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" ASPHODEL.

I.

INTRODUCTION.

T is a fortunate lot to be:born in New Eng-
- land; to find one’s self stepping from the
cradle out into the fore world of thdughf;
stirred by breezes fresh with the freedom of

humanity ; to know that) a ‘liope rises with

‘the morning for every one of her children,
to set only in the night of those earth-sorrows,
which the rich and poor, the wise and foolish,
of all lands, mémy experience alikq, in accord-
~ ance with the divine economy of God. And
for these, His chosen ones, the light of faith
forever shines, breaking in glory wpon the
mountains of the fature. The child of New
England looks toward the East, saying, Now




T A g e R Ak 28 e

T S T L L A G i e

6 . ASPHODEL.

‘is the hlgh noon of the World we W111 bld
farewell to the mists of earlier hours, and lands’

~ overladen by the history of ages, gathering

from these what we need, but leaving the rest

to decay upon the parent soil. Hope and expe-
rience shall here be planted together, that our
growth may be lusty, and the vdst tree wave: its
~ benediction to the sunset. The old world bends

a slow, wise smile over these youthful ardors,

but the look is kindlyj perhaps it is born of

the knowledge that he who conceives daringly,:
shall not achieve sparingly ; perhaps the smile
is ten:ipered by the thought that all mortal con-.
"coption is the germ of immortal- fI‘U.IthIl, upon .
- which another sun shall beam, if not his own.
Herbert Gregory’s reflections, which we have |
endeavored to express, however imperfectly,
. ran somewhat into this. same channel of pride
and satisfaction with his native land, as he -
i ““passed through the college grounds, one early
! ‘, autumn -a,fternobn, toward his fq;thei"s house,«—
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- He had Just come back from a tour through

Europe, the immediate sequence *of his aca-
demic career, and with the ‘benefit of travel
on one hand, and the happiness of retu';rn-on
the other, it was- not & cause for astonishment
that he should appreciate, with a far keener
sense than ever before, the bounties and sig-.

~ nificance of his hqme:. To the untravelled,
if Herbert had been'.tempted at this time to'

unfold his feeling to any such, we can fancy
the dispraise of wandering as affecting his lis-
tener with a kind of disgust, or even doubt of
his smcerlty ; perhaps, with something of the

- same feeling whlch young readers have, when

attemptmg to enjoy the translation of a classie,

‘the favorite with their- learne_d teacher, who de--
: o

lights himself daily over the original, while his

- pupils toil wearily as through stubble-land, per-

plexed by the enthusiasm they see inspired.
But Herbert had just quitted his friend Rus

sell, now soberly enough settled at home in con-
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* nection with the University. His Europea,n‘ ex-

perience wa% an- affair of the past, yet Herbert

was pleased to discover that Russell agreed
with him pérfeéﬂy in regard l‘to the supéxior
~ incentive (and therefore the superior advan-
tage) of life in Aimerica. It was possible that
the simple old library, with its spacious window-
seats, and broad windows lquing out among
the pines, the crackling logs on the hearth,

and Edith’s chair beside the fire, where she

had been sitting with them that autumn after-
noon, had some slight.infﬂuence upon Russell’s
- opinion, expressed decidedly in disfavor of
~ American youth who give their valuable time

- to Eurdpean.tra.vel '; but whatever the reason

might be, it was doubtless ‘suﬁicienﬂy good, |

since, it ‘was sincere. It was a favorite idea,
also, with Russell, although an eécentric_ one,
that, even the romance -writer could find no
better groundwork and material than New
'England affords. ¢« Where,” he would say,
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enthusiastically, ¢ where can Spring tread more
daintily than here! If we wait long for her,

_there is.a rapture when she is at length un- .

~ veiled, which the March anemones of the Pam-

fili Doria or the velvet green of England might
well énvy. ‘And Summer, too, a season of
rich surprises, with days which seem to be

swept from ‘the Orient, when the whole atmos-

‘phere palpitates, and man and beast yield to

the midnight stillness of noon ; and those other

days, in quick succession, when the air breathes

 of icebergs, and the sky is pale pellucid .blue
~from dawn till dark, when suddenly with an-

dthgr morning come the clouds, and rain, and
odors of the sea,brought inland on the wings
of northeast gales; and afterward Autamn,
with the unspeakable splendors of his drdpery ;
and Winter, with snow and firelight, long and
dreary enough, except for the Fortunate Isl-

ands of home ; — what more than these could

" a new enchanter desire ?”’

1%
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This ready eloquenc_e' of Russell, ‘which he

did not hesitate to expressto his friend in the

somewhat florid manner we have indicated,

naturally served to confirm Herbert in the

opinion he-had already formed. Nor did the

sentiment of pa,tri(‘)ti“sm, if we may- dignify his

half—'developed» feeling by such a name, grow

less, but rather stronger, when, after a year or .

two of drifting in waves of uncertainty with _

© regard to his career, he at last established his
own 11brary-ﬁres1de at “The CLff, ” Where,
a few years hawng passed, we find h1m with
- his wife Alice and his children, — the stately
ship of life riding with safoty in its serene

hatbor, held fast by the divine anchorage of

home,

II.

. MORNING.

! ‘
[T was a dawn of Spring. The early breezes

_ ca.tching the whisper of Day in the far east,
awoke the sleepers of the Wp‘ﬂd before his

beams appeared, waving and swaying the cool

" mists which overlay the face of the dry earth,

as the wind may plé_my with and flutter the face- .
cloth of the dead. But soon the solemn morn-

| ing purpled and broadened into heaven-wide

ci‘rcleé, until at length it bloomed upon the

sky, a vast ros&garden of ]pmnty As in

" our narrow household world a lady watches
* through the lucent doors of her home garden

the purpling and widening, and at length the
rosy unfolding of the broad ¢ Azalia splen-

_dens,” so, for all Nature and the world of
‘humamty, blossomed the slow morning, and

* widenéd into the beauty of broad day.
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~ There was no mist in the soul of Alice

Gregory when she awoke, ohly the full strength . ;
of the morning of love ; but as the fatal clouds
which obscure the sun oftén arise after a clear -

unveiling. of his beams, so came her after-.

- thought, and the memory of approaching sepa-

ration. Herbert was that day to leave her for.
_ a sea-voyage, in se'rlrch of health (the true
- talisman of this orld’s good, -which had been‘

. ~ shorn from him by the modern Delilah, Over-

J work), and-his early hour of departure was
at hand. Shd arose hastlly, and, while she
- gathered her abunda.nt ha1r, memory came to
tell her 'that thus far only the lights of life
- had shone upon her; to-day its shadows would
fall, and - a touch o;t' the Wlute frost of cate,
Whlch leaves silver threads in dark clusters
such as she was then binding together, would
mark their advent. Yet even these white

threads, she remembered, serve to lead us_in

sa.fety', with uplifted ,eyes; through the -diffi-
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cult passages of the world, out into a puref

existence.

Clamorous nursery cries aroused her. She

- opened the door leading to her children’s room,

and found them ,._aflreadg;‘ impatient to ‘accom-

pany her to the beach. She had promised

‘this‘happinelss, with her bedside kiss, the night

before. She knew all children are happy on a

~ beach; it is their eternal wonder-world.

- “Your father is going away, far away,” she

- said, gently stilling their turbulence with a

quiet manner native to her, “ come with me

“to the shore now, chlldren, and see his little

boat. »

- They ran oagerly to her side, and danced
about her footsteps as she descended. Herbert
was at"the water’s edge before them, watching

the safe conveyance to the ship of box and bag

carefully prepared by Alice. ‘He did not, per-

ceive her approach, until the clear voices of his

children warned him; then he started, as if
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| Wiﬂl pain ; but in a mement turned upon them
with a warm, strong smile, eueh as had
‘made the _. dail:iy"si;nshine of his wife. Already
‘she seeme‘d to feel its"brightnese pale, and her
own responsive }Qeanes to fade as dreams depart
"before one hastily awakened. He did not
speak to her, but seized their boy, aceordmg
to his mornmg custom, kissed his cheeks, and
puzzled him by crylng, ‘ Here is honey-dew 1”7
while Ernest clung closely to him, ready for
the W1ldest frolic. Allegra, on the. confrary,
t1m1d and tender as a sprmg violet, stood half

' hldden in ber mother s skirts. |
The 11tt1e group waited a few moments by the

shore, listening ‘for the sound of the returning .

oars,’ to break 'tﬁe stillness. Soon ’cheldip and

gurgle were distinetly_ heard, and shortly after

the red shirts of thel‘f)oetmeh gleamed in the
. mist, and the keel grated on the sand. Last

words were few, for tears' shone in the eyes of

- Alice, and Herbert dared' not speak either for

Al

LR el

oo srmc o
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" himself or her ; but the children’s voices were

~ now busy in a - strange rofrain of laughter,

makmg the desolation of pa.rtmg appear more

profound. than before. "As he sprang lightly

into the boat, little Ernest le'aving his play ran

towards him, shodting, “Papa, I’'m a big boy

now, let me go, too,” but the oarsmen had
already shoved away from the shore, and the

rays of the newly risen sun were shooting their

busy shuttles through the mist and fringes of

the rippling waves, until with each oar-stroke

~ the ‘boat scemed to lose itself in a glamour

1mpenetrable at last to the dazzled eyes of

Alice.

Then she turned away, and calling the chil-
dren, walked towsrd her home. As she as-
cended the cliff, she saw the distant sea was
calm, and the .fresh blue was waking on its
face. But the slow waves breaking below her
feot ; the knoll radiant with dew-strung grass,

upen which she stood ; the garden gate; and
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the bloommg, swaymg branches above Ter

head, —brought ! @ deeper meaning in then- '

loveliness to-day, eloquent of the happy, u_n—

'returmng past. Soon she found herself under

the broad awning “of the hosp1table plazza;

whence she gazed wistfully out, .hopmg to see
the departing ship For a moment it was pos-

sible to discern the filling sails ; then the winds,

seemed to bear. the winged thlng suddenly out
of the world. into the golden) chambers of the
East.

. Alice loo)ked' ablioad over the ‘eafth then,
and watched the day The dew of youth, and
the mystery of mormng had fled, and the
approachmg sun of noon was ripening the
dim purpose they foreshadowed. It hghted
the sharp. edges of the world, and gave her
pain, until she saw the great rocks of Love
and Frieh@ship fling their broad and kindly
| shadows over her weary land. How beauti-
ful her morning had been! She asked her-
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self ¢ Shall not. the noon, too, be lustrous

with its SkleS of deeper blue and fruit sunned

by beams of the Orient, even though watered

well by the storm-days of life? >
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LICE ceased gazing at the wide hor1zo11,
now shut down silently over the absent

one, silently as shuts the veil of death when

" the play of life is ended ; then she entered the _‘

house through the long, low windows of the
library. The ‘place was redolent of ﬂowérs;
‘heaps on heaps lay in_one tangled dewy mass
‘upon the table where Herbert had endently
 thrown them, knowmg this ea_rly morning
| la,bor'would'ﬁqd due appreciation.  Wild-wood
favorites rifled from deep hidden nooks,, gar-
‘d.en-‘ companions, and the common wayside
( friends lay together in ‘beautiful and unwonted

proximity.

“ Mamma,” crled Ernest,. Who was standmg-

by, eager to see hlS mother 8 dehght over this
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endless mass of blooms, “ may Ally and I bring
you the vase to put them in?” aﬁd, before
she “could feply, the two had scampere;i off,
and were again on the threshold with their

chubby hands clenched over the delicate ala-

baster of #he pretty Warwick model, both

staggering under the weight and responsibility.
- “Now, children,” said she, when the pre-
cious freight was safely landed at her feet,
“run to the south room, and tell the lady

| who camé last night that papa has brought

flowers, and mamma Would llke her to see

" them.”

