trembling and
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altogether useless faith—reached a point where

-endurance ceased to be a virtue. The honds

which have bound me are now broken; and it
was your eloquent teaching that gave me cour-
age to break them. I, even I, am free!

“Tt is not needful, tc} convinee you of my én-

_ tire sincerity in these expressions of gratitude,

that I should reveal to you my past—which has -
been, without exaggeration, a fearful past—nor
that I should tell you of all from which I have
escaped. It would be intrusion on my part,

though I can not consider you a stranger. It is

enough that T am now separated from the fright-
ful, terrible influences which made me a slave

-in this free world : I should dread the recalling

of all that past, even to my own memory. But
if the thought that you have, through your works,
appeared as an angel of light to guide me when
I was in the night of despair, will serve to en-
coturage you at all; if yon have now reproaches
only, when blessings should have been pro-
nouhced upon you; and if the assurance that
you have saved a fellow-being is at all grate-
ful or in any degree useful to one so strong as
you—here, I lay it at your feet, and pray youn
to go on in your lofty way! continue your high
teachings! The suffering bondwomen whom
you have enlightened will bless you: a crown
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of honor awaits you; and the thanks of myriads

whom you have dared comfort, encourage, and

ingpire with new hope. God grant that, even

if discouragement attends you, your heart and

intellect may not ¢ weary in well-doing.’”

“This compensates for all,” was Isa’s tearful
exclamation, as she read the last-cited letter;
and laying the three aside, unterrified and far
from disheartened, she turned to her daily la-
bor again. . . Many times after the reception of

Dugganne’s remonstrance, she wrote in answer.

to him; but all that she could bring herself to
say Ir such epistles failed to satisfy her, and so,
one “after another, they were destroyed. She
could not now, as once, find it in her heart’s in-
clination, or ability, to contend or to argue with
bim. It was a bitter thought to her that he
.should look with dissatisfaction on her career——
that he should have no idea, no belief, no hope,
in common with her.

The great disappointment occasioned by the
apparent coldness with which Weare let her
go into the world, though it had undergone a
change, never for a moment took the form of
indifference in her heart. She had effectually
governed her absorbing love by force of her will,
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and a purpose that obstinately directed in far
other ways than he would tread in. . When she
went from home it was with a savage sort of joy,
a triumphing of mind over affection, that in the
new scenes, amid the new duties by which she -
should henceforth be surrounded, she should in
time forget him. But after weeks of such vigil-
ant occupatmn as had driven almost every idea
but that of labor from her mind, she knew by
the light which would gather around a sudden-

ldy-suggested thought of him, that Dugganne

could never ‘be forgotten by her; that he lived
in her memeory, and would etemally, as an im-
age of perfect manhood.

It was this' convietion which, from her first
reading of his letter, prevented her from once
thinking of replying to it in anger. After many
attempts to answer it, in her-perplexity, Isa was
driven to consult with Alanthus Stuart.

“ Can you enter into the controversy, and car-
ry it on with him as though he were a stranger $?

“You can not,” he said, wa.tchzng her expres-
sion closely, and without giving her time to  re-
ply. “Then I should advise you to defer the
answer. He can take advantage of you in. many
ways. Half the victories such men achieve are
obtained in thie way; 1 adwse you, do not ax*-
gue with him yet.”
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“T will not.”

“This Dugganne—he is not a very extra-
ordinary genius, I imagine®’ -

“No—but one of the best of men. His
mother is an angel.” ‘ ‘

¢ She was like a mother to you?’

4 Oh yes 1 )

"¢ And this.son of hem-—-he was hke a broth-
erd”?

Isa looked up somewhat agitated—he had
never questioned her thus before —but she knew
his curiosity was not impertinent, and though
her voice trembled as she replied, she said clear-

ly:— .
"~ % He was a brother to me, Stuart.”

“ He would have been more —he would have
married yout” said Stuwart, in a calm, decided
way, a8 thongh he were making an assertion, not
asking information. ~

“Yes: he would have married me,” Isa re-

plied.

“You did not love him, then ¢

“What do you mean by ¢ love,” Stuart$’

%I use the word as the young, hopefnl believ-
ing, nse it.”

“T loved him.”
. %Yet you are here —why are you here?”

 Because with him I should- have been mza- B

CHILD-PLAY. v » MORAL LEPROSY. S48

erable. I would -not hind myself in that farm

that is thought binding by the world, to .any

man ; he is a good man, but not a lover of prog-
ress as L”

“You beheve this ordmance of marnaga e.hlld- :

Pla'y z” . .

. “Yes: as it now exxsts - :
% Yon are right——it was well enough to intro-

duce into that old romance, and a very good or-

dinance for people sufficiently weak to acknowl-

edge and abide by. But do yon know the fate

of those who will not acknowledge it ¢”
“Yes: they are despised — cast out—shunned
ag if they had a moral Ieprosy about them, that

- 'was contagious.”

“It must be a brave soul, however, that can
uphold 'itself in opposition to this- respectabla,
humbugging world. The days of martyss-are
never gone by. Truth was never entlironed —

one step of progress was never mad@ but some
were sacrificed.”

“ And those who are sacrificed. are: the very
ones to, whom the future ages pay reyerence.
Ob,if one can notenlightenin any other way, let

the fires be kindled that are to consume him!

rbefoxe those fires go ont, the multitude will be
sure.to read 2 new. gospel I”

& A.re JTW xgady 1o be oﬁ"erad 3”
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“Yes: I anticipate no other fate. I am pre-
pared for it.”

“Do you know what this martyrdom is to
which the sluggard world condemns the aspir-
ant soul? Have you imagined what it is to be
embalmed in the ice of neglect—to listen to the
scoff and scorn which, though issuing from the
lips of the ignorant, has a poison that tells on the
soul? Have you thought of the venom of slan-
der—the bitterness of having pure words and
pure deeds misconstrued? O chlld, you have
not thought of all this !”

“Y have weighed it in the balance— it has
been found wanting —the thought of all, of far
more than you suggest, does not alarm, nor even
dismay me. I will not sit still in this darkness!
I wrL go on, and forward.” |

“ And your guide, Isa {”

¢ Ts before me, Stuart,” she said quickly, with
the prompt, frank confidence of a child.

“T accept the trust—1I will fulfil my office

worthily.”
* * - * ¥* *
And how was it with the broken household in
Richmond ¢
Failing health, and a sickening dxsappomt—
ment, occasioned by an unjust, though natural
suspicidn of Isa’s speedy forgetfulness and in-
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gratitude, together with the improper ambition,
and bold daring, and too prominent stand, Isa’
was taking, increased the anguish of Mrs. Dug- .
ganne’s disappointment ‘as she thought on the
progress of Isa Lee, her dear and gifted child.

But this coldness, mutual suspicion, and re-
proach, which had by accident and chance been
fostered and strengthened, during the continued
separation, was all forgotten, completely done .-
away on Mrs. Dugganne’s part, when she felt
her nature (which had been tiied too greatly and
too dreadfully in the years of her husband’s life,
and which had never rallied since his death)
giving way so completely, so entirely, that no
apparent strength was left to rally, and restore
life’s failing energies. In the conviction that

she had not long to live, she bade Weare ac-

quaint Isa of her condition, and beg her to come
home. She forgot all past estrangement, and
the causes which had induced it-—her heait
yearned toward her adopted child, her daughter,
and she felt it would prove an unspeakable com-

fort, to have that strong life beside her while the

last hour of ‘her own existence was' drawmg rap-
idly vear,

And Weare obeyed his mother-—-—mth what

"emotions-and feelings may be imagined. ~Tsd"

read his brief note, and totally forgot all that
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was gone by. Her mother was calling to her,
her mother was dying —and with the grief of a
penitent child, she prepared to obey that call
home. Courageous and dauntless as her spirit
had been, it was in fear now. She had a reli-
gion that could support her through all life, and
a faith that enabled her to be a conqueror and a
- glorious worker ; but, lo! death was before her,
not life. She was going to look upon the work-
ings of His power., Had she not occasion to go
with a quailing, failing heart? For what had
her religion, what had mER rarra to do with
death |

XVL

Was it, then, indeed true that Isa stood in
Mary Irving’s sight as one disputing the very ex-
istence of a Creator, and the consequent possibil-
ity, that there was one willing and mighty to
save? Proclaiming thus her own entire self-

sufficiency? It was so— verily, and indeed sol.

And, in all sincerity, Isa held this belief. She
had arrived at it by profoundest reasoning ; and
it was the only rational conclusion she could ar-
rive at; for, alas! she had in the beginning

assumed a falsity for an eternal truth, and,

step by step, self-directed at first, and then, with
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Stuart for her guide, she had reached this cli-
max, had been ablé to gain no other. Her

" words, awful, as having meaning for herself, they

might be, were of infinite service to her friend
Mary Irving; for they had, by what appeared to
her their monstrous and terrific novelty, driven
the soul of that tempted one to its Savior!

Mary returned no answer to the artist’s letter;
neither did she suffer herself to stand before him
in the light of one afraid of and endeavoring to
escape him.

In the increasing intimacy between Norton
and her husband, she would have found it im-
possible to avoid him in her own house, without
attracting Irving’s attention and wonder, and .

‘she knew that wonder would be with him sus-

picion, jealousy, and-all evil. 'When he signified
his wish that the portrait should be made, for
these same reasong she offered no objection, and
did not even prefer the request, at first in her .
mind, that he should be with her during its
progress. Why? Listen, and learn why.

During the first sitting, they exchanged not a
golitary word. But there was a volume of con-
versation between the glowing face of him who
had penned that wild letter, and the holy ex-
pression of her pale, sad countenance. His heart, A
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such heart as he had, was on fire, and her heart
was far from cold; but, though he was as well
aware of this, as she was, he dared not speak —
he was afraid of her. .
She had received, she had read his letter—
of that he was well aware. She had not replied
to its first sentences; she was surely not replying
to them now! Why, then, was she before him !
What had induced her, who was in past days, he
knew, a woman wholly without strength and
energy —what had induced her to even admit
him to her presence? He asked himself this
question in wonder; then he recollected how he
had closed his letter; the feignéd humility he
had expressed, how he had said that she might

save him! Could he doubt that the image

of meekness and purity before him was there for
any other purpose than for snch salvation !

The second time he was with her, he did not
allow himself to remain wordless. After a half-
hour of silent work he laid his pencils aside, and
she arose to leave the room. Then he exclaimed,
with great pathos :— |

“Have 1 offended you, so that you have no
forgiveness? Have I fallen so low that it is not
possible for you to speak withme? Are you afraid
of pollution? Believe me, I have not come here,
and insisted on doing this work with the thought

L
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or-wish to distress, or vex, or fatigue you. On
the contrary, to prove what I say is true, if yon
wish, I will never take another step in this work,
I would destroy it and all I have wrought, rather

‘than give you a moment’s pain.”

“My husband wishes the work finished; it

were better completed at once. Is it necess?'ary
for me to give another sitting ¥’

“ Do you think I could paint from memory #”

“It seems sufficiently advanced for that. You
have the outling—more!”

«T know nothing—1I can think of nothmgl I

remember nothing, except when you are near. I

can only guess at the fullness of life, When you
are by.”

. “You certainly do not know it when I am by.
Do not dishonor me with the reflection, that I have
permitted this work be dome, in order that any
hope should be nourished by you, which I shonld
blush to have the world know of. It is not true;
it is the farthest possible remove from truth !”

«: Blush’! —* the world’! It is the gullty, the
weak, who fear. But you! The world is not
worthy of you! Least of all, am I! But for all
this, I can not live away from you. Do not
1magme that is & possibility. I must lock upon
you and sometimes speak with you, and, in turn, .
listen to you. I must approach God through

11%
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you. There is no other way in which I can live.
Oh, you may be my salvation! Will you not?
—will you not#” _

“You are mad! Other salvation have we not
than that whiech is granted to fervent supplica-
tion, and faith in the mercy and grace of Christ
Jesus. It is he who cleanseth from all sin. It
is to him alone that sinners may effectually look
for pardon and peace.”

“It is all true of you. You can say this much
with truth. You need no - advocate with the
Father but the Son. But I-—to whom shall I go?

“Zo yow! Through whom can I acquire confi-
dence to approach the.Intercessor evem, but
through you! Save me-—save me from myself!
You can do it!” :

“ Whether this appeal is made to me with the
real sorrow and distress of a broken and a con-
trite heart, God alone can.tell. You are, at all
events, mistaken in yourself, in me, and, above
all, in the God above you! Approach him, I
conjure you, if you feel that you need his favor;
and who is there on earth that does not need it?

Lay the burden of your sins at his feet, and may

you find grace and acceptance !”

“You drive me to desperation! I swear—
hear me!—TI swear that if you cast me off, I
will cast him off! turn from me, if you dare —1
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will turn from him: Refuse to hear me, and Il

curse him before you.” | :

“You dare not cast’%m off. Youarea ma.d-
man, and I am mad to waste a moment listening
to such ravings. Oh, I sadly fear for you, that
He who is almighty to bless will forsake you!
Can you imagine what it is to be forsaken of .
God? How you will have to repent of such
borrible blasphemy 1

“The guilt rest, then, on you! I am not ac-
countable for what I say so long as you are in
the world. Why will you not guide and lead
me? Why will-you not direet my steps 1”

“ Because you have an unerring guide within
you. You stand in no sort of need of my gui-

- dance. Some idea of right'and justice you have.

You are sinning now censciously.”

“You do not love me, thent. .. say it—it is
all you have to do: you love m’e not.”?

It was a searching question, and Mary Trving'

~ was silent, till strength was given her to say:—

% Ag much Iove as any human being deserves,
I give when it is asked.”

“ And how much do I deserve #”

“ Let your own soul answer youn.”

“Then so—it answers thus,” exclaimed he,
bowing low before her— with the whole entire
heart! Put on your disguise of saintliness—it
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becomes you well. But, let me tell you, I un-
derstand it all. You have feigned this coldness;
you have put on this moderation; you have
placed a barrier before the surging waters of
love, and endeavor—that stumbles me - en-
deavor to compass and chain mine. It is a vain
work. You had better strive to control a flood
of volcanic fire. Ha! you would soothe me as
a child might be soothed: I will not receive
such consolation—1I despise it. I see it all—
you can not deceive me. I know within that
veil of sanctity there is a voice pleading for me.
I remember the past—how we loved then!
You are not so changed as you would have me
believe, I know there is another voice than the
one you acknowledge as chanting hymns to the

Unknown. It is telling you my name —repeat-

ing it for ever. It is supplicating for me that I
may be heard! I know that what I wrote to
you is true. Fate made us one, and we shall
not be parted ; it is in vain that you say we will.
You can not even attempt to insure the separa-
tion. In vain would you now say ‘Go.”- Yon
might, if you chose, it is true, crush me with your
foot, and thus degrade me, and send me from
this palace, and teach men to deride and scorn
me. If you did all that, what would it avail
you? I shonld be in all your thoughts ; T would
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reign in your heart s T would haunt you, atd be

‘the curse, and the effectual curse, of your life.

Who has ever laid the boundaries for love?:
Who shall say, ¢Go back! when Love stands
already within the heart, a part of the life? You
weep! you weep!” o

“Yes, and 1 have cause for weeping,” said
Mary, rising and striving to go; but he pre-
vented her: “I have need, God knows, to weep,
when you, you dare to degrade and insult me by
such words. I pity, I deplore—1T could despise
you; but'I do not love you. If T did, I should
hate myself.” o

“It is false. Affirm it agaili and again, if you
will-—1 say it is false. Your tears are not ocea-
sioned as you say. You do not pity me, only as
I pity you, and that I allow I do with all my
heart. That we-—we should be so wretched !”

He watched her to see the effeet of his words:
they were true words as far as she was con-

cerned, and Mary knew it; but she was true to
- virtue, for she looked to God

“Then, if I am, and thus, an object for p1ty ”
she said, her eyes involuntarily lifting beaven-
ward, “I will be sure to look for pity to Him
whose mercy equals his power. If I were, as
you say I am, tossed by an idle. passion, he alone
conld help me to wrestle with and overcome it.
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And I asgure you I would not let him go till he
had cast out all unbelief from me, till he had

blessed me with his peace. He has given me -

that peace; it passes all your understanding;
and in vain do you, or any mortal, strive to
deprive me me of it.”

“Is it truly so?” exclaimed he, rising sud-
denly to his feet, his voice full of bitterness,
looking upon her half in scorn, and half beside
himself with passionate admiration and Jlove.
‘“ Are we parted forevermore? Have I lavished
my whole heart on you and exhausted its affec-
tion for naught? Do not despise me! Do you?”

44 NO 2

“ What then? do you hate me

Hate! she had been lost could he have read
her soul at that moment; but her calmness de-
ceived him.

“ No, I do not hate you,” she replied; «for
how shall T hate those whom I have seen, and
yet love God whom I have not seen ¢

“ Good morning,” he exclaimed hastily, as he
almost rushed out of the room and the house.

THE, RETURN TO RICHMOND.

XVII.

Stnart would have made the journey to Rich-
mond with Isa as her travelling companion, if
she had not determined at once on going thither
alone. The night on which Weare’s letter, con- -

taining the tidings of his mother’s severe illness,

reached her, she sent for Alanthus, and acquaint-
ed him with her intended departure on the fol-
lowing morning, at daybreak; by leaving J—
thus early she would arrive at Richmond the
same pight-—for though the intervening dis-
tance was over four hundred miles, it was anni-
hilated by steam; the route:was, moreover, a
direct one, and she would not, she said, think
of being aitended by any person..

The morning on which she set out was the fit

: herald -of a dismal, dreary day. And the day

was in perfect keeping with the thoughts which
Isa was compelled to bear with her, for they
also were thost dismal and dreary. Gloomy and
sad, whether retrospective, or turning future-
ward.  How well she remembered the bright
day on which she first set out for Richmond!

. What a tumult of happiness was in her heart
“when she went that blessed day with Weare,

the bright, kind-hearted boy, from that. horrible -
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place where her childhood had found refuge —
how strange it seemed compared with this re-
turn. She had gone then from a scene of labor,
poverty, terror, and distress—now went she
from her noble foil, from her trinmphs, from the
midst of loving and admiring friends. Then her
heart had been full, to overflowing, with grati-
tude —gratitude that in its excess and strange
delight was speechless. Now was she silent as
then, but in more than one way self-condemned.
She had not then givgn way to tears—she had
no need —but now her heart continually wept,
for she could not hide from herself the fact that
she had proved in one way, and in a degree, un-
grateful. She was not blameless, and she felt
it. Her friend, the benefactress of her life, was
dying! She, between whom and herself, no
sort of misunderstanding should even for a mo-
ment have been suffered to arise! her mother,
was dying! . . . '

She thought—she could not put away the
continnal snggestions of memory. She looked
upon her past as on the experience of another—
on the strange courses the strong current of her
own life had taken since that day of her rescue

from ignorance, and poverty, and misery. Of.

her heart’s love —of her soul’s progress — of her
love’s surrender—of the growth, and unlooked-
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for development of her intellect, of the past

- months, those many, many months of absence

from her mother’s protecting care— of her posi-
tion in life~—of this return—and it all seemed
to her, as she pondered thereon, to be rather a
strange and allegoric tale, than her own actunal
experience. | '

- The day waned while Isa reflected, as she had'
never before, long, intently, uninterruptedly up-
on these things ; night came on, the very climax
of despondency, and Isa wept tears in that in-
creasing gloom, which she almost believed pre- -
figured her whole future ; for her tears could no
longer be controlled even by her own wiL !

Would any one be waiting and watching for |

" her coming? For the first time' she thought to

ask herself this question, when the cars rushed
through the tunnel, and stopped before the great
dépét at Richmond. It was yet early in the even-
ing, and not quite dark, when Isa went from the
cars, and stood for a moment gazing around her
on the many strange faces of the crowd of town-

- people and passengers, and as she stood there

one figure from the midst of those passing hur-
riedly to and fro, approached her— it was Dug-
ganne. o - |

He had come there, he said, to meet her, yet
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hardly in the hope that she could so soon reply
to his despatch.

" “TJt was very kind of yom, Isa, to come so
speedily. I had very little idea that I should
gee you to-night.”

It was strange to hear him speakmg once

more in the simple language of friendship to
her —stranger still it seemed to him when she
quietly took his arm, and said, in the very tone
and way she would have done long ago :—

“There was nothing to detain me, Weare. 1
would not have suffered any delay, nor endured
it. 'Why did you not send for me before? How
~ i8 your, our, dear mother, to-night ¢

“She is much hetter, I think. It was a sud-
den attack. She has been ill but a few days.
Our dear mother! She will feel so grateful |

“¢Grateful, Weare!” repeated Isa, as they -

moved on toward the cottage, walking, in ac-
cordance with her wish.

“Yes, very grateful, Isa: it was asking

much.”
“What! to call me to her beds1de, to watch
over her in sickness, who watched over me so

long? Do you speak to reproach me, Weare ¢’
% No, Isa.”

Yet, though he said it, whom she knew fo be
the ‘soul of truth,” Isa -could not persuade
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herself that his words had not the ﬁone of re-

proach. And...did she not deserve that he
should, even in tha,t way, speak to her? ,
So great was her anxiety respecting Mrs.

Dugganne, that when she first saw Weare and

spoke with him, all other rpmembraﬂces and

* ideas than this, that he had jist come from his

sick mother, and could tell her of the danger or
the hope he entertained, completely escaped her -
mind ; and she attributed to like causes the emo-
tion revealed, not in his words, but in his man-
ner, and in the extreme pallor of Dugganne’s
face. He gratefully spoke- his thanks for her
speedy coming; but, as she took his arm, in that
frank, unembarrassed way, and spoke to him as
though nothing but the friendship of childhood
had ever passed between them ; ashe remembered
what had been in the last few days, and what
was now his constant recollection, of the other
experiences of life they had known together; as
he remembered how she, who so calmly this
night, after an ‘absence so long, a separation so
eventful, gave him her ha.nd had once with
those arms wildly embraced him, and with those
lips kissed him, and from those eyes wept over
him, all the restraint he had put upon his heart
in the past gave way! Where he had loved he
adored - genius, perfect womanhood, “perfect
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beaunty—these were her, and she was begide him?!
he was leading her to his home, to his old home,
to the house of sickness, which was her home no
longer; and he felt his heart worshipping her,
when he knew that it more wisely might despise!

And why not despise, reader, if you exclaim
against this judgment?

In fact, a change had come over Isa, in that
very moment when her eyes rested again on
Dugganne. But not a change like that of which
he was aware.

If was a sudden and an everlasting change, or
a change for everlasting. She could have looked
upon, have talked with him, without the least
excitement, of himself, and of his fortunes—
of every imaginable theme, and her heart would
not, whatever fount of recollection he opened
for her, have felt itself moving toward him.
From the moment of his first greeting, she lost
all understanding, in regard to the love for him
which she once had. A thonght of it might live
in her memory for ever; but all ability to eon-
ceive of it, or to enter anew into its nature, was
gone from her. A veil bad been lifted “in a
moment, in the twinkling of an eye,” from a
depth in her being, which, since parting with
him, she had kept shrined from her own vision.
‘What tore the veil away? What forced her to

E
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 gaze into the depth of her soul? What enabled

her to see, without one sigh of wondering, that

. his image was’ not there? It was beyond her

power to tell; but this she knew, this she be-
Heved, this she saw, beyond all doubt or ques-
tion —she loved him not. ,

‘Weare knew not, guessed not, could not have
imagined the possibility of this sudden revela-
tion, made for Tsa. But he also was thinking
of changes, of change in her, as they walked,
arm in arm, exchanging hardly a Word up to
the door of his house.’

Abashed as he was by her manner of meeting
him, his heart had not one reproach to make
against her. He would not, even to himself,.
think that she was cruel, selfish, without feeling.
He saw that a change, a great change, had
come over her, but could not tell if it was a re-
cent, sudden, or a gradual change, her character
had undergone. Not one feature of the change
wrought in her beautiful person escaped his ob-

~ servant eyes, in the first searching, anxious glance
~ directed toward her, before she was aware that

he was mnear. Under happier circuamstances,
even in .another way of meeting,~that change
would have delighted him. But now he could
have wept, and did, indeed, barely refrain from

‘weeping, as he locked upon the resolute, polished,
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self-possessed, beantiful woman before him. Yet
he kuew this grief originated in a selfish cause
—in the fact, that Isa was less the woman of im-
pulse and passion than when they parted —that
she was so proud and majestic, so aspiring, 8o
conscious of her fame! -

It was merely the excitement caused by the
hope that Isa would come back again, that pro-
duced those favorable symptoms from which
Weare argued his mother’s speedy recovery.
But the excitement did not die away with the
actual arrival of Isa, and it was attended by an
accelerated strength, which led the despairing
physician to entertain great hopes of a recovery,
which he had pronounced impossible. It was
much to say for Isa, that her coming gave life to
one who was at the point of death, and yet not
too much to say. She was like an angel-—like
an angel of light, too, as she moved about the
sick-room, lavishing on the invalid a constant
and loving attention; thinking of so many things
to say and do, to amuse and enliven her foster-
mother, that Weare or the nurse could never
have thought of] Seated beside her bed, or, as
ghe went about the house, mindfal only of the

comfort and happiness of those around her, and

seeking in every way to promote it, one would
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niever have imagined who saw the lovely, tran-
quil girl, in this light, that she had ever filled
any other place than that of the good danghter,
thé most kind Blster ' ,

Tsa at once gave he'rself up to the work of
serving others, and she would not believe that
all she desired could not be accomplished.  She
would not doubt Mrs. Dugganne’s safety, any
more than she would admit the idea that Weare
continued. to look upon her with-any other sort
of regard than an affectionate brother mlght
cherish. ,

And in one respect she was not decewed
Her coming seemed to work a miracle. At one
time Mrs. Dugganne was again thought to be
at the point of death, but once more she rallied,
and a strange strength, that seemed foreign to her
enfeebled, diseased -nature, baffled the fury of-
the fever ~—it was vanquished. Not for one mo- -
ment, even when that fever raged at its height,
did Isa despair—when she and Weare stood

-over the sick woman in the last great crisis,

while others said, ‘she is dying,” Isa manifested
no such thought or fear—her gentle ministra-
tions were continued with perfect outer calmness,
and when at last the physician exclaimed, “ She
will live”—something very like. tnumph ex-
pressed itself in Isa’s face. . - :
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Before Mrs. Dugganne entirely recovered,
while her daughter, as she now constantly called
Isa, was devoting herself to the duties of a nurse
—all those manifold duties-—she was sum-
moned to the editorial chamber by Stuart—
and though arigther call, however importunate,
had failed to draw her back into the world at
such a time, when his word came to her she had
no thought but of immediate obedience, or com-
pliance. \

And, indeed, when she had received the call,
and announced the necessity of her immediate
departure, Isa was conscious of relief—she was
glad to go. She had done her duty with & lov-
ing, joyful heart, and in it had forgotten the out-
er world, but the first greeting that called her
back to mEr world, told her that this quiet cot-
tage home was not her home, that these friends
were not of her heart’s household.

Neither she nor Weare could hide from them-
gelves the certainty that the tie still uniting
them, in some degree, would very soon be
broken in a new way, and for ever. When
alone with his mother, no child’s love and ten-
derness could surpass that which Isa lavished
on her benefactress — and this cordial love, and

devoted attention, was most grateful and pre-

cious to her who received it. In its reception,
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the foais she had once for the davighter of her
adoption, were entirely forgotten by the sick

- woman. She wondered at Isa—she. admired
 her—she in 4 matiner reverenced her, but shé

1o longer thought of offering cotingél or warning ; -
she seemed, on the contrary, abiorbed in prc;' |
foundest emotionis — aroused by'ébmething else
t}aan‘ suspicion of the virtue, or fear for the re-
ligion, of the gentle, strong-hearted, and lovely
nurse, who soothed and comforfed her so well,
Tsa, enchained, enchanted hew, and she quité
forgot that it was this same young creature who
had aided, by her genius, in giving carrency
among the pegple fo deluding thoughts and
sopl.nsms. Nor did Dugganne cease wondering
during ghe' wholé of her visit, under the roof
which once had been her home slielter,’ that he

- had ever preésuried to teach her to whom, as it

now seemed to him, all knowledgs was ré-
vealed. . “

On the day of her depérture for J—, when
she had parted with the invalid, and 'vireis,‘ along
with Weare, an oppréssive and hdrdly expres-
sible feeling of Her great indebtedhess which
could not be repaid, and a desiré to donfess it
or_helf .Sé{nsélof_ it, at least, possessed her, ﬁn‘d“lé’d?'
her to say, but 6t as involuntirily and tearfylly
48 slid would dnd ke dohi, but guité formally,

12 ' '
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and as if actnated by an unavoidable convietion
of obligation—

T wish to tell you, Weare, that I have the
deepest sense of the obligation I bear you ‘indi-
vidually, T am as conscious as you could desire,
of the fact that all I am, all T ever can be, is ow-
ing to your charity. If the memory is anything
worth, I beg you will always remember that 1
ghall never outlive my gratitude.”

« Tt is not that I wish to hear, Isa,” he answer-
ed, deeply pained by her words, and her man-
ner of speaking thera. “I had much rather
hear you say, ¢ Weare, I shall never forgwe you
for that letter’ —I believe it would at least be a
more honest expression.”

% No, indeed! Itwould not. Why is it that
you doubt me? I believe you constantly doubt
me. You lock on me with suspicion. Oh, how
marvellously we were deceived, Weare !”

She certainly, by her word and manner,

seemed bent on effecting an ultimate separation

between herself and him. What else could she
mean? Why was she so determined on dispel-
ling every dream, every lingering illusion? As
he asked himself this he turned away from her,
wordless, and commenced pacing through the
room. But he felt himself acted upon all the
while in a way unaccountable, irresistible, as
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- though magnetically. ‘He felt compelled ‘to

stop directly before her, and say i—
¢ How decelved Vi
He did so.

The question seemed to startle and astomsh‘
Isa. For a moment she was sadly embarrassed.

' Then a sudden recollection came to her, and she

was as calm as a stoic, and so replied :—

““ Inf our passion, or love; as some mlghﬁ call
it, for each other. In the gentiments of our
hearts—more especially in ideas of our mental
capacities.”

If it had been possible for Weare to control
himself, he would not for the world have pur-

_sued that conversation further, but Isa’s cool and

indifferent manner maddened him, and he said,
with bitter emphasis and scorn :—

“Have you yet found a limit? Have you
yet found it your wisdom to acknowledge a
finite 9

“I had no reference to that schoa1~day subject
of dispute,” she answered ; “ but I will reply to
your question—what my 1magmat10n guessed
at then, I have long since seen to be a fixed
prmc]ple in NATURE. There ig no limit— AL 1
INFINITE.”

“ Where have you learned that— of whom ¥
“ Of the World——tha great philosopher.”
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“ Oh, my God ! what a teacher yon’ve had !”

“ You have vegetated here too long, Weare.
I should advise you, if a true friend may take
that liberty, go into the world. When you do
go, how strange, nonsensical, I was going to say,
one episode in our history will appear to you!
It will seem then as impossible to you as to me,
that things which have happened between us
could have happened.”

“ God grant that T may never find it possible .

to argue about those things, they being our
hearts, Isa, as though they were of the nature
of stocks angd stones.”