A gliding Step on the doorway axrested the
children in their second flight, and caused

‘them to look timidly towards the lovely per-

son whom their father had told them was to
be their friend and teacher.

“ Erminia,” said Alice, after their morning
salutation, “ T remembered the habit of early

.. Tising~which you aeciuired during our school
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~
days. Tt is not one easily relinquished, hav-
ing been once thoroughly learned, and I was

about to send the children to invite you to join

me. I owe much {o you, and not the least

of my debts is a knowledge of those noble
verses by Henry Vaughgm, beginning,
~ “When first mine’ eyes unveil.” .

Have you forgotten them‘? »?

“No, & said Ermmla, as she rescued a bloom-‘

ing rose, entangled in a mass of Mitchella vine,

«T love those verses still, “and better that we

first came to know- each other, as it were,
'through them.. But where shall I put this
exiluisité cluster ? ” and she held up, as she
spoke, a little vase of flowers whlch her speedy
. fingers had alrea.dy arranged.’

“ Surely that is beautiful enough for the
western chamber, ’ answered Alice ; yet, while

- speaking of the vase, she Jooked chiefly at her

friend, who never appeared to her more lovely.

The slender group of lilies and roses, relieved

i
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against the deép"blue of her dress; the sun-

 shine streaming through her rich « Venetian”

hair, causing the goid gleams hidden there to
shine; and especially a sweet simplicity of
manner, an unconsciousness Which is the soul
of beauty, ‘made her mexpressﬂoly lovely to
Alice. | ,

“That room is to be Russell’s,” she coﬁ; :
tinued, “he is an. old friend of Herbert, as
you know well, and T wish his welcome to
be kindly a;id affectionato at Ieast, since his
visit must needs be dull without his compan-

'+ jon. His little daughter Fanny, who 1s her

father’s only earthly _]oy now, shall hava the
cabinet adjoining for her bedroom. Ernest,
you may -tell Marion to show the way to the

- west room, and arrange it for our guest,”

‘Erminia heard Alice’s directions for the .

B comfortable establishing of Russell undisturbed
by feeling of anxiety with regard to his arrival.

She knew something of his character and his-
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tory, and although she felt a sincere interest

in his career, there seemed invincible barriers-

between them, which proximity must only

widen. His genius (for the world worshipped

" it as such) ; his pride of family, and conse-

quent position in society ; the recent loss of -

a wife, lovely and beloved, eminent for talent
and devotion to her home; the flattery of

strangers, and caresses of private circles,—

all these .thin'gs, contrasted Wwith her own es-

tranged and unrega,rded ex1stence, made Kr-

minia feel not only the d1stance between her-

self and Alice’s dlstmgmshed guest, but she .

i__saw that the' cares of her position would not

‘be slight if she were able to fulfil the duties

- she desired to assume. Much of Alice’s time

~ would necessarily be occupied with him, she

thought, or with the friends he attracted to
~ the house. She determined, therefore, to

| make it her duty and pleasure not only to

guard the children’s welfare ; but to oversee
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the business of the household, so far as this

~ should prove a possible and real service to
- Alice. These duties she felt would shelter her
‘somewhat from the labor of receiving V1s1tors,-
~ the present condition of her mind rendering

: her unfit for social enjoyment.

At this juncture of their lives the value of
the school friendship they had enjoyed be-
came doubly apparent to Alice and Erminia.
They were not obliged to grope blindly, while
endea,vonng fo adapt themselves to each other.

Alice felt the prosence of her friend as a con-

~ tinual balm and consolation; while for Er-
‘minia, left solitary in the world by her father’s

death, the delicate s:ympa,thies of her compan-

ion were ever ready to understand and shield

her. |

So different are the manifestations of 'grief,
ong could not .easily divine from the appeai-
ance of Ermuua that the floods of sorrow had

‘gone over her. Ha,b1tua,11y calm, and in-
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structed under the w’atehful eye of her father,

| Who lived the lifo of a recluse, she wore dmly, |

over a sRmt swayed byl every wind of joy and
every note of; sorrow, a well-poised character,
which enabled her”‘ to act without too great
| hesitation, and Wltheut subsequent regret; and

where a supener Judgment came to her assist-

-ance, she recogmzed its power and’ rejoiced |

| in its repose. " Her self-reliance became nat-
ura.lly more strongly accentuated when her
earthly guide and instructor was W1thdra,wn
from her side. It veiled her from the eyes of

the world, simply, yet as securely as the arts

of Prospero could; and sometimes that was

accounted to her as pride which was only the
strength and height -of true humility.
Erminia was scarcely twelve years old when
her mother died, and two maiden aunts came
to reside with her father and herself. They
found the young girl somewhat restive under

their unaceustomed restraints, and after a fow |
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passages at arms in which, o say‘ the least,
they were but poorly seconded by Eer father,
they were convinced that the tasks of sub-

~duing the child and comprehending her par-

ent’s idea fog her eéuca,tion‘ transcended the

' limit of their ability. They willingly resigned -

the father and deughter, after a few months

of endeavor, to a. lone]mess which was evi-

* dently far too agreeable to satlsfy the afflicted

vanity of the two ladies.

In truth it was an unspeakably happy pair.
The child who appeared so wilful and way- |
ward under uncongenial control became with
her father, what he beheved her to be, the
most docile of - pupils, and humblo as a lover.
She surprised him by her precocity in cer-
tain branches of education, in those espeeiaily

| which she had chosen ; for he desired to give

her a certain freedom of selection, provided

“the study, whatever ‘it might be, were per-

formed with 1ntegr1ty and vigor.
. 2 l |
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Such- was their life, while the moons waxed
and waned, and the child became a woman,
'and the autumn grew to Winter. ‘At last a
night shut down in which the silentness of
death overspread the béloved features of the
old man, and Erminia was left sohtary in the

quiet botta,ge

After & time she was able to recall the -

'happy hours of devotlon and faith she might
never know again, and 0 companion her dim
solitude. “And then came the 0ld school friend-
‘ship for Alice, gmng color to her lifo once
more;’- Tha‘_n, indeéd, was like a calm harbor

. always, in the tempéstuous sea of years which

seemed to outstretch before her

In a letter to Alice, at this time, she wrote :

“ Seven- years ago, upon your marriage - day,

I grieved and wept. In my girlish weakness,

I feared T had lost something, being ignorant

-

of the divine mystery of married love to en-

o }argé the"possibilities of life. After these years

&
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of experience I find how much I have gained,

i and when I thi_:i}k of you, I feel myself sur-
* . rounded by loving hearts. . .
“perha,ps wonder when we meet to see me

' wearing’ none of the habiliments of grief, and

I must anticipate your surprise by explaining
that it was the wish of my dear father to ban-

~ ish such array. A woman folded in crape
‘always made him shudder. ¢That person

throws a gloom over my day!’ he would ex-

cla;im, ‘Does she mean to closet herself with o

death, and receive no ‘higher. companionship ?
Do these people believe all the sorrow of the

| 'Worl‘d belongs to them ?’

“¢Erminia,” he said, a few days before his
death, when hardly conscious of his words, ‘II
remember how she looked the day I asked her.
She did not say, “Yes,” but turned her face
away, and the qulck blush stained her cheek
far down 4l the ruffle hid it, and a tear

-drOppeof[ on her blue robe as she laid her*hand
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in mine. Erminia,; don’t forget how much
I like to see you wear blue ; your mother wore -

blue !’ I think, ‘after this, he spoke little, brit

- lay as if peacefully abserbed in reminiscence,

until the last solemn hours, when he roused ~

himself to discourse on holy themes, -

" “To-mortow I leave -this old house. It
seems like coldly forsaking all I love best; I -

supposé, the entire solitade | 1s 'I‘mtl good ; at

least so my aunts endeavor to -persuade me, |

and for a time I ﬁaust yield my wish to theirs.
But I can confide to no one the joys of the
divine companionship I receive while walking
.in the pé;ths he niade, and following - his van-
ished feotsteps through the little wood. Here
 we are not separated; he draws .mej to his
supreme height, and every leaf, ‘and the, en-

1ightenihg rays of - each expii*in’g day seem like

Wh1sper1ngs of -his sp1r1t close to mine.
41 hardly know how I have been enabled
. to say ‘this, even to.you, dear Al1ee, but it shall

Ievel
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| st’&r{d, that you' may know when we meet and,

talk -cheerfully( on: other themes, perhaps, that

life ha,s beceme possible, and my heart is at ’
peace. Already reeewed into the saints’ rest -
through the love of my vanished | one, my spirit
cannot be disturbed by storms at any lower

! shall soon. return to this plaee, I can- -

., not be away. Old Naney clings to me as if I

were her all, ‘and will cajole blossoms into the .

dead garden before I see it again. Horo she

- comes already with the first snowdrop. = Fare-

well”?

There were frequeﬁtlletters between the two
ladies subsequent to this; more frequent, pef—
ha,ps, on the part of Erminia than of Alce,

‘who found the cares and pre-occupations of
. her life too ‘absorbing to make it easy to Write
~ often Her dehnqueneles m this respeet were
| ma.de g00 4, however, by a three days visit she

" found tufn to pay her friend in company with.

tler husband and Russell and his wife.




8 ASPHODEL

What happy days . they WereT ‘How often
Erminia, afterward s1tt1ng alone by her cot-
" tage window, overlooking the undulatmg mead-
ows and the shifting shadows on the corn,
would recall the sweet, pale face of Russell’

Wlfe, and his anxmus lovmg glance; or at-

.times would remember, less pensively, those
long hours under’ the pines, when the new

poeni was first read which had since made

Russell famous; his merry jests, too, would

come back to her, and the dance of responsive
light in the brown eyes ‘'of Alice, and Herbert.

Onee, as the twﬂight faded from'the land-
scape, so impalpably that day seemed to pause
‘and 1nv1te the weary children of the World

. to ,rest eir hearts in its ineffable beauty, -

she sat and lpoked, and thought upon her

friends. . Suddenly a voice like Russell’s, ory-

‘ing. ¢ Edith,” as if across the g"ulf;of time,

came to her. Then she knew Edith was dead,

and that Russell stood alone.
: * 1

FRIENDSHIP.

FROM A LETTER‘ OF ALICE TO ERMIhHA‘.

{4 ;
.Do not refuse our, request dear Ermmla

| 1t is necessary for Herbert’s health that he
. should go away, yet it will in a measure allevi-

ate the pain of his departure, T am sure, if he
feels you will be at home here during his

~‘absence. Beside, for our children’s sake, I

must urge 1t I cannot send them away to
school while there is a hope left me of your
care and instruction. Perhaps this argurhent
may prevail W1th you before every other The
necessity of occupatron is the true spur to
energetlc lifs, and you are rigorous in the
demands you make upon yourself! There- -

fore I feel you will find no uncongenial sphere

| for'your labors herg with my children. It has

- long been a dart/of my creed that the parent

cannot make the best instructor of the child.
A fresh mind 1mpelhng the intellect through
unwonted channels, and a fresh heart whose
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¥

sympathms forerun the rellglous aspnatlon of

the growing soul, may be like a torch and.

guiding hand to lead it through the mysteri-
- ous passages of life, where else it may stumble
Blindfold. Perhaps -the child fears to confide
to one so wise as his parent appee,rs‘ to him,
lest his fancies, and those strenge winds of
‘ féeling which sweep across the sunhy plains
of being, may be regarded as mere foolishness:
But what can ‘he not lay in holy confidence
upon the newly erected altar of friendship!