“A” stock or a stone,” she said, with perfect
gravity, *“is all in all to itself. The outer is
but a development of the inner world.” -

«Tt is, nevertheless, the joy of all unpervertéd
humanity, that it does need outward appliances,
outward means of enjoyment. What thorough
gelfishness, what an insanity is implied in your
suggestion !”

“Peace! we are about to part for ever. Do not
compel me to take away from this place, for ever
hallowed to my mind, because it is your mother’s

home, such accusations as these of selfishness,

insanity, ingratitude! You are unjust!”
“Tsa, do not say that we are parting for ever.
We are not!”

Ed
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“Would you not have it so? The boy who
rescued me from-—? - |
“Not another word! You shall not speak
~of that! Look!” he cried, pointing to the win-
dow, and the cheerless prospect without, “there
is my future life, if you wish to know it. Go,
now, but I charge you remember that eoldneé,
that dreary darkness!” :
“Weare,” she exclaimed, actuated by a sud-
den mastering impulse, “T might point within
my own heart, and say that, if I would] Tell
me, once for all. I thought I should have
strength to for ever repress the question, but I
have not. 'When the great crisis had com;,and
I'was going for the first time from this roof, why
did you permit me to go without one ‘solitary 3
word of counsel, one suggestion that would
plxic;::e that you cared for me or for my interestat:
. . A

“ Because I felt that you did not need such

~ words, because I knew that you ‘would spwrn

them.”

“I would have blessed you for them. I did
sorely need them. You let me go, and—and I
- went.” :

- “Never, never to come back again. You are
- Dot the Isa Lee of old. Yon are not my Tea!
What are you? A woman— proud, self-defying,

i
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world-defying, splendid, famous! Ah, it is no
great wonder that you despise me, when I am
only common and human! It is not surprising

~ that our past astonishes you. Receive my con-

fession, madam. I regret that I wrote you as I
did. Had I known you as I do now, I should
not have dared presume.”

“It went from me while I waited for your
words, and they did not come! I would have
you bear that in mind for ever,” she said, almost
fiercely, gazing on him with flashing but tearful
eyes. '

“ What went ¢’

“The whole power I had to love.”

“0 Isal”

“0Q Weare!” she repeated, with an empha-
sis and an agony to which he could not have given
utterance. For one instant she was changed.
She was the child of old, and it was with trem-
bling that she added: “ We shall never—we
must never meet again, I am convinced !”

“Never, I know,” he rejoined with the utmost
sadness. T '

“In your mother’s name, O brother, let us
part, then, this instant!” N

Isa looked upward. Her glance rested on.the
portrait of Mrs. Dugganne; the recollections

of the past overwhelmed, subdued her; and -
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again, as ‘once,‘ her arms were about his neck,
her pale face pressed against his own.” An
thus, once more they parted ! '

XVIIL

Isa had erred lamentably in her teachings,

- and they met with eignal failure as far as Mary

Irving was concerned. For, while she imagined
that such a disposition to weak self-mistrust as
Mary evinced was a most unnatnral and un-
worthy weakness, the young wife was in a fair
way for proving to herself, that her friend and
chosen teacher was an unnaturally courage-
ous, if not an unnaturally heartless woman.

- Was it*not s0? she asked herself, while, day
after day, in compliance with Isa’s directions,

and her husband’s unescapable wish, she met, in -
her own home, at her table, and in her parlors,
the man she feared and trembled for— whom
she could not hate— whom she could but love!
There was only one. help for Mary Irving,
Sooner than reply by word or look to Norton’s
impassioned words and glances, she would, if
tempted too far, have put an end to her own
life. But she found another escape; and she

shuddered when she thought that Isa, could she

have done so, would have closed ‘that door
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through which she fled. Mary fortified” her-
self “ with prayer! P

And if she did not pray acceptably —if her
supplications were, as Isa affirmed such supplica-
tions could only be—if she prayed with the
agination” alone, she, nevertheless, was aided
and strengthened thus. Her petitions were, per-
haps, not perfect oblations of faith ; nor would I,
in reply to any of Isa’s arguments, say that
her prayers were answered; though by means
of them she stood, who might have fallen, un-
impressible as a rock, to all the bewildering
temptations of an idolized adversary. Butshe
fancied, thought, believed there was, out from,
beyond her, One who, unseen, could help her,
and in that idea was her safety. The possibility
of all this Isa would have admitted at once, as
the firmest unbeliever could not help doing; but
Isa would have greatly wondered why her friend
could not as implicitly trust to herself. . She
would at the same time have freely granted that

any idea whatsoever, to which one fastens faith

with the resolve to act from and by it, becomes
at once, and necessarily, a power of deliverance
—spalvation. It was only the weakness implied
in the fact, that mortals seek this power owt of
themselves, that she condemned. And so, though

she had not faith at all in prayer, its efficacy

MENTAL OPHTHALMIA, 3

a8 addressed to, and seeking a prayer-heé,ring
God, a power independent of ‘and. overruling
herself, as a reliance on a fixed thought she
would at once have confessed its all-avaﬁmgness
and potency.
Mary Irving could thus, by her prayers,

maintain a perfectly impassable front, could |
listen to Gansevoort Norton’s eyelanguage, and

- give no sign that it was in any degree compre- -

hended, even while her heart, panting to re-
spond to it, was crushed, She could meet the
glancings of his thoughts, and return no look
that gave evidence she was not afflicted with a
mental ophthalmia, even while floods of tears
were pressing against the barriers she resolute-
ly raised and maintained. She could through
those prayers live in the stemdfast performance
of every duty to the selfish, brutish man, whose
name she was named with, even while she be-
held the scarcely disguised contempt which the
artist felt for his senseless, sensual patron, Rod-
erick Irving. - She saw them together, day after
day, the men who held her whole life in their
hands —she could not escape them, nor their in-
fluenge — she.could not. break the bonds which
bound her.

Never by word did she give the artist to ima-
gine the consuming grief he was creating — the

12%
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274 GET THEE BEHIND ME, SATAN!

destruction he was occasioning. Not one word
did she utter to signify that he in any way af-
fected her: What might not be the result, if
she once admitted his influence? She saw how
be enchained all his listeners when he appeared
in public as a lecturer —how he won his way in
private circles by an irresistible eloquence—
how he was in his profession taking the rapid
strides of a conqueror— and though she did not
wonder for herself, that he should in one way
have such power over her—she could but won-
der for him—she could not understand him.
Knowing his own bad heart so thoroughly as
he did, Norton could understand the whole na-
ture of their relation thoronghly. He knew why
Mary Irving avoided him; he heard her saying
to her heart, ¢ Get thee behind me, Satan’-—he
heard her saying to herself, ¢ Spare me! Go!
I dje for you? —he saw and heard it all, and

_yet he stayed—yet he haunted her with his

presence, yet his vanity and his selfishness, that
intolerable, wonderful selfishness, prompted him
to stay! '

What angel brought to her the assurance
from the source of destiny and knowledge, that
IT I8 THE MISSION AND THE GLORY OF WOMAN
TO ENDURE, AND TO TRIUMPH ONLY IN ENDU-
RrANCE? ‘

THE PURIFIER. - o8

Mary-thought" that thought once when despair
wa3 covering her utterly. She forgot all Taa’s
teachings then —she bethought her of the his-
tory of woman — how it has been recorded of all
who have lived truly, that their years were years
of sorrow — yet that their joy, the joy which no
man conld take from them, issued from the foun-
tain uncontaminated by any springs of earth : —
and looking back on her own earlier years th:ose |
of her heart’s disappointment, and of her‘?bodily
toil, she saw for once, and for all, that if she
only persevered in virtue to the end, even her
wrecked unhappy life might not prove itself a
vanity. True, she had sacrificed herself in mar-

‘Yiage for naught—they whom she had hoped
thI?s to serve, had never been benefited by her
union with the rich man ; from the day of that

- marriage all intercourse between her and her

father’s household had been denied~she had
given up father, and mother, and the litle joy
fcfr the great sorrow, and life with Roderick Ir3
ving. True, an overwhelming, an almost over-
whelming trial was now in new shape given her.
He who, years ago, might have with a word
averted all this miisery, had come before her
and only to increase it—yet might not this,‘
loYe even, whose existence she could not deny,
might not this love prove itself her puri-
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fier? An effectual purifier befere her spirit
escaped, as she felt well assured it would ere
long — from earth.

No mortal besides herself seemed to have im-

agined that she was slowly and surely dying,‘

None but herself knew the langunor and fain{ness

that oppressed her——the unnatural brightness

of her eyes, the unnatural paleness of her face,
escaped all observation. In one sense it was
mournfully trne— she was dying to herself!

From the day of the conversation recorded,
during the further progress of the portrait until
it was finished, till long after, Norton did not
venture on any such ground again. Did not
venture, I said — there was nothing in that way
he dared not venture, but he deemed it not ad-
visable until several weeks had elapsed, and
then one morning, during Mr. Irving’s absence
from J—, he called at the house, and without
announcement was shown into her presence.
To propitiate her, and to furnish topic for con-
versation, he brought with him a beautiful gift
which was, as he truly said, one of his best
works, and, as a painting, of high value. It was
the picture of a girl at prayer.

“I made bold to bring it, Mary,” he said,

“ for I thought it worthy of being placed in the

room with your own portrait. It is, indeed,

A GIFT.AND ITS GIVER. = - 977 .

a fitting. repredentation  of your own beautiful
spirit in its constant act-you are an.embodied
supplication.” : |

She took no apparent notice of his famﬂlar

mode of addressing her, but said bneﬂy and
coldly :—

«¥ decline it, sir.”

““ That you edn by no means do.” )

She did not reply.

“ Mr. Irving has expressed a wish for it. »

“He can pay for it, then.”

“I do not wish him to become a purchaser »

“ Reserve your gift for him in that case.”

I wish you, madam, fo receive it. T offer it

as a slight token of my. respect for you.”

She was startled by the simple, quiet eandor
of his voice and words. As she fixed her eyes

~upon the picture, she felt constrained to ask:—

“Is it a portrait §”

4 No—a work of fancy that I demgned pur-
posely for you. - Is it not something in my favor
that I could conceive such expression ?”

“In what way—in point of talent evinced?
If you mean that, yes.”

“I do not mean that, Having never seen
a woman at her private devotions, I ask you
plainly, must I not have been inspired — at least,
must I not be better than you imagine me-—to
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be able to give that face such a noble expression ¢
I do not speak of it as an artist’s work, but as a
production of the spirit—judge me.”

“J judge no man.” :

“You pass judgment, on the contrary, on every
act, every word of mine. You can not deny it.
I only ask you, judge in charity. Remember, I
am isolated —bereaved —desolate through you,
Mary Irving.”

T know nothing of the kind whatever. How

dare you say so?”’

It was the first time she had permitted her-
self to reply so directly to his passionate recrimi-
nations, and she repented having said so much
when aware of the advantage he would take of
such reply. '

“ Why, am I not bereaved —wholly, irretriev-

ably? What, think you, brought me to this

place but a desire which was destroying me, to see
and to be near you? And yet, in your saintly

purity, your horrible coldness, you dare to doubt

my words? It is simply because you will not
understand them. You can not understand such
love as mine. Do you not know, that in this
very way you heap fire on my head, and make
my heart one flame ¥

“ Oh, misguided, mistaken man !’ exclaimed
Mary; “do you, can you know what you are
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saying? to whom, and of what, youspeak? How
terribly you are misled !  How fearfully youn are’
sinning!  Hear me: why is it that you come
here day after day, seeking to see and speak with
me—a dying woman-—yes, a dying woman $”
she repeated as she saw him start back in aston-
ishment when she said that. *“ Will you not at
least, for mercy’s sake, suffer me to die in peace ?
Has life been such a sunny way to me, that you
feel authorized to cast a shadow over the little
that remains ¢ Has time proved such a merry
companion tha.t you must gvenge my human na-
ture for its enjoyment? I beseech you go—
and do.not appear before me while I live.”

Awed and confounded by the irresistible con-
viction that she spoke the truth of her past and
her future, he exclalmed ‘with unfeigned an-
guish:— .

“ Save me! save me! - Angel of beauty and
of purity, save me!”

“ From what ”

“ Myself!”

¢ Salvation comes for such as you an& I, only
through the Savior who died for us.”

“Save me !” he repeated. “ You can!”

“It 1% 1I,save you?! Oh, how shall I my-
self escape condemnation ¥

“You can save me if you w111 ” he msxsted
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but now another spirit was actuating him than
that which had only a moment since.

“ How #” she asked gently, and with compas-
sion.

“ By one word.”

“ That word-— what is it?” she asked, with

eager interest.

% Say that —that — I can nof speakit. Can
you not understand it 2’

The wild appeal rang through her heart. Sbe
hesitated —she bethought — she reflected on the

greatness of the pending issue, and she an- .

swered—

13 YGS.” :

“ And will you say that word ¥’

“ Never !”

“ Exquisite selfishness! There is a word that
comprehends, embraces all your life —and yet
you will not speak it? No—though you know
it would work salvation in me!”

“ It would not work salvation.”

“ 1t could not do otherwise! Salvation hangs
upon that word !

“ Salvation can not come — it never came in
such a way. Humble yourself to that degree,
Gansevoort Norton,” she said, pointing to the
child’s picture, “ or you will never—never be
saved. You are not looking to me, as that child
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looks to God ~—and if ;you were, how great the
gin! You know you. are not looking to me for
anything but retarn for a sentxment of which I
wish to know nothing.” :

“You wish to know nothing of it! Do you
know nothing of it? Youn never have loved
then, as I have loved you? . . I pity you.”

% You are taking the name of our Creatfor in
vain !V she exclaimed, now speaking fearlessly,
and as if inspired. . “ Do you not know that it is
Gop who is called Love? Do not pity me. I
rejoice that I shall not plunge with you into the
depth of an unsanctified passion. I could wish
to see you a better, a holier man. Guided by
that spirit of divine mercy what a glorious life
you might lead! To what prostitution do you
compel your high and beautiful gift! Lend
your pencil the force you give your words, and.

- then look at the result. For the first time in

your life, I assure you, the work you acecomplish
will satisfy you. Live, Gansevoort, to noble, to
pure purposes! Oh, if you only will, you may,
in this life even, meet with great reward! And
if you ‘do .not strive thus uprightly—truly to
yourself, and for art—what a shame will this
gift be to you. Itis for you— for you are one
of the appointed, to leave a record on earth to
the eternal loveliness and grandeur of purity and
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holiness. Look wupon that child—!learn from
that expression of your own work. Let your

soul droop to her knees, and pray consta.ntly for

you—you may grow perfect thus.”

Her words seemed to have made a favorable
impression ; she allowed herself to speak them
with such tender solemmty He said, in an-
gwer :—

“If I had you for my gulde always, I should
accomplish all you foretell. You might be my
deliverer. You might make this hell of a life
that I lead, a heaven ”

“ No,” she rephed “there is One mightier
than the mightiest of earth, who- will compass
you with the everlasting arms of his merey, if
you will only suffer him, Go to him. He alone
can help you.” .

It was only casting pearls before swine, and so
she felt it when, with another passionate out-
break, he fell on his knees before her, exclaim-
ing :—

“I have no faith but in you! I have made
you my God—1I will pray unto you therefore.
1 hawe sinned. I am unworthy. Suffer me to
be the least of all thy servants. Hawe mercy
upon me !