Beside is not rehgmn aspiration ? And what

"ca,n quicken a child’s nature more truly than
contact with a new 1nd1v1dual, who speaks to
him from & heart of noble endeavor? Thus
is reverence awakened, that keystone by Whieh
the arches of life are strengthened- and their
‘beauty sealed. . |

“I must not omit to tell you that Herbert
besought Russell to come with little Fanny

and make his home here during the autumn
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and winter. It is yet more than doubtful if
he accedes to our arrangement, but we shall
not allow this -neW‘plen, even if it prove feas-
ible, to interfere with the retirement of your -

| life while here.

“I hope for you and await you, my dear
friend! Your presence will alleviate the weight

~ of the difficult burden I must bea,r »

Therefore, Erminia went,
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AN EXCURSION.

HE ddys passed swifﬂy and peacefully
at “The CHff.” Alice had scarcely

allowed herself to hope for the repose which
succeeded her arrangements. They had been
made with reference to the well-being of others,

— the happiness of the result was felt by none

more deeply than herself.

' The gkill and method of Erminia in her new |

duties were recognized almost immediately,
" through their effect upon the children. Her

direct influence was exercised for a few hours

of the morning only, but it was sufficient to
render them more thoughtful and circumspect >'

" in their relations to each other during the t?‘ta,y.w

The confinement of -the school-room “gave 2
zest to the freedom which succe‘eded/,‘. and she
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joined the happy flight out into the air with
as much rapture as either of her pupils. This
rule for school hours as well as play, once
quietly éétablished, was seldom infringed upon;
for Alice knew the advantage .of a healthy
routine was not to be lightly estimated.

One morning little Fanny ran into her fa-

‘ ther’s room much earlier than usual, with all

the impetuous eag"érness of a child who has
a story to téll, and finding him already seated
;it his desk, although it was half an hour tco
early even for the children’s bl;ea.kfdst, she
curled up on his lap, saying, “ O papa, I am
so ‘glad you are ready, because now I can tell

you @ secret! Perhaps I sha'n’t tell, after

all, but you may guess, papa, if you can. I
love somebody, — somebody beside you, dear
papa ; will you try to guess who it is ?” ‘

“ Why, perhaps,” he said, trying to make
the difficulty appear as great as possible, per-

haps it is your teacher, Fanny.”
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“ Well, papa, 1 dor’t see how you over

guessed ; but you can’t think' how good she is,

‘and when we have beén obediént_ she will sing

to us sometimes, and — O dear papa, how I
‘wish you would ask her to sing to you, it is

so beautiful to hear her! And what do you

think she did for us yesterday, when we had -
stayed a little too late in the Woods, and were

 hurrying home from our walk in the afternoon?
‘Why,; you see, there had been a great high tide,
and the ocean had washed right over the short

path and left o little pond. We tried to get

round ‘it, and tried and tried till Ally almost
. tumbled in; then at last she pulled off her
shoes and stockings and tucked up her dress
‘and carried us over one by one in her arms.
"Was n’t that kind, papa,‘? My turn came last,
because I am the tallest, so she gave me her
shoes and stockings to carry. I thought I held
on tight, but I almost dl;opped them once when
I looked down and was thinking how pfétty
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the water looked splaéhing up round her feet.

But good By, papa ; there's the béll, and I must

‘run, for I hear Ernest and Ally in the hall al-

ready.” And down his little girl slipped and -
disappeared before she heard, much less an-’
swered, any further questions.

An hour later, when Russell came into the'
breakfast-room, he found A]lce and Erminia had
Just entered. It was somewhat later than their
customary- season, and as he took Krminia’s
hand he observed it to be slxghtly ‘hot, and
that she wore a heavy shawl drawn about her;
but her manner, which was more gay and
sprightly thé,n usual, forbade special inquiry

~ after her health, and the three were soon buéily |

engaged discussing a'\ new paih which Her-
bert had long contemplated and desired, to

lead more directly to the shore, which Alice

had determined, with Russell’s assistance, to
complete during his absence. - It was not pos-

sible for Russell to banish the 'thought of Ei-
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minia, however, in connection with his child.
Tt was shewho had incurred the risk of cold

and fever to save others, and so quietly that

" none might know of it. If it had not been for )

my thoughtful, affectionate littlo Fanny, he
said to himself, this kindness would have been
forgotten! He observed with deep feeling
the slight hectic of Erminia’s cheeks, and the
mgns of evident sleeplessness. He determined
as soon as possible to find some 0pportumt5‘r
to testify his gratitude, and in future to ob-
serve more closely a‘eharaeter ‘Which attracted
him in proportlon as he felt hlmself repelled
by its reficence.

- At this moment he remembered they had
long been talking of a day’s excursion to a

famous rock-ledge in the neighborhood, called

' by the native dwellers near the sea, “ The Pi-
“rate’s Cross,” and he concluded to ask the la-

dies immediately to appoint a tirﬁe, the earliest
possible, for their intended ramble. Then, at
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least, he hoped to find opportunity, without too

mepy words, to testify to Erminia something
of the feeling with which her behaviour had.
inspired him ; to approach Yer as a friend, that
she might feel he would be ready to stand by
her in any emergency her lonely life should
present, a true resPoﬁsible arm of defence in
time of need. He would not sey this to her,
but he longed to win her confidence, till she
should gently lean upon his judgment and his
kindness. Almost as speedily as these thoughts
flashed through his mind, he pommunicafed'
his plan for the excursion to Alice, who ac-
coded to it at once with pleasure for the sake

_of both her guests. She fancied Erminia had

been t00 closely confined of late,—but at this
first hint, as if the idea contained nothing which
deeply concerned her, the one for whom they
were both planning slipped quietly away to her
pupils, leaﬁng ‘her friend as usual to answer
for then:: both.
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On the eppoinjted mofning Russell was in
excellent spirits. Everything favored his plans.
" The nelghbors, if such they might be t;enmd-
ered, the nearest estate lying at least tWQ‘ miles
distant by the 1oad, had been asked to join the
expedition, and were alreedy assembled in their
country 1cwcr‘f‘r;mgolns, suitable for rough woodland -

“travel. The ladies of the house had not yet
| made their appearance, and the visible' impa-
tience of Russell was hardly exceeded by that
“of the children: Several times he arrhnged
and r&arranged the shawls over the seé,ts %f
the empty Wagon waiting at the. door. - Onee"
he walked qulckly across the hall as it he
would ascend . the staircase and summon them,
but returned as qulckly to the plazza and,
gathering the children about him, seemed de-
termined to make the best of & bad case, and -
to amuse himself in amusmg them until the

time for starting should m_;rwe. ‘He had scarce-

1y resigned himself to this new eccupation
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% ‘when Alice ran swiftly down the stairs, her oyes

=

aglow, and with a slightly heightened color in -
‘her eheeks. Ina moment-she was in the wa~
I,gon and the children beside her. - '

“ But Erminia ?” said Russell mqmrmgly

a She will not go with us to-day,” was Alice’s
‘ qulck answer,

: “Did you say Erminia would not go?” he
rephed as if the pOSSlblllty of this disappoint-
ment then first occurred to his mind.

- He was about to question Alice more closely,
y@rhen the thought suggested itself, that he Had-

© no right to demand a reason she did not choose

to give,—and what was Erminia’s absence to

: ﬁim farther than a disappointment, because he

nfnust defer still longer the expression of his
gra,titude for her constant and devote& care
of his child. Therefore recovering himself al-
most 1mmed1ate1y, ‘he merely remarked “I
hope she is well this bright morning ?”

“Q0, quite well,- I assure you,” said Alice;
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“look up,children, and let us wave our fare-

Cowelll”

The eyes of the little party were immedi- -

-a,tély raised to where Erminia, stood to Watch

- their departure, upon the balcony over the pi-

azza ; and if any doubt ‘with regard to her
health remained with Russell afber Alice’s
 frank reply, it must have vanished speedlly
when he glanced up with the others to say,

. % Good morning,” and met her glowing .face,,

as she kissed her hand to the children. He
did not fail to sce the blush which threw
its delicate color over her cheek, but he failed
to see hifself as the cause of it.

“Let us lead 'th‘é way now,"’ said Alice, and
they drove speedily down. the sweeping avenue,
greeting their friends as they passed Wlth an

invitation to fall into an 1mpromptu procession.

And while the merry company' %yvhlrled on to-

ward the rendézvous, even the rear-guard forgbt
the discomfort of their somewhat dusty position
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in the gleaming magnificence of the morning
sea. ~But it was long before Russell recovered

the tone of his spirits. He was disappointed

- his plan should have failed, and felt half in-

clined to blame Alice ‘for‘ its non-fulfilment.
Yet her serene sunshine, together with the
contagious gayety of the children,‘ helped to
disperse his _cloﬁds; altﬁdugh the chief en-
chantment’ lay perhaps, after all, in the exqui—
site loveliness of the autumn morning. In
this aftermath of summer, one must indeed be
unimpressionable not to discern that Nature
claims certain day§ for her own, quite as much .
as during the heat of J uly or the jewel days of
June. X

As they passed a well-known farmer’s house,
Russell perceived two men just starting with
their guns for a day’s shooting. An eaéy

lounging gait was the only expression of their

enjoyment; but the boy who followed them, al
 though evidently bent on a close imitation of
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‘the sang frozd of his elders, could not restrain
the gayety of h1s eye nor the ‘occasional sharp

whistle of a lwely air.

At length, as the wagons entered the wood- .

- land where they worb soon to stop, Alice could

not but observe how pretty the effect was of
the winding procession, now hidden among

pines and- cedars and now emerging upon

cleared spaces, or suddenly coming upon trees
with low entwining branches, and to see the
arms of the young girls thrusting aside the

stiff fingers of the evergreen, or pulling the .

long boughs of coralline barberries during their
slow progress. When farther advanee became
at last impossible, no one was more active for
the general good than Russell. He managed

to send a party forward on foot with the bas: |

. kets for their rural 'feest, and ‘to interest Alice

" in conversation with'one of her neighbors; and -

thus having performed what he considered his

duty on the occasion, he escaped with the
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chlldren by 2 shghtly diverging path towards
a favorite pomt he knew well, near the sea.-
He felt a desire for solitude; and remembering
a little cove where the children would soon
‘become absorbed in play, he felt he could be
utterly alone while watching them and the
ceaseless dashing of the waves. He did not
know how little he really wished for loneli-
ness ;—how he distanced himself from the
friends he saw around him, only to seck the

- presence of another. It was wisely said by

Jean Paul, “We could not endure solitude

‘were it not for the powerful ecompanionship of

hope, or of some tnseen one,” and to-day the
“unseen one,” whom they had left behind Trose
like & sun upon his spirit. He sighed to think
her hght mlght shine for other systems, but

never, it seemed, upon his. " To him it only

- gleamed from gfar, as a distant planet may live

- and burn in the very radiance of our sunset,

and tell us of strange limitless spaces made
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glorious by beams which we can only distantly

divine or know in dreams.

The hours of the day passed quickly with .

Erminia. Alice had urged her to accompany

~ them s strongly as she dared; but those few
‘words when _thejr pérte_d'the night before, ¢ Rus-

sell wishes you to go, dear Erminia,” made it

appear impossible. What could she be to hfm,
she questioﬁed, .that he should ask her to go.!
To a .pelpsqn so lonely, and ﬂependent upon
herself, a spark of Kkindness was a flame, and
~ she scarcely dared suffer one to alight upon
her heart. She thought. Russell could hardly

find cause to dccupy himself much about her; -

but he was Fanny’s father, and she could
perhaps make his burden less difficult by great
carefulness for his child. She fancied between

herself and one so justly distinguished there .-

was & wide distance, yet she listened to no
conversation with warmer enthusiasm than to

his; and although she seldom replied, her
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whole being was for the time absorbed in hear-
ing and recalling his expressions. How happy
she was in' Alice’s household! if only to be
near & friend so beautiful, noble, and great as
Russell, and able in anjr way to minister to
him! Yet she would never. willingly trust her-
self where his gratitude, which she could not

‘but observe, should find any warmer expres-

- sion than his calmest moments would approve.