“Then I have compelled myself to speak this
much te ‘7 o in vain,” she said, rising, and lean-
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ing for support against the piano; one hand
drooped against the keys as she did so, and‘at
the touch, a plaintive, sorrowful sound escaped
that chorded well with the tone of her voice.
“You have driven away, and destroyed what
faith I had in you. . . I might prophecy for you
of your future. The fate of a man who has so
debased a conception of the eternal Father is not
uncertain. In denying him, you abandon all
that you need, all that is worth having. You
have not loved me—1I would still say it if you
repeated your protestations for ever. You will
again seek, as you have doubtless sought befors
this (and merely that you might thus give vent
to the imagination granted you to add beauty to
the treasury of beauty)—youn will give vent to
it in protestations which X.pray God may fall

- always on deaf ears, and dead hearts.. I do not

wish, I will not receive your gift. Remove it.
I will not have before me such a proof of your -
ability, knowing how wilfully you pervert the
talent God intrusted to you.  You have an idea
of the real nature of worship, and of holiness, or
you could never have painted this. You have
a rgreater love for sin,.or you could never have
descended to speak as you have to me. You
have sought to compass my ruin. I understood
your design, but my support, God ! has proved
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stronger than my tempter, you! Your selfish-
ness is astounding ; greater than I had imagined

could find place in the soul of an artist gifted of.

God. I charge you to never forget the failure
you have met in seeking to accomplish what you

well know you have sought to accomplish here.

I do not hope that this failure will prove a use-
ful lesson to you. You will but study it to learn
the way to better success in like attempts.”

Norton made no effort to interrupt Mrs. Ir-

ving as she spoke, nor to delay her going when
she moved toward the door, and vanished so from
his sight. He did not consider himself conquer-
ed —nor that he had seen her for the last time
in his life ;—Dbut when she was gone out he
placed the painting on the mantel, and left the
house humming a tune, and with a countenance
that expressed no sort of emotion ; nevertheless,
he was in a measure touched by her rebuke,

and to a great degree astonished by her daring, -

—%TImagination!” Isa, could you have seen
your friend when she was alone after that in-
terview! could you have heard the ery her'soul
repeated all that day, and the night that fol-
lowed, as she lay upon her bed exhausted by her
sorrow, and her fear for him, and the excitement
‘ber frail nature had undergone-tha.ﬁ ery which
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FOUND 118 WAY TO THE MERCFUL: ¢ God bs
mercifol to me!” You would not surely have
dared to think that the strength, and efficiency
of prayer, depends upon imagination! * -

That day Maty Irving cast Norton frorn hés
heart for ever. A dreadful sense of his com-

plete unworthinés§ crushed her completely and.

suddenly to death: and with a deeper, a more
importunateé longing for peace in the love of the

Invisible, she strove to nerve her heart with all
spiritual strength. -And though this strength’

was given in itd efficience too laté to avail for
any spiritual earthly purpose, she found it soon
enough to fit her soul for hegven.

XX,

When Roderick Irving vetiined home, aftér
hig short absence, and when Isa went back from
Richmond to her lodgings in J—, they were
both greatly shocked and amazed by the tidings
waiting their arrival, of the dangerous and almost
hopeless state to which Mary was reduced. For
neither th¢ friend rior the husband could longer

conceal from their 6wn mind the fact of which -

Mary had so clear 4 presentiment, that her days
were numbered. It Was & great grief for thém

to find her thué. 86 covertly had the dedtidyér

&
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done his work, so heroically had Mary borne
suffering and weakness, that the vigilant eyes
of devotion alone (more vigilant and tender eyes
than had rested on her since her mother wept
over her in their last parting, on her bridal-day)
could have traced back to its beginning the
change which now, to all around her, seemed
instantaneous.

Roderick Irving lamented this change. He
suggested every sort of remedy imaginable; he
was willing to do anything that might possibly
avert the fate which Isa saw at once was not to
be averted. Could he have had his own way,
instead of suffering her to remain and die, as
die she must, quietly at home, in her bed, he
would have set out with her, to journey to the
world’s end, had any one offered him the slight-

est hope that health would be found there. The -

idea of death, of death in his house, of her death,
was horrible. IHis song-bird to die! He had
never imagined such a thing was going to,
or could happen. And certainly, she seemed
dearer to him then than she had ever before.
Yet nothing like selfreproach mingled with
his fears for Mary, with the sorrow he felt, when
told finally she would not recover. Thus would he

have answered his conscience, had she presumed.
to question him. He had found Mary poor and

[
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feeble, compelled to work for a 11v1ng, and he

- had given her rest.  She was 4 passionate lover

of the beautiful; he had made her home a palace -
of beauty. He bad introduced her into circles,
which, but for him, had never opened to her.
She had journeyed at her will, and done all
things as she would.  He had done all for .
her that mortal man could do. It never oc-
curred to him, that in the perfect, constant
separation from her own home-circle, which he
enjoined wpon her, he was annulling all other
temporal benefits that he could confer. He
never thought that, surrounded as Mary was, by
all the outward means and appliances of comfort
and enjoyment, she might still feel in need, in
cruel and bitter want. e was so selfish that he
could nof even conceive of this. All he had ever
asked her to do for him was to sing, and in this -

~ respect he had not proved. exacting. Quiet,

lady-like, graceful, sensible, obliging, but the
furthest possible remove from brilliant—such a
woman had ‘his wife Mary been to him. And
exactly as such he thought upon her; and fain
would. he have so pleasant a cdnipanion spared
to -him- through all his own life. ‘She was too
young todie! There was far too much surround-
ing her of this' life’s good. She ought not to
dlel :
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These reﬂectiozis were the sum-total of his
thoughts on this novel subject. Repeatedly,
every day, he went over the ground of such re-
flections, going neither to the right nor to the
left of these. :

At the first he was beside his wife’s sick-bed
much of the time. She had never been ill
before . . . . he felt chained. He had some sort
of idea that his proper place was there. But then,
in that still place, solemn thoughts oppressed
—dreadfully oppressed him; and Mary could
say so little, and what she said was uttered
in such a strange, altered tone, that he was
frightened when he heard her. Besides, she
coughed so dreadfully and incessantly, and
looked so pale and emaciated, that he became
quite nervous. To hear her cough suffocated
him; when he looked at her he felt as though
he were in the presence of a ghost, or some-
thing unnatural. She was no longer his lovely

Mary.

And besides, again, and full as decisively, Isa

Lee was a constant attendant there; and- Rod-
erick Irving was actnally afraid of her. He did
not like her, either. Her very taciturnity seemed
t6 him the expréssion of ah unnaturdl and un:

amiable severity. He had never felt at ease iy
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her society, and, more 'espeeially; he found it

impossible for him to feel-80.in this sick chamber.
Furnishing himself with such excuses as these,
Irving, by degrees, entirely withdrew himself
from his wife’s bedside: but he needed not to
make apologies, nor to furnish. reasons for this;
his absence was felt by those coneerned only as
a relief.

On hearing of Mary’s xllness, Isa had at once
expressed a desire to be with her, and when she

‘signified as much, her offer met with grateful
- acceptance. And so she watched over and at-

tended her friend, until there was no more need
for waiter or for watcher. But her attendance
was given in a far different mood, and with
such curiosity and anxiety, as had not for an

‘instant been aroused in her recent watching by -

another sick-bed. -
“ The mystery of life and death” had not, at
the time of ‘Mzs. Dugganne’s. dangerous illness,

~ lappealed to her at all in the way it now did.

Weare’s presence, recollections of the past, pre-
vented her mind from turning its energy to the
study of the soul which all around her believed
was on the point of departure from the body.
And even here, by Mary’s sidé, while watch-

- ing the flickering light of the lamp that was al-
‘most exhausted, while pondering that poor, dying

13 .
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creature’s experience, and pitying a weakness
which, in fact, no Jonger existed, though she was
burning with the desire to speak to her friend
and extort from her the whole seeret of her
thought while departing, Isa could not—she
dared not do it. She suffered not a doubt to
escape her, though she knew that existence was
becoming less and less of an enigma to Mary,
and that the mystery of death was being unveiled
before her eyes. Something chained her will
fast; she found no words wherewith to express
her wonder or her imagining ; though she felt that
the life about departing had been, to a degree,
lived for her (how else could she account for it,
that they, so different in all respects, should

have been go strangely associated ), she made no -

questioning whatever concerning those things of
which she had, all her lifetime, argued with her-
self. A spell seemed upon her, restraining, pre-
venting her. She had no courage, no strength, no
ability, to speak with her friend of that faith in
which she was dying. What was it—who was

it—that prevented, that forbade her disturbing -

the tranquillity of Mary’s sundering nature ?
The little Mary found strength to say con-

vinced Isa that her faith was the faith of the

Christian. Yet the dying believed with fear

-and trembling. Not until she had passed beyond

A SUPPORT FOR THE LAST HOUR. 991

the long path of death, which life had proved t
her, could faith learn the hymri of conﬁdenééo
-ang’{ triumph ;- a8 yet it induced in. her onl :
patience, resignation, and hope. . Her confiden .
was, ﬁowever, fixed. It was enough to die bca
3 In her deepest grief and temptation it had beejlrl’
: ;‘:lﬁiCIGHt to live by. It was fixed on the unseen

Gai;h.er, on th.e immutable, self-existent, crea.tiﬁg
¥0d; and this confidence was so expressed, was
such a revealment of truth .and depend:an'ces
that,.l however much Isa believed her frien({

deceivefi, she would, on no account (éﬁd:' as w
have said, she could not, if s}ie‘viroﬁld) gi%é ﬁtté: |

ance to a word that should .
sustaining. - make the faith less

| Mary’s death was not one of ecstasy ; had it
been, Isa would not have failed to prozi;unce it
th-e ecstasy -of delirium; nor was it attended
with any degree of agony, with the throes of
mortal anguish, which sometimes attend the
departure of the holiest and best.- She went to -

1s:}lleep softly as an infant, and Isa, weeping, closed
e eyes which were blind to meortal sight for
ever, but Isa never thought to say :—

“Gop gave, and He hath taken!”_-u
For none u

pon earth was that qui .
home an event was that quiet going

fraught with lessons of wisdom or
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warning. To none was it a “savor of life”—to
none, and least of all to Isa Lee, was the simple
faith through which Mary Irving resisted tempt-
ation unto death, an example of that will which
is mighty, even in the weakest, unto boliness.
Roderick Irving’s gentle wife had lived and

died, apparently to no purpose, save as the ex- -

ceeding love and hope, and the great disappoint-

ment, through another, to the poor of her father’s

household. .

But, is it, indeed, true, that Mary’s pilgrlfnage
was wholly and for ever in vain? Where is the
mortal that believes it?

XXI.

After this death Isa Lee stood more completely
than ever alone in this world of striving intellect.
The only friend that her mind and her he.art
(yes, her mEART!) now recognised as influencing

and living in any degree for her, was Alanthus

Stuart.

The next five years of her life saw many
strange, unlooked-for changes wrought in her
experience. Through these years she was, a8
she had been ever since she made literature her
profession, a sincere and constant worker; but all
her efforts and all her aims— alas for her,-and for
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him, too, that they Would have it sol—were still
directed by that master—mmd -her first ac-
knowledged teacher!

Most nnhappily, most wofully for her, she had
effectually resuscitated him from that grave of his -
hermitlife! He was now (and it was owing to
her influence solely) as completely in the world .
as she was, but no more of it than she; and no
less scornful, opinionated, confident, and bold in

his mental life, than in those former solitary

years when he had held himself aloof from, in-
different to all, ™

With the reverence—with far more than the

* reverence and submission of the slave, did Isa

consciously subject her will and all her intellect-
ual powers to the guidance and direction of this
man. And very proud she felt, in rendering
the homage . .. for was he not her God, who was
become her will ¢ : _
In many respects her position in the world,
both of society and of letters, changed very much

~ during the progress of those yearg. In the

second year of his absence Mr. Warlen deter-
mined on residing abroad, and he therefore made
a final disposal of his paper. It passed into the
hands of other proprietors; and an editorial.
corps, actuated with very different principles

]
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from those held by Isa and Alanthus Stuart,
undertook the management of The Guardian.

It was not without regret that Isa relinquished
the work which had for many reasons been a
delight, as well as a pride to her. Nor was it
entirely without consternation that she saw the
new tone in which her well-beloved “ Guarpran”
was compelled to speak to the people. But when
she looked for consolation and encouragement to
one amply able to give it, from whom it could
not come without healing power, she had not to
look and wait in vain. He was her guide—he
would be her director still.

As composers of books, the indefatigable hands
and minds of these workers were now employed.
And TIsa, by these curious and powerful emana-
tions from her brain, won sufficient notoriety and
fame of a certain sort, that is, earnest attention,
to satisfy her. Works that her hand penned
were always attractive from their brilliant style,
and they were singular enough to enchain at-
tention — it became a fashion to read them, and
for a time, among certain classes, those who
longed and labored for the progress and ad-
vancement of their kind, to praise them; in
short, Isa was such a writer as no general read-
er pretended to be ignorant of.

It was not long, however, before critics

THE PROTECTOR. 205

aroused themselves, who, bearing in mind what
she dared to teach, felt justified in laying aside

“all show of gallantry in their endeavor to bring
- her to an account for the spirit of her writings.

These men were sufficiently bold and able to
separate the tares from the wheat, which grew
up in the visible fields of thought—her books.
They were so courageous as to say, that from her
very power and brilliancy, she was to be con-
demned for presenting immoral and dangerous
doctrines for the study of the people ; for pre-
senting: them, -foo, in an alluring guise that
would not fail to deceive, as to their true nature.
They declared that her fictions should be de-
cried, because her beautiful sophisms were so
beautiful ‘that they commended themselves al-
most resistlessly to the imaginations and passions
of young and old.

Stuart had instructed Isa in his faith-—he had
encouraged her in the maintenance of the ex-
treme opinions and principles which she was
now so powerfully and openly advocating, in
spite of all the astonishment and reproaches of
unbelievers. He felt -called upon, bound to de-
fend her; to aid her in proving to the world the
truth and justice of her tenets and positions. He
could do this—but not without producing re-
sults far other than those most desirable. Both
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he and Isa knew what the results must be, but
they had gone so far there was now no other
way than for him to lift his voice, and speak —
and defend. . . Well, the world recognised his
voice. ’

» % * * *

And then—then suddenly, but, alas, not. un-
accountably, Isa found herself standing alone,
forsaken by all in that world but him.

* * * * *

And yet her position was not irretrievable.
Had she wiLLep it even then, she might have
been saved ; but she had given him her will,
and she would not call it back.

Two ways of escape af this time unexpectedly,
certainly providentially, opened for Isa : through
the: marriage covenant, which she had set at
naught, mocked, defied —and with it defied the
world’s opinion and that confidence, without
which human life were, to woman, nothing worth,

But Isa did not, would not, or, perhaps, she
could not (let us think it in charity), see the
hand of God outstretched toward her through
these men. And perhaps only one of them
might have looked on himself, and have been
looked on by the discerning, as a dehverance
for a woman like her.

He who did so look, was one who had care-

-
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fully read her whole heart and soul—hfe in hel ,

~ writings, the long lost sight of good old General

8-—. But from the hope. of saving Isa from a
worse fate than matrimony, he would never

-have thought of marriage. It was not in his

own behalf that he determined to speak with
her. Almost the whole of this man’s life had
been spent in the service of others—it was a fit
conclusion for his pilgrimage that he should de-
vote its final years to the cause of the solitary,
defenceless, and defamed  girl, whom he saw so
sadly in need of a guide, and friendly counsellor,

His interest in Isa-had been first arcused on
the night shortly after her arrival in J-—, when
she had. discussed so earnestly with him the
question of woman’s rights. A desire fo see
and hear more of her, led him to a thorough
study, and consequently to a better knowledge
of her mental nature, than any mortal with the
exception of Alanthus Stuart, had. No woman,
alas! had ever understood or comprehended
her, as these men had —women shrunk from,
were afraid of her; and from him who could have
saved her, she turned away, preferring the pro-
tection of him who could only be her ruin.