She arose on the morning of this excursion
strong in her determination and full of joy.
The happiness of benefitfing others, the feeling
that she was in some dim way of use to one
who had given much to her Hoth from the in-
spiration of his books and from his visible pres-

‘ence, this made the light of every day more
grateful to her eyes. To-day, when she felt

how rich were her possessions, and when the
instinét came with the strength to keep them
as they were, if possible, untouched, unstained
forever, what wonder she appeared beautiful to
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Russell as she waved them good speed from
the balcony, or that her quiet manner, as she
moved about the house superintending some
- new domestic -arrangement for Alice, contained

a certam happy vigor which was scarcely na-

tive to her. She saw and did not forget the .

kindness of her friends, which had been testi-
 fied that morning in Russell's look of disap-
pointment and in Alice’s tender persuasions.
The day had already melted into the misty
gold of afternoon before she completed her

- labors.. 'Then she lay down upon a couch

/ which sfopd across the recess of the broad li-

brary window and watched the sea. It shone
~ and 'glimmered‘ under the broad: ‘cedars,‘which
stood like sentinels ﬁpon the garden’s edge,
' gradually burmng and :purpling in the sunset
rays. And while she lay, in her fatlgue she

- slept and dreamed.
. She thought she was Iyilig under the large
cedar close i:olﬁhe verge of the cliff, and Russell

-

.
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was by her side, The children were far below,
chasing the birds ‘upon the sand.” Presently
Russell sald “ Ma,y I play to you?” and. seiz-
ing a violin he played until they seemed to
float together on a golden sea of nﬁusie, and the
violin to become a boat, wherein they lay ris-
ing and sinking to the harmony of the waves.
Suddenly the sea dashed with a sharp discord.
She awoke ‘to find the breeze had swung the
half-opened door heavﬂy back. Then she arose
and shook away her dream.

The gloom and white mists of evéning were
abroad, whep the sound of horses’ foet told of
the return of the party. Erminia appea,reti
to bring both light and warmth to the chilly
group as she ran to welcome them, and throw-

~ ing open the wide hall-door allowed the blaze

of the bright wood-fire to stream into the dusk.
After the brief story of the day was ended,
and ~they had finished the evening meal, they

found their way into the drawing-room agam,
3 : D
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where no one was mclmed to talk, and Er—

" minia fancied the silence was grovnng irksome.

Therefore she went {0 the piano, which her
late oceupahons had prevented her from touch-
ing, and, played softly, almost as if to herself,
yet for others too if thelr mood eb;lmed with
- hers, while the ghmneer of the halfrisen moon

began to pervade the darkness of the room.

She played on and on, until the absolute quiet

of her listeners and the. dreamful absorption

into which the music drew her, caused the

consciousness of their presence at length to
pass away, and she seemed again to float on
that divine sea of harmony which rocked her

in her dream Allee 8 Ilove for musie would

have kept her spellbound if the ehlldren had

not. reqmred her presenee, and. eaused her soon

‘to leave the room; Tut Russell ‘sat still as

‘breathing ma,rble in the broad Wmdow, watch-

ing the moon as she slowly arose out of the
soa over the dim horizon and laid a bridge of

~ gilvery lustre ‘almost to his feet.

b
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Presently Erminig stopped, and her low

?

sweet voice, compounded of a.ll gentleness, be-
gan a song of summer, WhlIe her fingers made

‘the instrument speak like the rippling  of

streams to .bear her company Again she

paused, and then the voxce-—surgmg as if a

storm of passion had swept across its gentle

+ strength, leaving -its sad vibratien'e —‘arose

once more. Russell listened, for this strange |
?

sad tone thrilled him, and he heard ‘these
words : —

. O tell me not so fair a sun may shine,
And pour his living beams alone on me;
Full well I know the glory is divine, |,

And all his undimmed path the world can see.

Ye happy lovers clad in ecstasy !

Svmy in your bliss and touch the speaking heaven !

- Garner joy’s ray to 111ume life’s stormy sky,

Earth’s shadows fall even where her love is gwen !

But I shall ever gaze upon my star,

And know the glorions lustre cannot pale,
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Through present dark his; spirit gleams afar,

Nor passing heavenward cafn‘ such beanty fail.

The fountain of my love shall feel no bars,
But ever flowing ever be at rest; |
For what am I that I should clasp the stars,

, Or think their rays are only for my breast!

Yet I conld sigh and lean my weary head, '
And lose all self upc:;n the heart of Jove,
* And loving, live, as if the world were dead,

And every voice as sweet as notes above.

" Then turn away from n;e thy glowing face !
' My heart is wealk; — this frailty is of earth;
" No longer would I feel that tender grace,
Test T must stifle joy in his young birth.

© Alice glided noiselessly back into the room, |

while Erminia was singing these verses. Im-

mediately to her clear vision their meaning was

~unfolded, and she shot one anxious glance
towards Russell. The song was ended now,

and he arose and came to the piaho.- As he
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approached Erminia and spoke, she started. -
“ How strangely pathetic that song is,” he said
ggnﬂy,‘ and almost tenderiy; as if he would
make amends for having disturbed' her. I
think I did not quite comprehend it. Have
you the words there? I should like to see

'. them and to know the writer's name.. Love

and suffering find expression in them, and
that‘ pain of lonely, unreéogﬁi‘zed affection,
perhaps the saddest ery the voice of hu-
‘manity- can raise! Can you find them for
me ? | o |

é No,f’ said Erminia, speaking very low,
“'they are not written. The words were my;'
own. I did not think them’ altogether sad,”
and ‘she turned from the piano as she spoke,
w1th a clear, unclouded smile, which seemed to
comprehend him in its sunlight and what
might lie beyond.
“Russell saw, as he had never 'seei);t before, the

ineffable tenderness of her face,— a face that

4
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knew sorrow, but knew the eternal power of
love; and he became humble as a little child
before the light of her spirit. He answered

" her in a tone as Iow as her own, and which

even Alice could not hear. ‘When Erminia
arose 8 moment after to closé the instrument,
he said more audibly, “ Will you teach me
something of your wisdom? I would come

to you daily, as the children do.” And she

answered, as she gave him her hand to say
good night, “I have no wisdom. I believe
"my sympathie{; make me & child with the chil-
dren, but I know no other " -

“That is what I need to learn most, I thmk &
he replied earnestly. ¢ There. s a Joy too,

deeper than the joy of children, which can out-

live all sorrow; being immortal. Your song,

sad as it is, shows me! ! that you:know what 1

mean. Teach me tlus also, Ermlma, through’

your sympathy )
As he spoke he turned away abruptly, and
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| left her standing there. :She'listened to his

feet as the echoes died upon the stair, and then

turned hghtly and passed through the moonht
hall to her own room.
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COMMUNlCATI.ON.

RMINIA lay down upon her bed that

night, ha,ppy, but sleepless She allowed
the mde window to invite the moonbeams,
that, lymg herself in shadow, she might watch

the sea and sky. Was not tlus an instinet of

her life to lie thus in shadow, watching and

.adoring. the loveliness and glory which encir-
"cled her? To her wakeful fancy the moon be-
came l1v1ng type of human purity, and the

SNOWY clouds thh blossomed in her path, the
Iilies of the heart Whlch expend in answer to

the touch. of her silver rays, the messengers of

her love. ¢ TFor these lilies of life,” she said,

“above all blessil_lgs, I praise thee, O God, for
now their fragrance fills my heart.” -
“And Alice in her lonely chamber, not far
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© away, Waited long for the benediction of the

night. Her busy thought had also d1stanced
the idea of sleep, and she sat for an. hour by
her silent window while, desire cried, Peace!
- Peace ! — But there was no peace. Indeed,
she was strangely disturbed. A fear Whleh had
vaguely ﬂoated m the atmosphere appeared at

_ this time. to take form, and her mind recoiled

before th& picture it presented. - She could not

- make the cause sufficient nor altogether clear ; H

but the dread of pain, almost the dread of joy,
for one so tender and impassioned, and of such
lofty aspeet as her friend, this, it seemed, she
could not endure alone. ¢ Erminia and Rus-
sell!” she said, half aud1bly “Burely he. does
not know how strong his influence is! He

- must be careful, rigorous, with himself! If

Herbert were only here, he could speak to him
and all would be well. Ah, Herbert! i you
were but here!” And Alice, habitually so

controlled, the very abode of serenities, thore
3%
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‘ de poured her sorrows out, and the
needJ%d'agony of her heart found voice. But
at length she was enabled to turn in humility
" to the only fountain of our peace, and the

‘loving and lonely one slept, wrapped as it were

in the arms of faith. \ L
On the poet’s study-table a eandle burned
il leng past midnight. The fatigues ‘f the
day had heen exorcised by Ermlma S‘ﬁ inging,
and When he entered h1s own I'OOID.Q f?&r the
night;. the temptatmn to write to Herbert was
not to be resisted. His dislike of lettermwrltmg
in general was forgotten for the time, because
he wished: to speak with his friend. ‘jRussell

| seldom wrote to anybody When he could help

it, and his consclenee did not always sleep be-

fore the unanswered letters on lus desk ; but |

to-nlght his pen ran lightly forward, as if to

grest the heart that would come to’ meet it.
At last, looking for a moment off the page, he"

saw the moon-rays gleaming on a silver dish

) §
A
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filled W1th dahlias, which in the early morn--
mg Fanny had gathered and placed upon the
casement ; thence the light’ ghmmered down
upon the floor and shone upon the brazen
clasps and 1]lum1nated leaves of a disordered
collection of precious old volumes hé had left
astray there. They seemed to rebuke his can-
dle and his oecupation He put the lght has-
tily out, like one suddenly discovered in an

unworthy deed. When the beams expired and

the weird moonlight brought sudden silence
to his heart, he felt as if he had been drown-
ing celestlal music in dissonant erles, and he
advanced toward the open window to enjoy the

‘s¢ene’in its perfection. But as he turned, his
- glance fell upon a favorite portrait, now irradi-

- ated by the moon, where the face, although

perfectly familiar, took a vigor of expression
from the white light which startled him.

It vfa_s an ancient picture, the artist’s likeness
of himself; and yet no flattery of comeliness
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was in it, but a kind of strength, 1ike‘a vision
lof angehc might, as if the pamter had once at-
tained the summ1t of the mountain of aspira-
tion, and stood thgre long enough to recognize
the posmblhties of his being. It was truthful'
too, neither hiding the signs of faﬂure nor of

- pain. In the young, abundant locks, the white -

threads of sorrow, those blossoms of the eternal
' sprmg, were not altogether unseen Over the

pale square brow, as if upheld by Grecian pil- -

lars, through the fire and fa.r—gazmg of the dark-
- brown eyes, and in the firm endeavor of the
‘mouth, not untried but resalute, Russell read
now mofe plainly than ever before, I will, I

dare, I suffer,— 1 amM sTRONG: for yonder lies )

©. my strength.”
. Then the poet rephed as in.a vision, “ I will,

I dare, I suﬂ'er, —would thatI were strong' ”

And desire rlsmg into prayer drew a new
peace. down upon his being, and at length he

too slept as God’s children may. Temptations,
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shrmkmg but not conquered, lurked and lin-

“gered. Only endeavo;' chained to aspiration
can shame the Devil back to his grim home.
The moonlight became pallid in.the dawn 3

- the days moved round to nights. Waning and

pa.ling to the 'sightlof earth, like many a Joyless -
life, the moon faded and died. But the faith-
ful stars only shone the brighter; and served to .

- guide Herbert, the wanderer, back. He had

grown restless and was bound towards home.
Was it the cdll of that- strange hour of a
night. heavy to Alice with new suffering, which
touched him where he slept on distant seas,
and drew him to his own 7

The autumn sun was shining with undimin-
ished splendor one October afternoon, when
Herbert returned to % The CLff,” He entered

- the house unheralded, and, hastening to Alice’s

room, found her there‘, as-he had scarcely dared .

- to hope, alone. . After the first shock ' of sur-




e ASPHODEL

pmse hed passed they rehearsed together the
long hours of thelr separatlon, with their min-
gled experiences. "

“7 felt myself so well that n1ght » he said to
her, “¢ that my conscience fa1r1y allowed me to
thmk’., of- home © After the thought the very
breatﬂ of the earliest steamer was more Sple
and healing than the airs of the Indian Islands

- themselves. But what of Erminia ?” he said, -

when the first moments were past; *we have
not 5poken of her, nor of Russell, where are

‘ they both this fine afternoon ?”

Alice selzed the opportumty which this ques- -

tion ‘afforded to unfold the history of her hopes
and fears: she found there was not much to be

tolé\l‘a;fter all, except she explained her anx-
jeties;: which were .perheps unnecessary, for

Ermm1a.
" ¢ What if she should learn to love Russell,

‘while he, forgetful. of all but Edith, could not
-se0 that his grejtitude was misinterpreted !
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Dear Her’bert do be Watehful for them both,
and put Russell on his guard 1f it be pos-‘
sible !

“ Don’t be too anxious, Alice. It is fertuna,te
I ceme home when I d1d or I might have
found my Mary turned into a Martha before
my very eyes.”

Alice laughed a littls chlldhke Iaugh over
her troubles, which seemed to disappear before‘
the present sunshine as marvellously as the

Genii of the Arabian Ni ights fade in their mys-

terious veil of vapor. She was half inclined to

- beheve, with Herbert, that her fancies were but

air,

“But we will be very careful and observe

- them both well,” she said, as they gave their

children a good-night Iiss in the nursery: “we
are but children of few more years and Iittlel

- more wisdom, and must help each other.”




VI.
COMPANIONSHIP

0 you know this flower 27 asked Rus-

 sell that same afternoon, as he suddenly
emerged from what Herbert had laughingly
christened ¢ The Forest,” a small clump of
evergreen trees not-far from the house, and,
stopping Erminia in her walk, held a Spray of
purple Gerardia towards her.
“Yes,” she answered quietly, takmg the

flower he extqnded for her acceptance, and -

fastening it in her dress, ¢ I know it well,but I
have not discovered its favorite haunt yet near

* ¢The CLff.”

et me show you where it grows. I see
‘you are out for a walk this glorious afternoon.”

«Thank you!” The words were simple, but

her heart rose with a sudden surge of hdppi—

~ .mness, as if in answer.
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They‘ advanced a moment in silence, until
suddenly the shore and far horizon broke upon
their_ View; and with them all the dread and
limitations of life seemed swept away. ’.[fhejr

‘ran forward swiftly now, towards the ocean,
talking like two children, the healthy scene

causing them -to forget selftonsciousness and

~every unnatural restraint, while they leaped

from pomt to pomt upon the rocks, cIamber—
ing down to the very edge of the sea.

Their vo1ces chimed i in natural cadence with
the blrds and waves as they called. to one
a.nother from every new pomt to observe a fill-
ing sail or purple fleck thrown by the flying -

clouds. Above them towered the cliffs, below

and afar stretched the sea. ' Prosently, from
sheer fatigue, they perched, to rest awhile,

in a fissure where the red granite was still

~warm from the midday sin. Looking up-

ard the rim'of the rocks seemed cutting
the blue sky above them. Ermlma thought

- B
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of Bgypt, and said: «This is like a vision of
Thebes.” As she s‘poke, a short-billed curlew
shot, with' a wild, sharp cry, from -a cleft vein
not far from where they sat, and floated

away, a a speck of silver into the blue.
“The b1rd is jealous of your speech ” Rus-

sell a,nswered “and would Temind us that this .

is New Engla,nd our home.”

They hngered in their warm shelter, until,
looking towards the nearest ‘cove, they saw
a fleet of boats, resembling a fock of birds,

mergmg from their harbor. The fishermen

- were starting for a mght at sea, each man in

sohtude with his lantern and: his boat. The
tiny skiffs clung together as long as compan-

ionship) was possible ; at length they saw

~ them separate to seek lonely. anehor'ege on
- the wide, inhospitable deep. . R

© “We will not go for Gerardias to—n;ght‘\?’

 said Russell, brea.kmg the long silence they had
kept while observing the boats, 1t is time we
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returned These fishers tell me it is later than
I thought but the sun ' has so stained the
-earth ‘with lustre that his yellew rays may
still serve to light us home. We call these
ﬁshers Ionely,” he eontmued half aud1b1y, as
he turned to go, “ but they have homes in
which their hearts can rest even while they
themselves are tossed upon the sea!” He
spoke these last words to himself, as it were,
yet they were hardly uttered when he foarsd

lest Erminia might have heard them. She

~was finding . her way lightly over the somie-

w‘-'?hat difficult path, with her eyes fixéd upon
the glowing West. Certainly she did rxiot re-
spend, yet presently she rested a moment wntil
‘her companion’ should overtake her, and e

‘cepted the hand he offered, in order to balance

her steps, not as if it were necessary to “her, but

ra,ther as a pledge of eompa,monshlp to him.
It was altogether dark when they reached
the house, and th_e lights from the broad win:

I
H
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Jdows‘ flung fneir Weleome beanis far down
towards the shore. Herbert was lying in wait -
to give them'a merry greeting, had not: their
- approach been 80 quiet as lalmost tons.-urprise
‘him instead. R T
« Come in,” he shouted heartily, when at
" last they appeared “ one would thlnk you con-
" sidered yourselves fit subjects for a romance.
T have been trymg to repeat the old proverb
¢ Better late than never, but it grew pretty’
musty after an hour’s thinking of it from time
to time. Alice has gone to put the purple
beaeon in th‘e ; eastern: window, fearing you had
' Imssed your ‘way; I must tell her of your
~arrival.” And havmg ealled to Ahee and told
her the good news, he drew them both under
_the hall lamp that he might ¢ take pr0per

diagnosis of their cases,”” hie said, “and judge

of Alice’s good keeping.”
The inspection proved remarkably satisfac-

tory. Erminia stood with hat off and the
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" rolls of hei' shlnmg han- half escaping to her

shoulders, mth cheeks aglow and her dark eyes
uttering a gentle remonsirance against being -
looked at, a picture of hdppiness’ and health ;
while Russell, forgetting he was there to bo
gazed at, seemed to absorb the Light into his
dreamful face as he stood between his friends.

| Herbert’s quick glance did not fail to de-
tect this unwonted and beautiful Tlack of self-
consclousness in Russell Formerly he had

‘ sometimes seen him in this moed when for

many deys together he scarcely quitted his

- study, never wandering farther than the pine-

trees upon which the room opened, and un-
ini\:errupted, save when Edith entered, or at

evening, when he himself would occasionally

: _]om them and talk over "days passed upon

the “ Wengern,” or in ohve-clrcled Perugia.
Then his mind was pre-oeeupled with hIS work ;
but his ordinary condition was quite dlﬂ'erent
Sensitively alive to the presence and opinion
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“of others, conscious of superior talent and

- of personal beauty, he possessed a certain

measure of vanity, which rather increased than

lessened his general attractiveness, and seldom

allowed him to be self-forgetful in the world
of society. .. Herbert believed in his friend’s
* genius as strongly as Russell himself, and liked
to observe him as he was to-night, held by a
power superzor to his intellections; yet he

questioned eagerly what that power might be,

because with the thought, the suggestion of

Alice returned uneasily to his mind.

“T wfilL let, you both go,” he continued al-
most immediately, ¢ when you have told me

where you have been so lgng'.” |

“ Why, my dear fellow,” said Rqsseil,  the
sunget has been a pageant, splendid beyond
our imaginations; — a, scene never to, be for-
gotten,” and while he endea.vored to glve Her-
bert; some idea of the glory of it from the

point of -vjqﬁ’ they had enjoyed, Ei'mjnia.-

slipped away to prepare for the evening meal.

VIL
AFFINITIES.

HE mysteries of affinity overarch our
happiness like a blue heaven. The ho-
rizon expands around us, and the vulgar limi-
tations of the day resolve and mix into a
speck within our wide eternity. All is made

~ ours. There is no reserve; nothing, however
,veiled that shall not be revealed to the double

81ght of love.
- Russell did not say these words as he Walked

across the neutral-tinted hills 1 in the warm sun

" of an autumnal noon. The thought lay only

half-fledged, as it were, in the sacred silence
of his heart. He did not know that when he
spoke he listened but for one reply, nor that
the bleak ‘November days seemed calm as

. summer because he walked with Ermlma over

the -broad and gllttermg fields.
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The days and weeks had thus far worn away,

and a voice of winter whispered in the wind

before Herbert could gather courage to tell

Alice that a double reason prompted his re-
~ turn; and the hoar-frost traced, with his deli-
cate white pencil, weird and vanishing figures
'upon Russell’s balcony, before he questioned
himself whether he loved Erminia and would

ask her to be his wife, or if he must leave -

the hos’pitablle" home where she had become
’e.ssential, perhaps, to his happiness. He did
-not believe Erminia loved him! Why should
she? She knew his love for Edith,— could
she understand the necessity of his heart
which cried 6t for her, while his angel was
forever th him unforgotten? Yet he was

thlrstl for companionship, for fireside cheer,

for her calm presence. She.was able to lead

him to his better self; ‘and When at remote

1ntervals they had passed an hour together =

and felt a perfect unison, he became like one
N .
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renewed and strengthened,  Her ima,ge lulled

“him when he slept and stood beaming with a
'lustre worthy of Edith’s love when he awoke.
It would be a second death in life to know
~ he must lose her forever! Yet what clalm,

~what hold had ho upon her? Hew frequently

she seemed to vanish at his approach! How
slight were the opportunities she allowed for
any speech! But ‘each held little Fanny by
the ’Ihand, and day by day the unconscious
child strengthened an electric bond which
Russell could not break, yet dared not think
indissoluble. .

“] will go and urge her to it with all the
pent-up passion of my soul poured upon hers;
yet,” —and the man became irresolute at
the thought,— ¢ if she should stand with her

. clear face and shining eyes, saying, ¢ You are

- Edith’s!”—no! no! I camnot ask her now.

‘Time must help me win ; I will wait and Iabor

for her lqire.”
4
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The autumn sun' was h1gh that mornmg

when this thought of Erminia had at last

taken shape in his mind. Russell was already -

v&earied with struggle and indecision, :alth01tgh
he had Jjust arisen. The early morning mail
lay as usual upon the table, yet he left it un-
examined until he_was fairly ready to descend
 for the day- Then he tore the envelopes
open carelessly and threw the letters down

half untead, except one which he perceived

_‘among the 1ast from the shores of the Pacific.
This was - ewdently of importance, and he read

‘it thoughtfully. It was from a man who -

had taken the trouble, though a stranger, to

inform hxm of the doubtﬁﬂ trustworthlness

of the agent he had selected to supermtend

hls business in that far land and the letter

urged him to come out mmedlately, to judge

of the state of affairs for himself. What

could he do? -This property was Fan’ny’s,
left her by her mother, and must be guarded
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more carefully than if it were his own. He

stood long, revolving the subject uneasily in
his mind. ¢ And if I must go,” he said to

bimself finally, “I inust go in silence. At

 least, when I return, if ever, there can be no
more ‘indecision. We shall both know clearly

- then what is essential to our happiness.”