Asg time went on unfolding the capacities of
Isa’s intellect-more and more, revealing through
all patural disgnisements, the unnatural bent

13%




298 A NOBLE GIFT REJECTED.

that intellect was taking, as her danger and her
power became more apparent, the old man
found his interest equalling his compassion—
both were completely roused; and when finally
the Lour for rescue came, if rescue were indeed
still possible, he bethought him with the sudden-
ness of inspiration of the way through which he
himself could save her.

He was no prophet, but he scanned her future

with a prophet’s eye; he read the works she

wrote, and those which bore her own and
Stuart’s names unitedly ; he saw how vast, and
constantly increasing, was the mutual influence
they exerted, and he knew she needed an arm
of flesh to save her. There was but one way —
he offered her his name, his fame, his fortune.
It was a gift that many a prouder woman
might proudly have accepted. But it was no
affectation — in her heart Isa scoffed at the idea
of the bond thus to be imposed. Forgetful, or
unconscious to the last, or else defiant of the in-
finitely more galling bonds, for such even to her
they must eventually prove, which the moral
government of the world would force upon her.
This was the first—it was also the last time
in his life that General 8— exposed himself to
such rejection. DBuf, mortified vanity had noth-
ing whatever to do with the deep and abiding

A MISINTERPRETED IDEA. 200

regret he felt because of it. He had offered Isa
his name with the single idea that it was power-
ful to cover her with honor, who was recklessly
exposing herself, however pure in heart she
might be, to dishonor. His sorrow, when. he
failed in his unselfish, noble endeavor, was not
for himself —it was for her only, and for her
sincerely.

Ganéevoort Norton, who, as Mary Irving had
predicted he would, lavished on hiis baser passions
all the great force of the imagination given him
to work worthily in that calling to which Nature
ordained him, in a mad love (he called it love,
and we use the word as he did, aware, however,
of the prostitution) in a-mad love for Isa Lee,
called forth by her peculiar beauty, which he
could well appreciate, and. increased by her
fame, and fraught with an uncommon interest,
from the strange and proud position she, in her

“isolation, asumed, himself famous now, and as

r 1ch so for his vices as for his eloguence ag a
8] aker and his genius as an artist—this Gan-
sevoort Norton, utterly mlsmtelpretmg the wri-
tings and the nature of Isa, and wronging her by
his proﬁig’ate ‘desire to a degree only surpassed
by the wrong she was heaping on herself—this

- man dared to throw himself at Isa’s feet and




g g 5 B, =M o s L R A S i weoe

S bt

300 THE POET’S BROTHER.

if she did not indignantly spurn him, from that
assumed humility with which he fell before her,

it was not because she did not know his abject- .

ness, nor because she did not despise it. She
had never borne with him at all from the mo-
ment that she was aware of what had passed
between him and Mary Irving, but for the dear

memory of his dead poetsister. All that she -

could do she had done, from the time when
Mary -so suddenly fainted in the midst of her
work; and her labor for his reformation had
been, like Mary’s, in vain. He did not under-
stand her, and he offered her his “love”! DBut
what had she to do with the love of such a man?
To her, misgnided as she was, misunderstood as
she was doomed to be, life in marriage with a
man like Norton would have been—1I say it in
no spirit of exaggeration—would have been an
irremediable plunging into the torments of hell.

It was not to accomplish any such- destiny as
might have been hers with either of these suitors
for a protector or companion, that Isa had reached

this point, and as certainly was it not with-any.

other passion than a defying and deifying pride,
that she chose to accept for a protector, gnide,
and home-companion, the man whom she had
chosen for a God to follow him! A gulf yawned
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between them, their hands clasped across it.
They thought not of peril —it was their disdain.
Isa’s will was throned now, as it had never be-
fore been throned, in the brain of Alanthus
Stuart. He was become her All in All-—her
Thought, her Hope, her Love, her Life!

XXIL

-Turn many pages in the book of years. Pass’
by the record of wanderings through-a desert
of poverty that followed fast upon this last daring
step that Isa took—of benefactions from un-
known sources, which Isa’s heart many a time
traced to the heart of one long dead to her—

- even to the heart of Weare Dugganne—pass

by the record of a night when two proud souls
bent to the dust, and wept and agonized, and
none came near fo comfort them —pass by the
record of that unutterable grief with which, in
the despair of their bereavement, Stuart and
Isa buried the child that was born to them—
turn all these many pages of afflictions, reverses,
sorrows, wrongs! The years have done their
work; their mission of judgment is fulfilled.
Isa and Stuart are together and alone, still faith-
ful to each other, still the slaves, not.the rulers,
not -the monarchs of .their Demon-Thought.
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Dauntless, brave, and bent on victory, still they
cling to one another, and the thought of their
disunion is the last they will receive. ‘

Only the final pages of the most strange book
of their years, may I, or have I the heart to tran-
geribe. But this is written—1let it stand for a
MEMORIAL.

One dreary evening of a dreary midwinter
day saw the death of Isa Lee.

Neither in the room where she lay, nor in the
house which she called home {she who had bet-
ter been shelterless than call that place ¢ home”),
were any traces or tokens of poverty, or of hum-
ble life, to be found; for they had valianily bat-
tled with, and conquered, want, need, adversity;
they were prosperous in worldly matters now.
It was a romantic, and besides a very comfort-
able nook, in a corner of the world that Alanthus
Stuart aud Isa Lee had fixed on for their abiding
place, and their own energetic labors had gained
it for them. All their earthly treasure was gath-
ered with them there ; they were together; their
works were before them; and beneath Isa’s
study-window was a little grave, where their only
child was sleeping—so bravely did they still
defy the world, so proud and grand a world was
that which they believed within their control. -

In this house, from the time of their dwelling

| A GRIEF FOR TEARS, 803

together, Isa, as well as Stuart, had ‘wremit-
tingly continued her hterary labors ; but in" the.
recent months her strength had grea.tly failed

her: with ill health, ambition had also in a

measure failed; and fhis, ‘the last year of her
PILGRIMAGE saw her fading and di'ooping, day
by day growing weaker and weaker, until the
last day of her life dawned. '

With emotions never to be expressed on his
part, nor fo be explained by another, Stuart had
watched this gradumal, sure, irresistible decay.
e beheld the courageous being whom he loved
now- with an all-absorbing devotion, perishing —
yes, perishing before his eyes ; he saw, too, that .
Isa was fully alive to the knowledge of this -
inevitable fate. But it was long before they
could bring themselves to speak of the fate ap-
pointed, by the Will opposed to theirs, which
was hurrying her away ; and the first time they
attempted to do so, they wept like children.
Though such tears were speedily banished, in
their hearts both wept incessantly through all
the days of darkness that ensued. In those first,
few, visible tears, they seemed to have expended
or vanquished all their fear and grief; and it
was an awful sight to see the perfect calmness
with which they would then speak with each
other of separation, death, and change—a fear-
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ful sight, for their help, their strength, was not
in God. They had lived together, it can not be
denied, very happily. When society forsook
them, the very reason for which she disowned
them was, in itself, sufficient to bind them more
closely together. When poverty came down

upon them ‘like an armed man,” they found a .

gifficiency in each other, and patiently, and
hopefully, and lovingly, they strove on, until they
commanded both success and fortune. When
death bore away the little creature who-was
more than the world, or fame, or fortune to them,
they found their consolation in each other, though
the grief really never died out of the heart of

either, By their energy, they at last compelled

the world to grant them fortune —the world
bought their works once more: and other favor
at the hand of their increasing audience they
wished not, asked not, would not accept. They
could ecommand hearers; but they never strove
to re-enter the world, which, according to their
belief, was too weak to conceive of the spiritual
beauty, the spiritual freedom and grandeur of
their alliance.

Isa’s devotion to her protector was not now
what it had been, when she first knew and
bowed before Stuart. It was a thousand times
intensified —she loved him even
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o the depth, and breadth, aud height
Her soul could reach, when feeling, out of sxght.
For the ends of bemg and ideal grace ! o

And  her « soul’s expresgion” to him fully
equalled thig confesswn of another —

« I love thee to ;hé level of e}irery_day’s
Most quiet need, by sun and candlelight ;
I love thee freely as mei strive for right ;
I love thee purely as they turn from praise ;
I love thee with the passion put to use
In.my old griefs, anp wrth 'y cnmnnoon’s
FAITH." - '

M

‘She never had fepented ‘that she took so bold

-a stand with e, - And is it asked by any who

are wont to look to this life’s experiences for
God’s judgment on evil deeds done in the body,
is it asked, what had meanwhile become of coxn-
BOIENCE, of the innate sense of riemT and wrone,
of purrrY and siw? 'She had overcome, destroy—
ed it all! But not consciously, as the soul BEnT
ON sINNING battles with itself, and its divine in-

stinets; so thorough was her worship, 8o abso-

lute her belief in him, so completely was he her
God, and she his worshipper, so deaf and blind
was she to all that other mortals in her position

-might have accepted for warwivgs and ProvI-
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pENCES, 80 completely had she destroyed what
people sometimes call their moral sensibility,
that her life with Stuart was never for one mo-
ment an unhappy one. The course she had
taken, so defiant and extraordinary, was never
for one moment repented.

‘Was her condemnation any the less? was her
blindness less to be deplored, because she did
not, like others who have found themselves in
positions resembling hers, repent, and weep, and
strive to retrace the path by which she had
wandered from virtue? was she the purer, the

holier, because so strong in her will that she

never thought of severing herself from him, when
they were once united? Was her career one
which the world could behold with less of trem-
bling because the Almighty poured never out

upon her the fury of his wrath? because he
spared her afflictions with which he sometimes

chasteneth his faithful children? . . .

Stuart for his part never anticipated separa-
tion from any cause but death./ He saw clearly
that Isa’s love, and confidence, and veneration,
were what he might count on so long as their
lives should be spared. And there was no dan-
ger that he would ever weary of her, for her
weakness. On the contrary, he loved her more
and more, a8 he learned her dbetter, for a heart

' THE STUDENT ALONE. 80T

more devoted and true than hers, never beat.
He became full as fervent a worshipper of her
beauty, and her woman-soul, as she was of his
intellect. : . '

Therefore the idea of such a separation as
reason assured them was approaching, when
sickness and disease fastened on Isa, was to
them one of unutterable agony. But when they
had received it, and pondered upon it, and
spoken of it to each other, they began to grow
peaceful and calm again, and to abandon the
almost frantic efforts which they had both made
to arrest the progress of the resistléss One.

On this mid-winter evening, this evening of
her death, Stuart was alone—and for the first
time in months alone, in his study. Failing
health, much pain, intolerable weariness, had
been to the last defled, and every day and every
evening Isa had sate beside his desk, suggesting
to him, or herself engaged with her pen.  But
on this day and evening Isa’s will had failed
her —she was canquered at last by weakness.

Stuart wrote rapidly, as one who works to fin-
ish a nearly completed and an important task.
He was writing the closing lines of a work
which bore their united names as authors, for
Isa bad "fornished niany of its most’ novel
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thoughts, and had indeed with her own hand
written for it many chapters.

Isa lay listening to the sound of Stuart’s un-
flagging pen, and watching his shadow where
it was cast on the opposite wall. She was not
wondering now upon the probable fate or issue
of the last work that would embalm thought and

- imagining of hers. Her ambition to astonish,

to dazze, if she ever was infected with such am-
bition, was long gone, and there was but for her
one thought now—the thought was rove. She
was recalling all their united life, she was think-
ing of the years when they were so powerfully
affecting each other, long before they came un-

der one roof to live together, without assuming

one name. She was contrasting that great and
mighty love she bore him, with an affection that
had gone before, 4 love that had distarbed her
earlier youth—and, oh, how poor, how paltry,
did that seem, compared with this !

Years had passed since she had even heard
of Dugganne, or of his mother— months had
pa.ssed since she had even thought of them—
but they were recalled to her mind now—she
contrasted the life almost over, with that she
would have led with him, and her heart and
mind proudly decided anew, as if for the first
time, that the love, guidance, companionship of
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Stuart was her best good her mcomparable
good !

And then she- thought of the separatlon that
was near at hand —of Stuart, when she should
be with him no more—of his loneliness; for she
knew that no other woman would ever fill the
place that she had filled in his heart or home.
She thought of his future on earth, of his triumphs,

“and his finally-acknowledged greatness. = She

did not weep, nor shed one tear, as the thought
of all this future went through her mind, though
he had never seemed so preclous, so dear, so

~ glorious, as now, when she was going from him

for ever; and thinking of him and that for ever,
the shadow of which was hovering over her, she
sate up in her bed, and leaned forward, that she

might look on hxm, her Granr MAS’I‘ER—THOUGHT, |

as he sate bending over his desk at work,

She was too weak even for the little exertion
required in this movement, and almost instantly
her head drooped again to her pillow., She

slept and dreamed. Yet it was scarcely a mo-

ment more when she called Stuart strongly and
clearly to her side.

She had striven to rise again, Stuart looked
up; he saw her gazing on him, and for an instant
his heart failed him, for he interpreted the mean-
ing of her look. Laying aside his pen, he¢ rapidly




310 AN ALLEGORIC DREAM.

crossed the room, clasped her to-his Jbreast, and

kissed her.

The movement and the emotion thus betrayed
were unwonted on his part. He looked at her
steadily, as if he would read all her thoughts,
but he failed toread all. She smiled so brightly
and tenderly upon hira, he counted yet on weeks
of life for her, and, relieved from the fear that
tortured him almost to madness while he keld
her in his arms, he kissed her once more, and,
without “having uttered a word, was turning to
go and resume his task, when she again repeated
his name: “Stuart]” She spoke this time more
faintly, less steadily, than when she called him
to her side; and now grief almost mnmanned
him, as fear had done before. But, in her anxi-
ety to speak, she did not observe his emotion.

“Stuart,” said she, “wait while I tell you. I
slept just now, and I had the strangest dream. I
had one like it, long ago. It is so singular; let
me tell it you.” He would not deny her, though
he would gladly have done so. His presenti-
ment was of evil, for she spoke as one in fear and
bewilderment. “I was out sailing on the ocean,
over beautiful clear water—as clear as Ontario
was, Alanthus, that day when we went to Niag-
ara. But there came up a sudden storm. Oh,
I never dreamed before of such mountains of
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‘waves as -broke over us and around us! I-was

afraid ! W":‘An& then, when I looked about, and
van through the ship, seeking for you, Stuart, I

“could not find you. I asked every one for you,

but none could - tell me where you were. Dear
soul! I grew so terrified, and then I heard a
great cry, and some one said, ‘There! the ice- .
berg. is. just upon us?® There was a craah and
such gn awful cry of fright went up. from the
ship! I was floating away; and I did not care
if I was lost, Stuart, since I had lost you. I
made no effort to save myself. But at last I
heard your voice. You stood up high on the
summit of the iceberg, and I was drawn up just
by your glance, till T stood beside you, on that "
flashing, glorious mounntain! I was saved, and
80 happy, Stuart, when I stood there! I would

* gail through a rougher sea than that, my beloved,

and endure a greater fright, to know again such

_ unutterable bliss as I felt while rising from those

horrible waters to a place beside you, drawn up,
my angel, by the glorious llght of your eyes!... =
But,” she said, hesitatingly, and in a W}nsper,

“I dd not think that L costéd wake again, if I

. dreamed, and heard that cry of the lost passen-

gers! Ob, it was so horrible! It frightens me
yet, though it was but a dream !”
. “What was the ory —despairing 1" he asked,
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for he knew by the look she fixed. apon him that
she was only waiting for the question.

“Tt was despair, fear, grief, and then, I thought
at last, hope. It was the cry of ‘Gop!’ Stuart.”

“The very call natural for a crowd to make.

Yoy, did not make that cry ¢

“] was thinking but of you.”

*“The passengers were lost §”

“All but I. Even the ship went down, and
there was a mighty calm.”