Full of uneasy questionings he descended

-_ slowly towards the breakfast-room. As he.

crossed the hall, Herbert came out of his own

room hastily and met him. ¢ My dear lad,”

‘he said in his heéalthy, cheery way, always like

an invigorating breeze to Russell, “I see we
are both late together this morning. Of
course the queen bees have. departed long
ago; but let us make the best of a bad case
and have a bachelor breakfast by ourselves.
Things could Vha_.rdly ha,ve 'h'a.ppened more con-
veniently in one way, however, for T have a
pian which I wish to consult you about, and we '
sﬁall not find a better time than the preseps.”
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Russell was only too happy to be rid of ‘his

_ own sad cogitations for a while, and listened

willingly to what Herbert had to say. ,

As soon as they were fairly seated at the
table, he said, « these quiet weeks at home,
| you see, have, together with my voyege, set
me quitc on my legs again. I am perfectly
well and sirong now, and Alice and the chil-
dren’ could hardly be more comfortably estab-
lished, espécially while you are: with them,

than they are at- present. 1 am convinced

" therefore that 1 ought,” — here he hesitated.

“ Why you seem to be making preparations

for getting ‘'rid of  yourself, — out with it,
| Herbert, let us ha.ve .the Worst as soon  as
~ possible.”

“Q, there’s no ¢worst’ about it, I hope;

only, to tell the truth, I feel bound to join the

army. I had an offer of a coloneley before

I went away last summer for my health, and
- I decided then, if I recovered, I would do what
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I could, when I returned, for the great cause.
T told Alice about it this morning, and next
o telling her I believe I dreaded telling you,

Russell ;— but her Beh_av‘ior made -everything
that should be done look easy. You know |

our life together has not been one of explana-
. tions, and I really think she was prepared for -
" my resolution, and felt relieved after we had

talked over our pIa,ns She antle1pated this
when I first went away from home, and she
feels as I do, there is nothing left for a true
patriot in my position but to ge. Yet the -
thought of our speedy separation is not easy.

I have promised to leave for the camp’two

- weeks from to-day.”

There was a pause after Horbert had done
speaking. " Then Russell sighed heavily and

, said, “Perhaps I also ought to have done as

you have, Herbert, but I have lived too much

~ and too many years in my etudy to make an
efficient soldier in the camp, or perhaps I try
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to think so when I look at my little Fanny,

who would be utterly lonely without me.

| ‘Besule, T hope the work I have accomphshed‘

at home is not without its value. You are |

only to be eongretu}ated upon your heroic

- resolve ; the resolution’alone- brings you the '

finest laurels. As for Alice, I do not fear for

her. 1 see from your face what a glorious sup- - -

port she has been. She is a woman worthy
to live 1n this - great spnng-tlme of liberty!
But now, Herbert I ought in turn to unfold

‘the plans to you which have been suggested .

by my letters this morning. We need to take

counsel together to-day, if ever, and much

" more since your unexpected departure is so

‘near at hand. Certainly I must do ‘nothing‘
which can interfere with your determination.” -

And with a sudden: half-deﬁned hope = that
Herbert would not think his case an urgent
‘one, he drew the letter he had just received
from his pocket and laid it before his friend.

. of indecision was exorcised.
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“I wish you would read it,” he continued,
“ and give me your candid opinion.”
Herbert took the letter and read it through

in silence. Russell watched him eagerly, that

he mlght not lose the expression of one spon- -
taneous feeling its perusal should awaken, and
he did not fail to observe a shadow of anxiety
which at first ovérspread his face. But his

_clear, concise reply, true as Herbert was, gave - |
" him satisfaction with the pain. The demon

v

“1 think you should go by the next steamer,

for I see no real reason for delay. Perhaps
' “in this way you may avoid the bitter cold and

storms of winter on our coast. We shall

Tleave a lonely household, it is true, very lonely,

but I do not think the necessity for remaining

- sufficiently | strong to counterbalance the ne.
- cessity for your departure. Justice te the
interests of your child calls for your immediate

absence. You will be back probably before
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 midsummer returns,” he added, observing

" the shadow which crept over Russell at the

' thought.” « We shall count upon this. Indeed'

you can hardly be detained later than the
_early spring, unless ‘matters are far worse
than we bé,lieve.” ,
Herbert ‘said no more, waiting for a word
of vesponse from Russell. He was fully aware
that some feelmg ‘beside the apparent anx-
jeties of his position agitated his friend, and

he lingered, hoping for a ‘word of question- -

ing or confidence Wit‘h. regard to Erminia.

He had become at last entirely convinced of
ber feeling for Russell, and he cGuid. not

escape something of Alice’s disquietude, when

he fou:qd himself the agent, as it were, di-

viéﬁhg them perhaps forever. . Russell, on the

other Wand, sat unconscious of his friend’s
: Ithoughj/ listening for him to speak again,
| hopmg for one word which might keep him

from this' fatal voyage and give him time
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to follow where his aspiration led; time or
opportunity to dare. ‘ ‘
They sat long in silence. Then Herbert

suddenly remembered that affairs called him,

an& hastened. to leave the room.
Russell felt like a doomed man when he

saw Herbert depart. Hitherto the days -had

slipped away, spurred in their course by a

-fresh unconscious love which he recognized

now, a joy he had never hoped to know again.

He had wrapped himself in Ithe glory of his |

dream, and had known no awakening save a

_disturbing fear which the roticence of Er-

minia’s manner sometimes caused him to feel.
Now the moment was come when he must
lose her, perhaps forever. The future was
black before him with clonds of uncertainty,
the present a living torture. If he were -only.

sure of her regard for him; if the perfect

smile he had seen break like a morning of

love upon her face, when in some happy mo-

4% ' b

r
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ment fhey had talked together forgetful of re-

straint, — if that were his, were born for him,
then he could find 'voicge. He could not help

observing -that Erminia avoided him, and
hedged herself behind her marble grace, say-

ing, as it were, «If Russell Would come. to
 me it must be by a pa.th of his own creating.
"I am not like Edlth, one whom the world
. admires, ahd who is fitted to stand. by his side

among the WOI'ShlppeI‘s who seek hlm Yet

by the fireside, and in the quiet ebb and flow

of thelr daily life at “The Cliff;” Russell
learned instinctively to recognize the wealth
of her simple life, and Erminia to see in him
a growing distaste for the allurements of so-
. ciety and a longing for the continued shelier
of a home. She did not think ' of ‘berself,
' however, in relation to him, otherwise than
- through Fanny, who clung to.her as if partmg

were a thmg 1mposs1ble

Russeﬂ saw the river of t1me ﬂowmg on, .
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‘‘and he knew his departure was imminent. It
- wag’ just that he, and not another, should tell
~ Erminia of his journey. ¢“Not Herbert, not

Herbert,” he repeated to himself; 7 must
tém her; beside, I must entreat her still to
watch over Fanny,— to—to be a mother to
her. I cannot take the child away.” -
In the struggle between his dread of an
interview and the fear of delay, the morning
of that_ day slipped by. When the hour of

* * dinner was announced, Russell pleaded occu-

pation as an excuse for his absence from the

| family circle.

* He had returned to his own room soon after
Herl?exft quitted - him, and it was mid-afternoon
before he again_left it. Believing the  honso
to ibe solitary as usual at that hour, he de-

~ scended then, and crossed the library, with
“the intention of taking a rapid walk by the
sea. As he stepped from the long window

opening upon the piazza, Erminia stood there,
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- with her back ‘toward him, where she had
been occupying herself since dinner, appa.r—

entlgg tying up the honeysuckle -which ‘the

autumn winds had dzsplaced She had un-
fa.sté’ned the body of the vine in order to
6 it more perfectly, and had thrown

»:f\

the tangled net of scarlet berrles and sphere-‘

like purpled leaves over her shoulders till

they swept the. ground behind her. The sun

was glla'néing upon her radiant hair and spark-

ling on the berries and the leaves.
Russell stood still. How beautiful ! was his

first thought* and his.second, “Yes, I see it

all, this is my appointed time ! "}/

- He spoke to’her then, and she, with a Ghlld-
 like gladsomeness, told him she was Happy to
see him out of school at last, and fdared he
had a very hard master to keep him so long!

 Bub o'bserwng quickly that he did not respond.

to her mood, she waited quletly and continned
“her work until he should reply.
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%1 wish to tell you,” he began, after a pause
during which Erminia pa.rtly dlsengaged her-
self from the vme, “that T am compelled to

~go away from ‘The Cliffy for a long time.
~ Business calls me, business for Fanny’s sake!
And I wish to leave the child wholly to your

care.” !

‘As he spoke ‘the vine slipped away f;'om

* Erminia, and she stood motionless, looking far -

over the sea.

“I shall be gone until _midsummer. May I

. leave the most precious treasure I have on

carth with you? I must indeed travel west-

- ward, but I shall be ever turning to the east.
. T feel myself moored here where my child is,

and — ,
Ill-concealed emotions were already. strug-
gling in Russell’s voice ; again he asked,
a,bruptly, “ May I leave her, this tijeasure, to .
you, Erminia? May I think of her, for my

" sake enfolded in your arms?”
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He waited eagerly for her reply, but she
stood now with her face pirned quite awo,y
from him, and simply said, You may !

"+ How lonely the shore became tha,t‘afternmn

to the solitary walker. A creeping mist

shrouded the distance, and the slow roll of
. the perpetua,l waves upon the beach was like
Nature’s metronome, of silence. The solitude
~ of death rushed upon him. The wind, playing

over the pine-g}oVes ds its harp, whispered,.

« Alone! alone!” and the ripples, as they
curved towards his steps, answered in their dim

"monotone. All was sad and low as his own

heart, wherein there was no hope. Sadly he
paced the sands, listening only to the chant of

his worn spirit. Only that ; no light, no hope.

But when at length the Shddows grew the .

deepest, there arose a beacon on the headland.
‘It stretched its gioﬁing fingers out towards
“him, as if o guide the wanderer and rekindle
" his faint hope. °
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- To-morrow passed, and still to-morrow ; on

the fourth day Russell was to sail. Alice and

- Brminia, supermtended the arrangements for

his persona.l comfort while he set the house
of his affairs in order, for departure. Herbert
had concluded after mature deliberation to
close the establishment and leave “ The Cliff”
-until summer should return, and had been

 sufficiently occupied himself in finding com-

fortable lodgings for his family in the eity.

As yet, however, there was no sign of removal

about Alice’s household. All was as usual,
except a calm, like the calm of grief, and a
sacred stillness Seemed to. pervade tho place.
When Russell and Herbert were at home,
however, these two women, radiant with their
love and endeavor, half cheated those others
into forgetfulness by & courage which was

sometimes insufficient for themselves.
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SOLITUDE.

T appeared that Alice’s own suﬂ'ermg was .

merged during those bitter days in the

unspoken grief of Ermlnla, for whose comfort ‘

she felt she could do nothing. Not - even
Herbert could understand her friend as she

could, and . the tears sprang to Alice’s eyes o

88 she Watched\at marble pa.llor return, at
one time native to Ermlma s face, but lately

drlven away by the rosy da'wn of happiness.

None but Allce, passing late into her bedroom, -

could: hear the heavy sob breakmg on silence,
and none but she knew the early .feet which
crossed the lawn and visited the shore, hoping
“for the morning. Nor could another know
that -the coming sep‘aration had revealed a

‘ :ti'uth' hitherto concealed from all, even from
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herself. .Wh)'* should Alice speak of these

things, and to whom ? Herbert needed cheer,
therefore she might not speak even to him!

~ Beside, wa'ould it not secem like betrayal ? She

murmuréd- only, “The heart knoweth its own

bitterness,” and remained. silent. |
The morning of Russell’s departure arrived.

As he awoke, his first thought was, Erminia.

and Fanny are my world, and to-day I leave

‘them both, without the courage to anticipate

the future. If Erminia will but give me one
ray of hope before we part, it shall be my hap-
piness, my beacon, till T return.