“And you ascended from the waters fo the
throne beside me ?”?

“Yes, I was saved by you.” (

“Isa,” he said, “how marvellous a mystery
is this life! Oh, that you might abide here yet
longer! That we might together solve this won-
drous problem! “You and I have gone far; and
it seems to me, that if we made but one other
step of progress, our hands would rest upon the
key, which, turned in its lock, would unveil to
our eyes every mystery of nature. Remain with
me! Go on with me! we have only begun to
accomplish |”

He was endeavoring to perform 4 miracle by
his own energy of will, communicated to gesture,
voice, and glance—to arouse her, and restore
her to health! And for an instant she did seem

fired with new life; but it was only for an in-
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‘ptant that they ‘were unconscious of the madness

of his words. She struggled to arise, but fell

“back in the endeavor. Looking up into his

face, she smiled, and said: “Not yet; but
together we wifl soon unveil the mystery! Stuart,
do you believe that man will yet dlscover how
to master death ?”

“T have no doubt of 1t, Isa. Th_lB it is which
makes the thought of parting with you terri-
ble—this shocking waste of life! oh, to the fu-
ture generations with whom death shall no longer
be a mnecessity, but merely a choice, what mad-

.men, what blmd idiots, we shall seem.”

« Stuart .
“Well, Isa »

“Would death Wlth you be a chome, 1f you
became his master
 “Yes,” he answered her in deep emotion.
“The world will have lost-all its charm to me,
Isa, when you go from it.” _ |

“But you will be content to labor still for the
advancement of the people? You will not let
your soul stay in its grand progress! -You will

- not suffer your voice to fail, Stuart, you W111 -

not ‘
« Not il T am lying here, in this roonm, upon )

this bed where you lie, my head upon this pil ™

low that supports your head —then my voice |
: ‘ 14 : '
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may fail, my hand will falter, but my work will
be all accomplished.”

“Who will watch beside you then, as you
watch over me ?—who” — As she spoke, a light
tap at the door was made. Stuart was so ab-
gorbed by her words that he did not hear it; but
Isa caught the sound, and, thinking it was the
physician or the servant, said, “ Come in.”

To their surprise a stranger entered ; he was,
however, no stranger to Isa, the dying woman:
ay,though it was long since she had looked upon
 the figrure that advanced into the room, muffled
as it was-against the cold, she knew Weare
Dugganne, and a faint ery of surprise broke from
her. He went up to her without ceremony, and
gaid : —

“I heard you were ill, Isa. Forgive my
coming here, if my presence paing you: I was
compelled to come.”

“You heard I was dying,” she said, gazing

on his care-worn and haggard face, not with the:

anxiety of one who longed to hear her conviction
refuted, but with the steadfast, tender gaze of
one who felt that she was looking on a long-ab-
sent and dear friend for the last time ; then she
added quietly :—

“It is strange that you should meet for the
first time here to-night. He heard I was dying,
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and came! I hardly deserved as much from
him. This is Weare Dugganne, Alanthus Stuart?
The men bowed and looked gravely on each
other for an instant; then their attention was
again drawn to Isa. | a .
“Do you wish to have him here ¢ whispered
Stuart, as he bent over her and arranged her
pillows. ‘ :
“Yes, if you are willing,” she answered faintly.
- Asilence of many minutes ensued. Dugganne
stood at the foot of the bed : he declined to 'sit

when Stuart placed a chair. for him. Fmally L

he said : —

“Am I mtrudmg here? Is the frlendship and
interest evidenced in my coming as scon as I
heard of your——her—Isa’s slc]mess, disagree-
able to you, gir?”’ .

“No, sir,” Stuart br1eﬂy rephed |
~ “No, Weare, I am sure it is not,” Isa said
kindly. “I am very glad to see you. Tell me
of your mother, Weare,”

“J came to bring you her blessing, Isa.” Xe
laid his hand upon her head and blessed her; and
Isa silently took the hand in hers and pressed
her lips upon it. :

' “She has gone before me, then,” she sa.ld at
length. “How went she, Weare?”

“In peace, and hope, and gladness.”
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“ And she sent me her blessing.”

“With her dying breath.”

“Your life has been a gospel fo 'm_e, Weare
Dugganne. You have never brought me any
but ¢ glad tidings of great joy.””

She overlooked, she had forgotten, all that
had gone between them: she remembered only
the present, and that far past when he had be-
sought for her a home in his own mother’s house.

—“ And you,” she added, ¢ you are happy,
Weare ?”

He hemta.ted—-—“Yes 1 he said in a clear,
* firm tone.

“You are noble and worthyl Stuart, take
this man to your heart as a brother. He is
worthy.”

Stuart took the hand Dugganne extended to

him, with solemn cordiality..

There was a silence, and the two men saw
that rapid changes were passing in Isa : they saw
it with emotion— what varied emotion! Her
face grew very pale, and her body was in a con-
stant shiver: yet she was not trembling with fear.

Stuart looked at Dugganne, and his glance had
a world of meaning in it. He sat down on the
bedside, and, taking Isa’s hands in his, he pressed
them fervently. She looked up info his face as
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- if she understood his movement——as though -

his soul had asked her soul a question; and she
said : — \

“ No, Stuart, I do not fear to die.”

Yet to Dugganne she looked not so much like
Isa, the fearless, dauntless woman he had known,
as the confiding child whose teacher was beside
her, and who had ceased to believe all save What
that teacher told her. -

“ For the last time — —do you gntlclpate a.n-"
nihilation, Isa %’

He said it so tenderly that Weare c;;lﬂd
scarcely believe the words issued from him.

. He leaned forward, and looked with serutiny

on Stuart’s countenanqe——-and Stuart’s face wag

ot averted, but Dugganne-was baffled in his

attempt to read if this strange man were ma-
king of that death-hour ‘a time for triumph over
him. If Stnart were seeking to assure himself,
or Isa, or to prove before him that the woman’s
faith was enough to die by, Dugganne could not
tell. : a
“No,” said Isa, in reply, “THERE 8 No AN-
smmATIoN. I have never for a moment ima-
gined that there is. I am going within the veil
—you will follow me. T shall wait just beyond
the point on which your eyes are fized now. . I
will not go further until you join me, Alanthus.”

<8
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“ Stuart! Stuart!” exclaimed Dugganne, in & -

suppressed tone, so low that Isa could not hear,
“ why will you not speak to her now the name
of God? Are you making a vietim of her? Do
you traly love her? Save her, then 1”

“ Peace !” said Alanthus, with calm authority,
but his face worked as in convulsion. Perchance

God’s spirit was proclaiming to him then an aw- -

ful truth, and making for him there a dreadful
~ revelation. Buthis human pride supported him
— that was not the place, then was not the hour,

- for himAo quail.

Evidently there was something in Dugganne’s
words which affected him more than he would

acknowledge. Perhaps, thought Dugganne, it

is pride struggling with his conviction of truth,
and they may yet be saved. DBut he knew,

as he thought’ thls—-that it was a vain, wild

hope. S
« Tsa,” said Stuart, I will meet you TEERE.
‘We shall never be separated after that re-union.
Perish the dream that death is anything but
change! Long ago, I told you that I had my
guardian-angel! She iz being now withdrawn
from the sight of these eyes, but to my inward
vision she stands revealed for ever! You wiil
not even for a second be conscious of separatmn,
Isa; nor shall I. When others might, because

. was a smile on him.

LAST WORDS : “imr T8 @o. ”. - 819

of their spmts’ apathy, be conscmus s of loss, we :

shall be: aware,of immeasurable ‘gain! T shall
know of you as gear———-you will constantly behold
your soul’s husband and our child, You will be
near me for ever and for ever. While I remain

- on earth, to guide and guard e, sitige our

spmts are proved o 1nev1tably ONE. ~We have
never been so entire, complete an existent, as we

yet shall be. Perfect, eternal, beautiful, shall

our union be, my beloved, my beloved! In the

" day-time and the mght in bitterest need,\xp lone-

liness, in desertion, in danger, wherever 1 go,

%whatever I do, you will-be with me!- Tam
" above the world I His voice grew fainter, and

lower ; he bent over Lier more closely, and whis-
pered in her ear while her "eyes and her smile
were upon him, until the beating of her heart
was imperceptible, and he believed ghe breathed

_no longer. For a moment after he thought that

she was dead his head bent upon her breast, but

not one sigh escaped him —not one tear fell.
Suddenly she moved again; she Tooked upon

Dugganne — her lips parted and she cried out,

R G‘OD !” .

There was another apparent deparl:ure of the
gpirit, and another re-awakening— ‘STUART,
LET TS Go,” she said softly, and her last look

)
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« Dugganne,” Stuart said, at length, to the
pale, motionless man beside him ;  Dugganne,
how beautiful is that change which we call
death! T have lost her daily presence of the
body ~—oh, how I have gained thusin nearness
of souf She is dwelling in me now! Our

® T

union is complete and eternal |

He spoke a8 though forgetful of the thoughts
and emotions which his heart-broken listener

had so plainly revealed since he came there. .

And Dugganne passionately exclaimed in an-
swer :— ‘

« May God, whom you have denied, pardon
you, Stuart, for your cruelty and blasphemy!
You have ruined an immortal soul!”

His voice proclaimed no anger, but it trem-
bled with the passion of grief; and when he had
finished speaking he bent hastily over the life-
less body—he did as she had done, in days
long gone, to him-—repeatedly pressed his lips
to her forehead, and before Stuart could speak
again, DUGGANNE HAD DEPARTED FROM IsA
LEE’s PRESENCE FOR EVER.

THE END.
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men will not willingly et die”—Men of the Time in 1852, -

“ Choosing from the ample range of Scottish history, occasions which are near and
dear to the popular sympathy of his country, Mr Aytoun, confident of the force of
strong convictions and a direct appeal to the elementary emotions of the human heart,
bas presented us eight noble lays—clear in feeling, simple and direct in expression,
and happily veried and variable in measure, which will, we are confident, outlive many,
if not ail, of his more pretentious and ornamented contemporaries,”—Literary World,

ALSO,

'THE BOOK OF BALLADS.

EDITED BY i

'BON GAULTIER.
One Volume, 12mo., Cloth—Prior 75 ofs.-

% Bon Gaultier himeelf, his wit, satire, and versification, remained-a ¢ Yarrow wut«
vieited! The opuscula of that huthorous writer, somehow marvellonsly eseaping the
prehensile fingers of our publishers, were yet unknown to American readers ; though
a1 occasiopal whiff and stray eroms of the choice volume had now and then transpired .
through the columns of a magazine or newspaper,

« Bon Gaultier's Book of Ballads is eimply the wittiest and best thing of the kind sin
the Rejected Addrasses. - Its parodies of Lockhart (in ghe Spanieh Ballads), of Tenny-

‘son (his lovely aing-aon'ﬁ puerilities), of Macaulay (the sounding Roman strain), of

Moses_(the * puff poetical), are, with a dozen others, in various ways, eny of them
equal to the fimous Crabbe, and Scott, and Coleridge of the re-ascending Drury Lane."
Laterary World, .

o IN PRESS, :
Manon Lescaul.
’ BY E ’
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JUST PUBLISHED,

CHARACTERS IN THE GOSPEL

ILLUSTRATING

PHASES OF CHARACTER AT THE PRESENT DAY.
By Rev. E. H. CHAPIN,

One Volume, 12mo., Cloth—Price 50 cfs.

SUBJECTS.

1. John the Baptist ; the Reformer.

II. Herod ; the Sensualist,
I, Thomas; the Bkeptic.

IV, Pilate; the Man of the World.

V. Nicodemus; the Seeker after Religion,
VI, The Bisters of Bethany.

“ Each of the persons here named is trken as & representative, or type, of a class still
found in the world, whose charactoristics the preacher draws out and illustrates for the
dmstruction, reproof, or correction of his hesrers and readers. The work is done with
& skilful hand, and in a atyle attractive and impressive. The book furnishes not only
agreeable, but very useful and inetructive reading.”"— Boston Traveller,

# The preacher has selected the most striking traits in each character delineated, sa

typical of clasees at the present day., The practical nature and perpetuel freshness of .

the Gospel narrative are strikingly exhibited, in the paraliels he draws between the
times therein described and our own."—Journal of Commerce,

“ They are forcible in style, vizorous in thought, and earnest In spirit; and, although
there is much in it from which we would most decidedly dissent, the book may be
profitably perused by every mind of common discrimination,"—Courier & Enguirer.

“As we rerd his pages, the reformer, the eensualist, the skeptic, the man of the
world, the seeker, the sister of charity and of faith, stand out from the Scriptures, and
join themselves with our own living world. The voluwe is very instructive, eloguent,
and quickening, fuil of thoughts snd purposes most vital to our liberal views of
Christianity."— Ohristian Enguirer,

#Tbe author of this work is well known as an eloquent lecturer, and those who read
this voluine will not be disappointed in their expectations. It ie intended to help the
reader to realize the vivid truthfulness and the perpetunl freshness of the gospel narra-
tive. While.we dissent {rom =ome of his opinions, we recommend it a2 an able and
eloquent work.”— albany Express. . -

+
*Mr. Chapin has an easy, graceful style, neatly touching the outlines of his pictures,
and giving great consistency and beauty to the whola. The reader will find admirable
descriptions, some most wholesome lessons, and & fine spirit. He must not, however,
look for deeply spiritual views, nor for an estimate of men and deeds by the orthodox
standard. They are rhetorically very creditable, and deal with religious truth with an
earnestness not alwaya to be found in the writer’s denomination."—N. Y. Evengelist,

**Mr. Chapin i{e a graphic painter. He writes in a forcible, bold. apd fearless man-
ner: and while we can not accord with sll his views, many sugrestfve thoughta and
useful reflections may be derived from its pages."— Religious Herald ¢ Ri mond, Va.)

“These discourses have heen delivered by Mr. Chapin from the phigit. and all who
have listened to the epeaker can stinet to the charm which his eloquence throws around
any subject that he handles. These discourses teem with beautiful imagery, and
shound with strang, pungent truths, and whoever reads one will read the book
through,”--Olive Branch (Boston,)

A NEW AND POPULAR VOLUME.

 TALES AND TRADITIONS
HUNGARY.
BY THERESA PULSZKY.

With a Portrait of the Author.
In One Volums, Cloth—Prics, $1 25.

Tug sbove contains, in sddition to the English publication, a NEW, Prerice, and

TALESs, now first printed from the manuseript of the Author, who has a ¢t interest in
the publication. : :

S

CONTENTS,

1, The Baron’s Daughter, 11. The Cloister of Manastir,
2. The Castle of Zipsen, 12. Pan Twardowsky,
_ - 3. Yanoshik, the Robber, 13, The Poor Tartar,

4. The Free Shot, 14, The Maidens’ Castle,”
5. The Golden Cross of Korosto, 15, The Hair of the Qrphan Girl,
6. The Guardians, . 16, The Rocks of Lipnik,
7. 'The Love of the Angels, 17, Jack, the Horse-Desler.
B. The Maid and the Genii, 18. Rlingaohr of Hungary.