0 dark and blind! Where are the seeing
eyes to perceive your child Wra,pped and shel-
tered in almost a mother’s tenderness, — to
behold the joy lighting tho being of that
woman at your approach,-— to interpret the
very reticence of her demeanor when you
have been most rash ! Do you then wait for
speech, that dull and partial medium, when

- you feel the spirit within you vibrate ?
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- Russell heard the voice and lohggd fo a.ci‘;. ‘

“upon it, but the hours flew by and left him

still irresolute. Ife could not know the agony
‘they brought to her who was called self-sus-

tained. In his afterlife there came a period

~when he knew no mortal can be sustained in
loneliness but by the grace of God, our self-

_ hood is so weak, and that the birth from suf--

fering, through grace, is peace. |
The hour of departure arrived. The little
group clustered around the po‘rc‘h‘to’ bid Rus-
 sell good Speed. He bade farewell to each,
and took Erminia’s hand the last, as if hop-

' ing till the latest moment for a sign, he knew -

not what. But when he lingered for a look,
she stooped and kissed Fanny, who stood be-

tween them, and so veiled her eyes. ‘Once

moré he pressed‘ her cold Mand ;—ab length,

when she raised her head, Russell was gone.
In another week ‘Ej[erbert also took his de-

parture ; goiﬂg proud and strong, with a noble

-

J
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soldier’s bearing. Then the women and chil-

dren were left alone.

" For the first time Erminia knew the shadowy

qud through which the feet of the solita,ry\
may pass. It was not a solitude like that

which followed her father’s death, when every

. moment was peopled with the sweet memories

iod

of his life, nor that solitude of the child which -

is “the power of God, and the mystery of . .

God; the echo of a far deeper solitude through
which he has already passed, and of another
solitude, deeper still, through which he has

“to pass ; reflex of one solitude, — prefiguration
of another.” The way was dark and she

walked gropingly. She seemed to be passing

~over a lofty, uncertain bridge, with a gulf of
- blackness reaching down infinitely on either °

hand, and there was none to help. And a
voice said, This is the prefigured time, the

| true death.

- Erminia often said to herself that she ex-
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_pected nothmg from Russell that he owed.

her nothmg ; on the contrary, she had de-

- rived ruch from him. She only remembered

he was her 1dea1 no other Was 50 lofty in her
eyes; his presence was her life, his absence, —
' vacuity, §01itude. He had often spoken kindly
, te her;"why did he not say one word at least
before departure? Why did he leave her in

silence now, if. his previous speech and manner
signified anything? Could the sun be false
in his course? Yet why did he leave her

without one regretful word! Surely it would

not have been unmanly to express his feeling!
‘One afternoon, as these turbulent thoughts
rose and surged within her, and the tempest
would not be allayed, a hand tapped at her
door, and she heard a merry voice say, “ Where

4_ is my pet‘? Here,—all alone,——ma.y I come
in?” and’ Fanny, half peeping as she spoke,
_sprang into Erminia’s little room, lookmg Out

on brlek waJls, and nestled up into her Iap

i
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“You are cold here, and must come with
me, my darling,” she said, with a protecting
air, as if she felt herself the guardian.

The&? Erminia wrapped the chilfl in her
wide & hed arms, and dropping one hot tear
upon t)zfe br1ght curls, knew she

e Tonched God’s right hand in that darkness »

Itw s strange for Alice to find herself liv-

ing o ee more in town. Years had passefd\
since she had known much of people or their
habitations outside of her own family a‘dnd‘ her
humbi. villa_:ge friends; and when the inevita-’
ble bustle of removal was completed, the days
strete eﬂ blankly before her, holding anxiety
out Qs her dull companion. Soon, however,
Herbex’t’s \letters, punctual as the mornmg,

- began ‘3&0 arrive, and they enabled her to live

mud{ in camp with him, while Ernest and
Ally de a,nded also a large share of her at-

tentlcﬁr he must now keep double watch-
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fulness over them,— must learn, suffer, and

enjoy - _with’ them. She discovered that she

must 11ve wzth her chlldren as Well as for ,

them,i and 1ove and pray, aspu'mg to be one

with them in childlike earnestness.

How shall we repeat the story, told in Her-
bert’s daily letters,’ of his life in ca,mp,——of its

thronging occupatlons, its wild excltement its

vast, solitude ? .All these elements made up
‘the stirring history,— one that many of us -

know by heart. Why should I recount it

here, rehearsmg in cold words an experlence,

at the memory of which we hold our breath? -

Let me insert instead some verses written by
a friend of ‘Herbert, a - Colonel like himself,

which possess the merit of having been writ-

. _ten on the spot, in the speaking silence of the a

night.
‘ " «Tramp! tramp! tramp! ‘tramp }
- As I lay with my blanket on,
By the dim firelight, in ‘the moonlit mght
When the skirmishing fight was done.

1

SOLITUDE.

“ The measured beat of the sentry’s feet,
With the jingling scabbard’s ring!
- Tramp! tramp! in my meadow-camp,
By the Shenandoah’s spring.
* % * *
“ Tramp! tramp ! tramp ! trami)!
The sentry, before my tent, |
. Guiards, in gloom, his chief, for!whdm
Its sheIter to-mght is lent

«T am not there On the hillside bare
I tlnnk of the ghost within;
Of the brave who died at my sword hand sxde
’
To-day, 'mid the terrible din

« Of shot and shell and fhe infantry yell
'y

"~ As we charged with the sabre drawn.

To my heart I said, « Who shall be as the dead
| In my tent at another dawn %’

“1 thought of a bIossofping almond-tree
The stateliest tree that I know; ,
Of a golden bowl; of a parted soul ;
And a lamp that is burning low.

“0 thoughts that kill! I thought of the hill
In the faroff Jura chain:
Of the two, tl‘m three, ogr the wide salt sea,
Whoalze hearts would break with pain !

.* -k * *
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«:Halt! Who comes there?’ The cold inidnight air
And the challenging word chill me through ; '
The ghost of a fear whispérs close to my ear, ‘
¢Is peril, love, colming to you?”

# The hoarse answer, ¢ Relief,’ makes the shade of a gricf
Die away with the step on the sod.

Apkiss' melts in air, while a tear and a prayer-

" Confide my beloved to God! I

. % Tramp! tramp! “tramp ! tramp!
| With a solemn, pendulum swmg'
Though I slumber sall night, the fire burns bnght.
And my sentinels’ scabbards ring.

o

¢« Boot Qnd saddle !’ is sounding. Our pulses are bounding ;
«To horse!” And I touch with my heel
" Black Gray in the flanks, and ride down the ranks
With my heart, like my sabre, of steel.”

Russell’s experiencé during these days of

‘winter must not pass unmentioned. The

gloom of parting seemed to be pictured on
the . face of Nature as.he left the hosp1ta,ble
~ doors where the flowers of life had blossomed

aga,m even for him. 'The sleet and snow pat-

-
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tered against the narrow windows of the car-

', riage, leaving small out-look except upon the
‘black miry footprints around the stations as

thgy passed. At length night shut down'; .

+ - and, utterly wearied with the excitement of

the last few days, his brain confused by the

Jjolting of the cars, .he fell into a dead-

ened condition, when his perceptions became

inert, yet the restful obliviousness of sleep

was absent. He did not fairly revive until
he found himself the next morning actually -
standing on the pier #nd waiting to approach

the steamer whither he was bound. Then

the feel of the salt sea refreshed his senses.
He saw the blue just breaking over the sky
and scattermg the mornmg mist, the harbor

goy with Whlte-wmged boats, the pier crowded

with hurrying men, anxious women, and wide-

u eyed children, with luggage and dogs in pro-
‘portion. A parrot was screechiﬁg in a cage

at his right hand, an infant nursing at his
B S \ ' a '
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left in front he saw 2 vivid. pa.norama of the
bay, with its hospltals, islands, villas, and

hght—houses ; while in the far distance, blue

as the wing of a Brazilian butterfly, stretched
the broad ocean. But he moved llastlly for-
ward to his destmatlon now, hardly knowing

that he observed t.hese things. The steamer

 was already crowded, ‘and his own state-room,

engaged many Weeks prewously, he found in
~ the possesswn of & lady and her daughter.

What should he do? He went to the cap-

tain ; " but the poor man, already half-crazed.

-with the number of like complaints, said he
~ knew nothing about it; and could do nothing
if he did. ¢ More people want to go than
there s room for, ‘and ‘they ’1l have to settle
it among themselves.” This answer, half to

himself and half to Russell was all the satis- = -

faction he could get. It certamly was not an
encouraging begqmmg He returned there-

fore to the cabin, and there sat the same lady
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whom he had seen in his state-room. He ac. |
costed her, after & moment’s deliberation, and
asked if number twenty-two were her state-

I'OOI]’.I

& Yes, it is,” she replled evxdently a 11ttle

- surpriséd at the question.

“ s
_ Excuse me,” said Russell, “but it is the

- same one which was assigned to me three

weeks ago, and I must endeavor to investi-

- gate the watter.”

The lady looked perplexed. “If you will
wait a few moments,” she said, finally,  until
Mr. Van Ranse returns, I am sure he will be"
happy to do what he can to éssist ydﬁ.”

R les;sell waited, but ﬁnding the gentleman
in question did not return, he detérmined
once more to try his fortune. He first com-
pared again the number upon his key with
that upon the door of the gre-occupwd state-
room, and finding they accorded only too well,

" he was about to seek the proper authorities




100 ASPHODEL.

for .redress, if possible, when Mrs. Van Ranse
again appeared. - -
%I would not keep the apartment,” she

said, “since your application was made much

earlier than oOurs, except for my dﬁughter-

: Amy, who is rather delicate, and not. a good
4 sallor under the most favorable circumstances.
I fear therea is culpable carelessness on the

part of the officials, which has been too com-
monly the case upon this line. *We only ap- .
‘plied for a passage five days ago, intending ‘-

to have taken the next steamer, had not our

affairs demanded the presence of Mr. VanJ

Ranse as soon as posmble, and we were Some-
wha,t surpnsed at our good success, which I
‘ dlscover, too- late, is at the expense of your
comfort.”
Russell bowed his acknowledgments for her
pohteness,.and sajd he would make one- more
~ effort to ‘have the matter cleared up. He
would not disturb the ladies, however, 6;1 any

&
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| account, as he could lea.rn to be qulte com-

fortable - a.nywhere .Yet he felt, as he turned

away, that the last alleviation of this intoler--

able voyage was gone when he had lost the

. possibility of retiremént, which his comfort-

able state-room would haye secured, to him.
The inconvenience to which Mr. Van Ranse

had thus unwittingly subjected a gentleman,
' and especially Ruséell, for whom it appeared
. he held an enthusiastic admiration, being a
" devoted reader of _his backs, eaused him to

make every possible reparation in his power.’
The daily attentions extended to him by the
family proved the high esteem in which he
was held. No. kindness was omitted which
might in any way lessen the -discomfort of
the Journey ;o

Fortunately the Weather, although cold, W&S-.
often clear and mwgoratmg It was in the

: afternoon of one of those favorable days shortly

after their depa,rtm;e that Russell found him-
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self seated upon the deck somewhat apa.rt'

holding a book as a kind of fence agamst

mtll'uders, which he had suffered nevertheless '

to drop from his hand, while his whole senses

became absorbed inwe.tching the monotdnous

rise and fall of the wide sea-plain. He .was -

' suddenlj aroused from hisK aimlees dream by
the approach of pattering footsteps from be-

hind. He turned quickly. It was Amy Van

Ranse,

“Don’t you need a walk ?”’ she said, with
a Imxture of shyness and coquetry. “I am
“sure it would e good for your health, and'T
‘have tired papa out.” :