- 9, Ashmodai, the Lame Demon, 19 Yanosh, the Hero,

10, The Nun of Rauchenbach, 20. The Hungarian Qutlaws,

21, Tredition of the Hungarian Race,

NOTICES OF THE ENGLISH PRESS,

“The old fairy lore of the world, though as familiar to us as our own names, na i
loges its charm, if it only be told to new tunes~—if Cinderella’s godmother presents heg
to the over-worked and ill-used child in a national costume—if we find < Ogien the

_ #ikting, walting for the time when he is to arise and deliver the world, in some fresh szbe

terranean cavern—if wo. learn that there have been other seekers for the great carbunel
besides the p in the ‘Far West, whose tEi]gri.mage wWae HO imp:wessivelg told by Mr,
Hawthorne; and other ‘free shots' besides the one done into music by Weber in his-op-
era. We are as glad to dream of finding the lost * Golden Cross of Korosfo' as if we had -
not been already set a-yearning by Moore for - o i
. ¢The round towers of other days,’
buried deep in the bosom of Lough Neagh. But, in addition to these universal storios-
old as time, and precious as belieF—Madame FPulazky hes a special budget of her own,
The legend of ‘ The Castle of Zipsen’ is told with racy humor, Whimsically absurd, too,
are the matrimonial difffeultios of Pan and Panna Twardowsky, as here related; while
the fate of Vendciin Drugeth reveals how !the wild huntsman' may be varied, 50 as to
give that fine old legend 8 more orthodox snd edifying close than the original version
posseases,  Most interesting of all are ‘ The Hungarian Outlaws,’ "—London Adtheneum,
“ Thia work claims more attention then is ordinerily given to books of its clasa, 'Such
fs the fluency and correciness—uny, even the nicety und felicity of style—with which

" Madame Pulazky writes the English language, that merely in this respect the tsles hers

eollected form a curious study. But they contain also highly suggestive illustrations of
national literature and character. To not d few of the ¢ traditions’ of Hungery s living
foree and significance are etill itaparted by the praetices as wall as the be]iefg:f her peas-
antry and people, and none were better qualified than the suthor of this book to give fa
miliar and pointed expreasion to these national traits. . .| . The pride and power of the
landed noble, in contrast with the more gaudy but less real l;guwer of the court—the eon.
tinual struggle of the classes in immedinie proximity with the noble-—and (that fancy so
peculiar to Tude in every country) the calling in of the common robber to redresa
the unequyl social bulance—are among the vEn'omimanl: subjects of the traditions related by
Madame Pulszky with much beauty and vivacity, The tale or tradition which holds a
middle place between these and the purelyfantastic, is that which describes the home.
life of the pessany, and, at the same time, satisfies the love of distant adventure, which he
cultivates as he follows his plough.”---London Examiner. " . -

* Freshaess GF subject is invaluable in literature—Hungary is atill fresh ground. J¢ hes
been troddeny But it is not yet & common highwsy., The tales and liﬁgnds &Ye very varls
ous, from thé ¥nere traditionsl snecdote to the regular legend, and have the sort of
interest whith all nutional traditions excite."—JLondon Leader.




NARRATIVES ] JUST PUBLISEED,

I one Volume, 12mo., cloth, Prics $1.35,
OF - :

SORCERY AND MAGIC; | NIGHTSIDE OF NATURE

FROM THE MOST AUTHENTIC SOURCES, GHOSTS AND G-HOST-SEKﬁ.
. ) BY CATHERINE CROWE, ’
Br THOMAS WRIGHT, A.M., F.R. A. AUTHOR OF “SUSAN HOPLEY,” “LILLY mw‘gox,” ET0.

In One Volume, 12mo., Cloth—Pnrice $1.26.

OPINIONS OF THE PRESS,

"This book treats of allegorical dreams, presentiments, tramces, apparith
froubled epirits, haunted houses, ete., and will be read with interest by momt,
i because it comes from s source laying clsim to considerable talent, mﬁ
NOTICES OF THE PRESS. written by one who really beliéves all she says, and urges her reasonings with
. H

) & good 1t’lea;-.l of eamtesmggzg-Aib?ny Arg]aiag. 1 : o of
V. - : . : t embraces a vast col cn of marvellous and supernatural stories of su-
« This is one of the pleasantest books about Vf'1tf:hcraﬂ t?tat we ever road ; pernatural ooourrencos out of e o %come of cronta. ol ¥ olote.

d Mr. Wright tells his stories and conveys his information with sg much Miss Crowe has proved herself s careful and most industrious’ compiler,
an . he b fined himself to ohly one : She has gathered materialy from antiquity and from modern times, and givea
spirit and good sense that we are sorry he has confin : o , to. English mf-i GAmﬁcm&feﬁgem the gellllos“ttﬁﬂes tt}‘:aab used to ﬁhm

. R £ . . oung -ones of Gresce an me, a8-well s at omplich a
Jepartment of a subject which be is very well ablfz to tre:%t as a whole Zn h 15 %%mmy ot other conirlen F moder ﬁ;%ope__aﬁzmpmzﬁm
Mr. Wright has rewritten the criminal annals of witchoraft in a style per- T It is written in & philosophical spirit.—Philadelphis ' ‘
. 8! . . and he has illustrated his narrative - This queer volume has excited considerable attention in Fngland. It 1s not
fectly free from any important faults; and he has illus P " f.catc}llpenny gﬁ‘air, butti;ia ani:ateﬂigefngl ixl?;ijﬁm ﬂm'311 aaserted Mzhe renpacts
. i iarity with a ) ng ghosts and -apparitions, and a paychologic: usgion upon the reason
by rich collateral fucts as could be ncqt.nred .0 nly by 1.0 ng tamat Y blégngss ofa beﬁemeir e’xistencg-{Bdssm Post. P F
peculiar and extensive branch of antiquarian learning. We do not see In this remarkable work, Miss Crowe, who writes with the vigor and 4
then that the fortunes of witcheraft have aught to hope from any narrator ﬁa’h"é’;’s‘ﬂﬁﬁh‘éﬁm’éﬁ ﬁﬁ%‘?gﬂm Sﬁi‘i’i'e‘é%’i?'i?, tnge ;g::a;amral&
im— . - itations and appearances.— Bostor Trans . i .
who may atteropt to supersede him."—Afhenzum "Thia ie & copfons chronicle of what we'are compelled to belleve suthentlc

« This is a very carious ond highly interesting book. It contains a series %ﬁ;eﬁii?:.ﬁ“%;mbﬂd“ mgt’;ﬁfegﬁ 1?331, :%mrglagégﬂh?'a ﬁ"mi:
of popular stories of sorcery and magic (the first chiefly) and their victims, Bm;ﬁ:mboiomk ne ﬁﬁe?;iwiﬁhfg:;rgvmhk? gr? :lipgl: D -';1:;07‘- eot by eotas]
from the period of the middle ages down to that of the last executions for . . proof. ah'ﬂl‘he%'ham g)&ghaﬁg:hMp:ma before ﬂ?’e,vfﬁ?a. ter?h Elns%sz)fm

. : - - : - BYe m: of & ought by most persons to be “mysterious;”* but there
witcheraft in England and America. Mr. Wl?gl::a::ns thc:-s::hstoneg adt?l wmt::i i’"o::mc}1 much in the book cal aned to throw ﬁg}% upon the heretofore

N 3 i i i ong o e Tespective : mysterious phenomena.—Providence Mirror. ‘ .
rably ; and without marring th?lf .eﬁ'e.ct ag illus " pe - B Hook is one wiich & fpem 1o 8 Yery opportune tme to command ate
phases of corrupt or imperfect civilization to which they were incident, his tention, and should be read by all who are desirous of information in regard
cléir-comments point the truth or philosophy of the individual case indepen- gﬂg‘f’fﬁ generally called T ous, Jelating to tho- munifostations of the
dent of its subjection to general canses or influences. The range of infor- This 18 not only a curlous but slso & very able work. It fs ons of the

mation in the book is extraordinarily wide, and it is popu]arly‘set forth . ‘ iﬂﬂgtse igt:{;f‘;indgs %:ogllﬁ‘ g;gr E&?ﬁﬁm %wg o:eacguj:aol;

Cvvghout, wio  touh o pediry oc ul s —Eraminer. e e e oty s o

« Prom this wide field Mr. Wright has selected two parts for illustration - B : Eﬁhﬁé’f&:rﬂﬂg"ag'ﬁ;fﬁ; dﬁi%ﬁﬂ%?%%%m%ﬂ:ﬂa:m d”!ha m'l.

viz., sorcery and magic ; and must have (}e::ted mu:h ;:adii:g;::l :::Jlea:;: ’ : ;ﬂ%’%:ﬁ}g%?wg}:%fmoat ﬁ“‘“%ﬁg‘%,‘}{"’} of the month, end can not

i iew 0 em, ot O . : 0 classes of people,~— 3 2 Joursal, :

ﬁggf “but gmffﬁi,msep:in? Ttaly, Germany, Bzvedan, and New e an attvactive Sterort o B o rions in nature, this volutne will pos
England”— Literary Gazette. The_lovers of the marvellous will delight iu its p@m—m Advertiser




O Few, Breotifnl, sod Gluigue Mok,

JUST COMPLETED,

EPISODES OF INSECT LIFE,

BY ACHETA DOMESTICA. |
IN THREE SERIES, BEAUTIFULLY ILLUSTRATED,

I. INBECTS OF STRING.
II. INSECTS OF SUMMER.

III, INSECTS OF WINTER.
Each Volume complete in Itself—Price $2.00.
The same, elegantly colored after Nature, making @

superb Gift Book [for the Holydays.

Paice $4.00 per Velume.

OPINIONS OF THE PRESS,

ighly ereditable to American taste in every department of books
m:k’El; ?e_:? }grinrr?]s)g::ill:lleg toyg'ive an ides of the periection of wérk_manshlp and the ad-
mirable 'keeping of parts they exhibit. In order to appreciate this, one must see t%e
volumes, and having seen them, he will ot once tranafer them to his own table, for the
instruction and amnsement of old and young."—N. 1; Obser:ver.  other {uhabitants of
low- s, lady-birds, May-Bies, bees, and a variety of other inhabitants o
l:h: i?::;g: 'wc:l‘:‘i’,:!?; Igeécanfed upon in a plet;_sing'style, combining scmp't:ﬁc information
with romance, in & manncr pecullarly aftractive.” - Commercial Advder.;z;er. ’
is the farthest poseible remove from pcdantrx am_i ullness, every pagé
te:r;l;h:,vi:?l;ellfghtgll Rmntter,p and the whole is theroughly furnished with grace and
beauty, as well as truth. Oue giving himself over to its faac:_natm% (_:i_mrms, n}}ght read-
iy believe himself fast on to the borders, if not in the very x‘mdst of fairy land.”—Roches-
e hre ot hil h d dless fow of humor, and lessons
s in this work dee ilosophy and an en y h 3
set ‘mﬁ;n‘vls 1grmwrn from nnte?t?eetiea,gnd butterflies, vyh;ch we mlg_ht. do well to pon-
der. We can think of nothing more ealculated to delight the passing hour than the
beautiful delineations we find in these three volumes.”— Christian In;el;:gené:fzr. teod
w hole insect world is represented in these volumes, many of them disguised so
as u?‘;l?e:\n(: w‘]hr:tst politiciana wo?ﬂd call a compromise between a hu,l,nan and an inseck
We cordially commend these volumes to the attention of our readere. —dl‘iostan Lfl&sm{m.
. h for the centre table, witty enough for after dinner, and wise
en:nﬁggof?::' 1?:3:&“::5 the school-room. One of the beautiful lessons of this work is

the kindly view it takes of nature. Nothing is made in vain, not only, but nothing is .

uisive. A charm is thrown arcund every object, and life auffused
E?gﬁgﬂg:ﬁ, g:l:grgeepsﬁve of the Creator’s goodness and wisdom.”—N. Y. Evangelist.

« What a monument ia here raised to that wonderful, tiny race, so often disregarded,
but which nevertheless amply repays the care we may bestow in studying their peen-
liarities, The interest of the readcr of these volumes is well sustained by the humor
and sprightliness of the writer,"—Zion's Herald, " ,

“1% i iful specimen of bock-making. The character of the contents may be
alret{ti;'k:g:;‘ll t:o ouﬁeaders from the long and very favorable attention they hafe re-
ceived from the English reviewers. The illustrations are at once grotesque ard siyrifi-
cant.”— Roston Post. . .

#The book is oile of especial beauty and utility, and we heartily thank the publisher
for his entarprise in putting it within the reach of American readers. It is worthy of a

place in every family library. Elegantly fllustruted and humorously yet chastely writ.

ten, it {s caleniated to amuse aad instruct all classes of readcrs.”--Com, ddvertiser.

NOTICES 'OF EPISODES OF INSECT LIFE.

“ A more charming book, fresh with the fregrance of the country air and musfes) .
with the rustle of insect wings, ia not likely t6 be seen often. In the clearness of its
type, the beauty of the illustrations, and the whole manner of its presentment, the
“ Episodea” fajrly gives the laural toits tasteful and enterprising publisher.,”— Lit. World

* There 18 a moral, we may say a religious leason, inculeated in every chapter of this
hook."—Weatchman and Refloctor. .

#The atyle is easy, flowing, natural, and happy. The idens are such that the render
will arise from their perusal, a ' wiser and a better man.' M Courant, —

“'Wae defy any one to rise from its perusal, without thanking the book for many new
ideas, added to one’s previous stock of information, as wellas feeling befter and more
kindly disposed, for the lessons of humanity and benevolence it toaches."— Bost, Courier.

‘ Amost attractive work to all ages, for while it is amusing and playfal in its language,
it is replete with valuable information. It might be ealled Science. made pleasure, or
Fact made fanciful, A finer specimen of fypography i rarely seen, and we commend
it to all those who would see in nature constant {Hustrations of the power and goodness
of ita great Creator.”— Newark Daily Advertiser,

* Wonderfully beautiful, graceful, and entertnining. Childten can read 3t with un-
derstanding, and be enraptured by it; and this is no emall thing to say of a work not
especially intended for juveniles,"—Cntario Repository, .

“ By a happy combinagion of taste and knowledge—science and poetry, with anee-
dote and descriptiop, the naturalist and the mere reader for smusement are equally
gratified, It ia a book for the library,—and just the thing as a companion for & journoy,
or the winter evening” fireside. It is well adapted for the sick-chamber too, and the

-weary invalid as he reads may fancy that he smells again the sweet fragrance of spring

flowers, and listens to the hum of & bright sunimer’s day ; and, not least of al, the ten-
dency of these beautitul volumes, is to elevate our conceptions of the grandeur and love
of the Almighty Creator—-Old Colony Mentorial, g

“ Thig ie a work of rare and varied beauties. If is beautiful within and without;
beawtiful in eonception and in execution ; beantiful as 1t comes from the hands of the
zuthor, the engraver, the printer and the binder.* Albany Argus.

“This is ope of the most tasteful books of the season, very entertaining and amusing,
and at the same time the work of an accomplished natirallst.”— Christion Register,

* The author has availed himself not only of the greater abundance of material which
the summer months supply, but also of the brighter hues afforded by the swmmer sun-
shine, for the enrichment of his glowing deseriptions, which-become gorgeous while
reflecting & parti-colored glory that eclipses the splendor of Solomon,”—Journ. of Com,

No work published durihg the year, has received so extensive snd favorable notices
from the British tJuarterlios and Newspapers as the Episodes of Insect Life, A few-are
here given as specimens of the whole. : s

“ The whole pile of Natura] History—fable, poetry, theory, and fuct—is stuck over
with quaint apothegms and shrewd maxims deduced, for the benefit of man, from the

-contemplation of such tiny monitors as gnats and moths, Altogether, the hook is enris

ous and interesting, quaint and clever, genial and well-informed.”— Morning Chronicle,

“We have seldom been in company with so entertdining a guide to the Insect
World."—dtheneum. .

‘ Rich veins of humor in a gronndwork of solid, yet entertaining information, Al
though lightness and emuzement ean find subject-matter in every page, the under cux.
rent \n{f the * Episndes™ is substance and necurate information.”— Ledies’ Newspaper.

“ & history of many of the more remarkable tribes and species, with a graphic and °
imaginative coloring, often aqually ori%rinal and happy, and accompanied both by accu-
vate figures of species, and ingenious fanciful vignettes."— Annual dddress of the Presi-
dent of the Entomological Soclety, :

“This second series of “ Episodes” is even mare delightfiul than its predecessor,
Never have entomological lessons been given in a heppler strain. Young and old, wise
and simple, grave and gay, ean not turn over its pages without deriving pleasure and
information. S,

* The headpiece illustrations of each chapter are beautiful plates 6f the insects under
deacrillstion in all their stages, capitally grouped, and with a scenie background full of
playiul fancy ; while the tailpieces form a geries of quaint vignettés, some of which sre .
egpecially clever,”— delas. , . o

* The book includes solid instruction as well as genial and captivating. mirth The
scientific knowledge of the writer is thoroughly reliable,—Ezaminer,




THE WORKS

EDGAR ALLAN POE:
WITH NOTICES OF HIS LIFE AND GENIUS,

BYJ.R. LOWELL, N. P. WILLIS, AND R. W. GRISWOLD

In two Volumes, 12mo., with ¢ PorTRAIT 0OF THE AUTHOR.
Prick, Two Dorzans axp Frery Cexrs.

NOTICES OF THE PREBS.

«The edition is published for the benefit of his motherin-lnw, Mrs. Maria
Clexnm, for whose sake we mey wish it the fullest success. It however, de-
serves, and will undoubtedly obtnin, a large circulation from the desire so many
will feel to lay by a memorial of this eingularly-gifted writer and wafortunate
man." ~Philadelphin North American. .

“ Poe's writings are distinguished for vigorous and minute analysis, and
the skill with which he has employed the strange fascination of mystery and
terror. There is an air of reality in all his narrations—a dwelling upon partic-
ulars, and a faculty of interesting you in them such as is posacssed by few
writers except those who are giving their own individual experiences. The
reader can scarcely divest his mind, even in reading the most fanciful of his
stories, that the events of it have not actually occourred, and the characters had

a resl existence.”—Philadelphia Ledger. o

“We need not say that these volumes will be found rich in intellectual
excitements, and sbounding in remarkable specimens of vigorous, beautiful,
end highly suggestive composition ; they are all that remains to us of a man
wbose uncommon genius it would be folly to deny.”~I, ¥. Trlzbum.-

«Mt, Poe’s intellectual character—hia genius—4s stamped wpon all his produc-
tions, and we shall place these his works in the library among those books not
to be parted with."—N. Y. Commercial ddvertiser. L

« These works have a funereal cast as well in the melancholy portrait pre-
fixed and the title, a3 in the three pallbearing editors who accompany them
in public. They are the memorial of & singular man, possessed perhaps of as

-great meve liteTary ingenuity and mechanical dexterity of style and man:Fe-
mient a9 any the country has produced. Some of the tales in the collec ion
are a6 complete and admirable as suything of their kind in the language.’—
Military Revicw,

« A complete collection of the works of one of the most talented and singu-
lar men of the day. Mr, Poe was a genius, but an erratic one—-he was a comet
©or a motsor, not a gtar or eun, His geniua was that almost contradiction of
tarme, an analytic genius. Genlus is nearly universally synthetic—but Poe was
an excepiion to all rules. He would build up & poem 8s a bricklayer builds a
wall ; or rather, he would begin at the top and build downward to the base;
and yet, into the poem so marufactursd, he would menage to breathe tha breath
of And this ?&cn proved that it was not oll a manufacture—that the poem
was alsg, to s certain degree, a growth, s real plant, taking root in the mind,
end watered by the springs of the so "—Samrd‘lzy Post, these two val

« We have just spent some delightful hours in looking over these two vol-
umes, which Ei:‘ontain one of the most plessing additlons to our literature with
which we have met for & long time. They comprise the works of the late
Edgar A Poe—pieces which for years have been gom%;the rounds of the

* aud are now first collected when their author ie beyond the reach of
wmar. praiss; . We feel, however, that these productions will live. Tkgf
bear ¥1e stmp of trus genius ; end if their reputation begins with a it audl-
ence ‘v w, the circle will be constantly widening, and they will retain a
prozinent place in our literature—Rev. Dr. Kip

For Schools, Academies, and Self-Instruotion

THE |
AMERICAN DRAWING-BOOK.
BY JOHN G. CHAPMAN, N, A, .

Ta1s WoRKk will be published in PARTS ; in the ¢ourse of which=-
PRIMARY INSTRUCTIONS AND RUDIMENTS OF DRAWING:

DRAWING FROM NATURE —MATERIALS ANDP METHODS:
PERSPECTIVE —COMPOSITION — LANDSCAPE —FIGURES, ETC 3
DRAWING, A8 APPLICABLE TG THE MECHANIC ARTS: °.
FAINTING IN OIT, AND WATER COLORS;

THE PRINCIPLES OF LIGHT AND SHADE:

EXTERNAL ANATOMY OF THE HUMAN FORM, AND COMPARATIVE
ANATOMY: :

THE YARIOUS METHODS OF ETUHING, ENGRAVING, MODELLING, Fte.

Will be severally treatefi, separately; so that, as far as précticable, each
Part will be complete in jteelf, and form, in the whols, “ & Manual of
Information sufficient for all the purpeses of the Awmateur, and Bagis
of Study for the Professionol Artist, as well as a valuable Assistant
to Teackers in Public and- Private Schools ;" to whom it in especially
recommended, as & work destined to produce a revolution in the eys-
tem of popular education, by making the Arts of Design aceessible

~and familiar to all, from the voncise and intelligible manner in which

the subject ia treated throughout. .
The want'of such a werk, has been the great cause of neglect in this
important branch of education ; and this want is at once end fally sup-
plied by the —. ' oo .
AMERICAN DRAWINQ-BOOK :
apon which Mr, CHAPMAN has been for years engaged ; and it is pow
produced, without regard to expense, in all its details, and published at
a price to place it within the means of every one, '
The Work will be published i large quarto form, put up in substsn-
tial covers, and issued as rapidly as the careful execution of the numer-
ous engravings, and the mechanical perfection of the whole, will allow
IZF" Any one PART may be had separately .

Price 50 Cents each Part.
. A .
%" The DRAWING COPY=BOOKS, intended ps ayxiliary
to the Work, iv assisting Teachers to carry out the system of instruotion,
especially in the Primary and Elementary parts, form & new and velu-
able addition to the means of instrction. They will be sold at ».cost
listle bevond that of ordinary blank-books. R (
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BEING PART IIl. OF THE AMERICAN DRAWING-BOOK.

NOTICES OF THE PRESS,

" n may well be proud of this edmirable work, In design and
exec?l}gaog,att.‘lfe artis{ has beenml'!ingu‘larly felicitone ; and nothing cen surpass
the beauty, correctness, and finish of style, in which the publisher has pre-
gented it to his countrymen. The book is serictly what it claims to be—a
teacher of the art of Drawing. The method is so thqrtmgh, co;ngz:ehenmvg,
and progressive; its rulea so wisge, exact, and clearly laid down ; and its classic
illustrations are so skilfully edapted to train the eye and hand, that no pupil
who faithfully follows its gui , can fail to become, at least, & correct
draughtsman., We have been especlally pleased with the trestise on Perspec-
tive, which entirely surpasses qnythintgathat we have ever met with upon
that difficult branch of art.”—Spirit of the Age. .

« Perspective, is one of the most diffieult branches of drawing, and one the
least susceptible of verbal explunation. But so clearly are its dmnclples devel-
oped in the beautiful letter-press, and so exquisitely are they illustrated by the
engravings, that the pupil's way is opened most invitingly to a thorough knowl-
edge of both the elementa and application of Perspective."—Home Journal.

« w1t treats of Perspective with a masterly hand. The engravings are superb,
and the typography uneurpassed by any book with, which we are acquainted.
It is an honor to the author and publisher, and a credit to our common coun-
try."—Scientific American. . o )

« This number is devoted to the explanation of Perspective, and treats that
difficult subject with admirable clesyness, precision, and completeness, The

lates and letter-press of this work are executed with uncommon beauty. It
Ea.s received the sanction of many of our most eminent artists, and can scarcely
be commended too highly.”"—N, Y. Tribune.

«This presentnumber is dedicated to the subjeet of Perspective—cqm-
men'g?:l; gith the elements of Geometry—and is especially valuable to build-
ers, ters, and other artisans, being accompanied with benutiful illustra-
tive designs drawn by Chapman, and further simplified by plain end peraplie-
nous directions for the guidance of the student. Indeed, the whole worl,
from its undeviating simplicity, exhibits the hand of & master. We trust this
highly useful and elivatad branch of art will hereafter become an inte ral por-
" tion of public education, and ss it is more ensily attainable, go will it ultimately

be cons?dere& an indispengable part of elementary instruction: Ita cheapness
is cnly rivalled by its excellence, and the artistic beauty of its illustrations is
only equalled by the dignified ease end common sgense exemplified ix;: the
written directions that accompany each lesson.—Poughkeepsie Te egraph.h

“ bject of Perspective we shonld think would interest every mechanic
in tﬂn ec?uli%; indeeg,e‘:tfter all, this is the class to be the most benefited by
sound and thorough instruction in drawing.”— . )

«t Parmit me here to say I regard your Drawing-Book &8 & treasure. I was
a farmer-boy, and it waa while Bﬂf fcﬂl(wm:%r the. plough, that I became ac-
quainted with the first number of Chapman's Drawing-Book. I found in it
just what I desired—a plain, sure road to that excellence in the Art of Arts, that
my boyieh mind hed pictured as being so desirable, the first step toward which
1 had taken by making rude sketches upon my painted ploughbeam, or ueing
the barn-door as my easel, while with colored rotten-stone I first took .essons
from Nature. ]am now at college. Ihave e class at drawing, and ,!'ind in the
severel numbers 1 have obtained, the true road for the teacher also,"—Enrait

from o letter recenily received.

ApikR, €8, COL: 46D REG., &e.
HISTORY OF THE |

WAR IN-“HE PENINSULA,
‘AND IN THE SOUTH OF FRANCE,
.., FROM THE YEAR 1807 TO_1814. )

) Gomp]pﬁ in one vol, 8vo, Price 'J?hree Dollars. -

“ NariER’s history {s regarded by the critics as one of"the best narratives
that has recently been written. His style is direct, forcible, and impetuous,
carrying the reader along often in spite of himself, through scenes of the

. most stirring Interest and adventures full of excitement: Many of ths most
distinguished and remarkable men of European history figurs jn these pages,
and are sketched with great distinctness of gutline. Napoleon, ‘Wellingtoa,
Sir John Mvore, Ney, Murat, and others, are the characters of the drama.
which Napier describés,”— Rvening Mirror, )

“WE believe the Literattrs of War has not received z more valuable
augmentation this century than Col. Napier's justly celebrated work. Though
a gallant combatant in the-field, he is an impartial historian : he exposes the
errors commitied on each side, rafutes many tales of French a.trocit{ and
rapine, and does mol coneeal the revolting scenes of drunkenness, pillage,
ravishment, and wanton slaughter, which tarnished the lustre of the British
arms in those memorable campaigns. We think nocivilian chrenicler of the
events of this desperate contest has been so just to the adversary of his na-
tion as has this stern warrior:~~Tribune. .

 Narier's History, in addition to its superior literary merits and truthe
ful fidelity, presents strong elaims upon the attention of all American-
citizens ; because the auther is a‘large-souled philanthropist, and an inflex-
ible enemy to its scclesiastical tyranny and secular despots ; while his pic-
tures of Spain, and his-poitrait of the nilers in that degraded and wi‘etcﬁ
-country, form a virtual sanction of eur Republican institutions, far more
powerful than any direct éulogy.”—Post, ;

“Tug oxcellency of Napier's History results from the writer's happy .
talent for impetuous, straight forward, soul-stirring narrative and picturing
forth of characters. The military manwuvre, march, and fiery onset, the
whole whirlwind vicissitudes of the desperate fight, he describes with dra-
matic force.”-—Merchunts’ Magazine. N

“THE reador of Napier's History finds many other attractions, besides the
narrative of battles, marches, plunder, ravages, sieges, skirmishes, and:
slaughter—for he learns the dreadful evils o a despotic government—the
inherent corruption of the entire system of European monarchies—the popu-

- lar wretchedness which ever accompanies the combination of a lordly, hiers

archical tyranny with the secuiar authority, and the assurance that the ex-
tinction of both gre essential to the peace and welfare of mankind, All.
-these lessons are derived from Napier's History, which, in connexion with
its literary excellence, and the accuracy of its details, render ail other rec~

%m}mgltdations utterly superfluoys, It is & large, neat, snd cheap volume.”

EDWARD GIBBON.
HISTORY OF THE DECLINE AND FALL

o -1 o o
THE ROMAN EMPIRE; .
A new edition, revised and corrected throughout, preceded by a Pref
ace, And aecompanied by Notes, critical and historieal, relatin prin-
cipally to the propagation of Christianity. By M, F. Gu‘xzow,glﬁnis-
-ter of Public Instruction of France. ‘

In two vols, 8vo. Price Five Dollars,
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IN PRESS,

PHILOSOPHERS AND AC’PREﬁSES.

BY

ARSENE HOUSSAYE.
'With Beantifully-engraved Poriraits of Voltaire and Made. de Parahere,

CONTENTRS.
THE HOUSE OF SCARROXN. ABELARD AND HELOISE.
VOLTAIRE. THE DEATH OF ANDRE CHENIER.
VOLTAIRE AND MLLE. DE LIVRY. THE MARQUIS DE ST. AULAIRE.
ASPASIA (THE REPUBLIC OF PLATO)| COLLE.
MADEMOISELLE GAUSSIN. THE DAUGHTER OF SEDAIRE.
CALLOT. LA TOUR. PRUDHON.
RAOUL AND GABRIELLE. BLANGINI
MADEMOISELLE DE MARIVAUX, AN UNENOWN SCULFTOR.
THE MARCHIONESS' CAPRICES. VANDYKE.
THE MISTRESS OF CORNILLE SCHUT.|| SAPPHO.

CHAMFORT. A LOSTY POET. .
HANDS FILLED WITH ROSES, FILLED WITH GOLD, FILLED WITH BLOOD.
THE BUNDRED AND ONE PICTURES OF TARDIF, FRIEND OF GILLOT.
THREE PAGES IN THE LIFE OF MADAME DE PARADERE.
DIALOGUES OF THE DEAD UPON THE LIVING.

«TrE title of Arwéne Houssaye's volume is not to be literally understood.
There is more in it than falls at first vpon the tympanum of our intelligence. ‘The
scene and action of the book are by no means restricted to acade fm groves and

thestrical green-rooms. Ita anthor allows himsell greater atlt}‘ud Adopting a
trite motto, he declares the world a stage. His philosopbers and actresses com-
prise & multitude of classes and characters; he finde them everywhere. Artists
and thinkers, women of fashion snd frequenters of courts, the lover of science,
end the favored of wit and boguty—the inajority of all these, according to his
fantastical preface, are philosophers and actresses.  Only on the stage and at the
Borbonne, be maliciously remarks, few actresses and philosophers are to be found.

“To a good book a title is a matter of minor moment. It wag doubtless, diffi-
cult to find one exactly appropriate to a volume so desultory and varied as that
of Bousseye. In the one selected he has studied antithetical effect, as his coun-
trymen are proge to do ; but we are not disposed to quarrel with hig choice, which
waa perhaps bs gobd as could be made. Philosophers certainly figure in his pages
— often in puranits and gituations in which few would expect to 8nd. them; ac-
tresses, tooyare there—actresses as they were in France a century ago, rivailing,
in fashion, loxary, and elegance, the highest ladies of the court, who, on their
part, often vied with them iy dissipstion end extravagance. But Houssaye is
a versatile end excarsive genius, loving change of subject, scene. and century;
and he skips gayly down the stream of time, from the days of Plato and Aaspasia
to our own, pausing here and there, as the fancy takes him, to cull & flower, point
& moral, or tell & tele."—Blackwood's Magazina.