Russell obeye d her command gracefully ;

indeed, it would have required a person of
far less natural politeness than himself ever to

say “No” to thé appeals of this pretty child-

- wornan. Beside, it ‘was refreshing to walk ‘
with any one who possessed such elasticity.
Her trim little figure, enclosed in a thick
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sack-coat of comfortable Quaker hue, with a
dress of slightly deeper tint, just caught up
sufficiently to reveal the hem of her bright

. petticoat, and nice feet in their strong, trim-

laced Wa,lking-boots? seemed, under the new
excitement of seadlife, to possess inexhaustible
vigor. There was something about her, Rus-
sell thought, which resembled Erminia. She
was as unlike as it was possible to conceive,

and at first he could not discover where the

- charm lay. But that afternoon, as the sun fell

upon her hair, where the small brown hat al-
lowed it to be seen, he found it possessed the
game golden hue as that other hair, to re-
member which was more to him now than any-
thing the present could bestow, and which he
loved ‘to have suégested'to his memory in this

“way, although Amy’s locks were far less plente-

ous and beautiful than Erminia’s. They were
more like herself, a little crisp and unruly,
yet very pretty too in their way. And the eyes,
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— Was thére, not spmething in them, too, like -

- : i .
Erminia’s? To bel sure they were not brown
, u Y ] "

like hers! They were sometimes light gray ;

but just now, as he was thinking of them,

they had caught, as he fancied, the blue sea
color, deep and full. Yes, that was it; they

soemed to fill with light to their very depths, .

as Erminia’s- did when she was earnest. And
Amy, for a wonder, was talking earnestly then.
He had discovered she could do that at times,
“when he led her on ; but he must do it care-
fally. -She would take fright at the faintest
tinge of satire, and would start into such a
broad eareer of nonsense as to preclude all
possibility of further pdvance. That afternoon
~ nothing came to dist rh her mood,—she was
 talking of the home they had left behind.
“Tt was hard work to make up our minds
to come, In the first place, you see, we had
~ to leave our ﬁﬁendg,a d then,” with an arch

look, “some people who cared very much
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about us, whom it was n’t so easy to get

| awaj from” ; —and Amy blushed a trifie at

this, intimating, as it were, Those were my
lovers, you know; and perhaps you may as
well know it,?tbo; it does n’t hurt me at all,
and there ’s no reason why the whole story
éhould n’t come out, especially to 'you, who
would never speak, or perhaps never think
of \it again! ' . '

“Then there was my piano, which stood
in a lovely room for music,— an apartment
papa had arranged on purpose. Of course
we *ve brought the piano with us, but — we
could n’t bring the room exactly! And then
the conservatory, and ” — beginning to look
very serious,— “I won’t think eof it a mo-
ment longer, or I shall be miserable!”

T wish you would,” said Russell ; * not

that 1 like ybu to be miserable, but it is

pleasant to hear of such a delightful home.”

“Ah, yes! but I did not think you were

5%
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cruel. Do you forget Dante’s Hell has few
worse pangs
‘«Che ricordarsi »{iel empo felice
Nella miseria’?” |
Russell was fairly sarprised, both by the
depth of feeling Amy revealed fo him in spite
‘of herself as she said these words, and the
perfect knowledge of Italian her pronuncia-
tion evinced. What a w ird little spnte she
was, to be sure !
« Do you know,” said|Russell, in a tone

which hung on the narrow, inexplicable verge

between truth and joking, ¢ that my doctrine

is, we sound the deeps of Hell in };his world !

'.Perha'p§,” he added, presentlj, as if half mus- -

ing; aﬂd with an uncontrollable touch of égd_—
ness,:‘!‘ perhaps we scale the heights of Heaven
‘also.” ,

“ But ? gaid. Amy, “I am sure it is n’t
Heaven at all if you doxr know it. There

was I skimming off the thickest cream of life, -
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and Iapping it up with about as much grati-
tude as a kitten, and never discovering where
I had been till I found myself, ¢ Nella mise-

ria.’” :

She .said this with such a half-mournful,
half-comic expressmn, that Russell could not
"help laughmg

“ Poor kitten | how miserable' you do look
this glorious afternoon! With nothing on the
planet to enjoy but capltal health, a grand
sea view, inspiring air, and a companion, —
h—m!”

“ Who seems to have no pity for the suf-
ferings of others!”

“ People who lose their temper at once be-
come unjust,” Russell answered. Tt delighted

him to watch the pretty, tempestuous little

~ face while he teased her. “I only wished to

discover the depth of your sorrow, that I

-_might learn how to sympathize with it truly,
you must remember.”
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«(Q—oh!” said Amy; jand then, as if

" the most opportune interrupti _
- come to a talk she was defermined not to
prolong,.she looked seaward a moment in-.

tently, and exclaimed, * Dolphins! don’t you

!

see dolphms‘?” S
“ Dolphms,” said Russell drlslvely ; “they
are nothing but porpoises.”
“ No matter, I want to see thelm,”‘she an-

swered ; “ please give me your hand,” and

in a moment she had sprung upon the deck

railing, and froxi: ‘thence into the life-boat,
Which was fastened high up where she could

get a better view. There she sat quiet and

apparently content for a mo ent and then -

~ turned round and smiled at her compa,mon,

as if she would say, “ We are st111 very good
frlends, but I won’t be teased,”

- He was piqued. The touch of true feeling
she had revealed made him eady to know -

“more of this strange little creature, but sho
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was as difficult to seize as the will-o’-the-

wisp..
“ Amy,” sald Mr. Van Ranse, Swho appeared
on deck at this juncture, * Amy, what are

" you doing up there?” .

- % Only watching porpoises, papa; your friend
down there helped me up.”

~ The last words made it impossible for her .
father to administer the reprimand he had in
his heart. “As for Russell, he was vexed really

at last. He would almost as soon have helped

‘her to leap overboard, if he could have known

what she was about to do.

o _There. she sat, however, undisturbed, and
 watched the sunset, while her father and
Russell paced the deck and talked together.
" But she also Watched her chanée adroitly,
" and once, when they were at the farther end
~of their beat, slipped down from her eyrie

and ran away to find her mother.
“ Amy,” said Mr. Van Ranse, as it became
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dark. «Amy,” he called, finding sho did not
respond, “I wish you would come down now.”
~ But hearing neither movement/ nor answer,
he clambered up into the boat, and, not find-
ing his daughter there, he became seriously
alarmed. | | ’

«“She is not here!” he cried hoarsely to
Russell, who answered quickly, — |
. «Tf you will continue your search about the
deck, I Will‘ step below. She may have gone

down when we were net observing her.”

He flew to the cabin. There .saf'; Mrs. Van

Ranse, reading, with- Amy coiled up fast asleep
on the seat bgsidé her. Before he _could: say,
“Thank God, she is safe!” Mr. Van Ranse
had followed him, and Amy was opening he;

~ eyesJ, ready to laugh over the, ex citement she
had occasioned. When she saw the trouble
in her father’s face, however, she turned to

“him, put her arms about his neck, and kissed
him with deep and penitent affection such as’

t
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words are powerless 1!50 express; and Russell .

felt the involuntary tears rise to hi\ls eyes at
the sight. He quietly withdrew from the
cabin, feeling he was no longer necessary,
and left them alone together, while he re-

'turnéd to the deserted deck to watch with

the stars. - _
He recalled the last ﬁgil he had kept. It
was ‘after Erminia’s singing : when he was
stung by a hope too nearly like despair, yet
laden with a sacred fruit. It told him he
could love .';Lga.in; and when he slept at last,
with' the peace of that thought i his heart,

"Erminia, came and seemed to beckon him

\into her sweet presence. Then indeed he

awoke as now, to find himself alone, fearing
to advance; but to-day the pé,in, the long-
ing found no relief, until, as the morning of
consolation ever awakés from the night of sor-

. row, a light came, when the new dawn arose.

He determined to send to Erminia from“the
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first port a ring he wore, as a s1lelxt expressmn

of what he knew not how to say. | She seemed

so proud, so mpenetrably hedged around by

barriers she chose to ralse, that he. could not
discover her fecling towards him. Poor Er-
minia ! The pathos of her wordd he did not
indeed comprehend. And when she sang,—

© The fountain of my love shall feel no b.f;rs,

But ever flowing ever be at rest;
For what am I that I should clasp the stars, -
Or think their rays are only for my breast!

who shall éay that she _compreheﬂded herself,

or fh'e heed, the hunger of her life! -
At length the days and the mights were

: numbered, and the stately ship ro Jked on the
' Western sea. Then the weary voyagers were
bathed in winds of sumnier, a,n‘ the ocean
became as glass, and the sunset became ash ol
rubles, and the mountains shone like pearl.
" They entered at last, by thg Golden Gate, and

Russell’s ring had gone to Erminia.
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* Amy professed o talent for solitude. She

" did not like to be alome. Hers was a sweet,

clinging presence, always ready with a laugh
or a tear for her neighbor, and being apart

by herself was her first idea of ﬁnhappiness.

Therefore she ‘considered it her responsibility

~ “to take care » of her numerous fellow—pas—

sengers, and of her “papa and mamma and

their friend” in particular; the care,” as she

phrased it, conmstmg in the exercise of her

's1mple childlike arts of begullement It was

- consider her arrival an interruption. Russell

began to depend upon her gay presence before

-1mpos51ble to be annoyed by her, or ever to B

the voyage was ended. When his head ached

she would induce him to lie upon the deck,
saying she would bring him all he needed,

which often proved to be innumerable dain-.

ties he did not neéd. . When it stormed she

~ insisted upon “a jolly time,” as she said,

in the cabin. In short, except that one

H

-~
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night. of watching, Russell experie
of the isolation to which he had 'l
wa, however, the da,'y"pf arrival wa;
Mr. Van Ranse urged, nay, almost
that Russell should comse to live wi

“The doors of our house: are stan
to Welcomg ‘you,” he said. ¢ Our

housekeeper has preceded our arrival by sev--

00 happy |

eral months, and we shall be only 1
to take you there. We are.two or th

ced' little
ft others.
at hand.

insisted,

ding open

ree miles

ith them. :

excellent

from town, certainly, but the road is a com-

“fortable one, I hear, a,nd the villa suﬂiciently'
attractive. We shall have a pleasant 'lawn

and flower-garden, too; W111 not these tempt
you?”

It was with dlfﬁculty that Russe]l refused
this’ kmd offer. He saw the necessi y of im-
mediate action with rega,rd to his affairs,
and mshed to be as near the bugy centre

of men as poss;ble. His whole tho ght was

. fixed upon the hour for return,—to do his
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work and go back to his home. He was bent
upon this end, for, with undivided attention,

" who could tell how speedily his labor might

be accomplished. Therefore, with the promise
of frequent visits at the villa, he | separated
from his devoted friends on the crowded pier
of the great city of the Pacific.
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. OW soon can Nature, by her loving skies
and caressing breezes, by th uniform
circling of day and niglit, each u"f“.olding a
fresh surprise of beauty, charm Ther|lovers in-
to reconcilement with much, ¢ven with exile !
But she cannot shut “that inward eye, which
is the bliss of solitude,” and also fis.its tor-
ment. Russell sought Nature, and courted
her for every new ménifestatibn because it
was new, and for all that was familiar be-
- cause the past would, rise before him then
" as if enshrined in it. But as the time ap-
proachéd when he calculated Erminia should
receive his ring, nothing he had seen before
could satisfy his restlessness. He desired to
tfavel, —to ¢limb the mountains aind lay his

Er
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- hands upon their c‘hahgeful loveliness. He
. forget the glory of the una,ttéined, and that
~ the glowing heights, built up of opal, jasper,
and chalcedony, making the distance beauti- .

ful, are transmuted by the climber’s step into

. rough rocks and frowning crags. He must

go thence. The beauty of endeavor smiled
for him: | '

It had'become the habit of Russell’s life,
since they were fairly established in their new
home, to pay & daily visit to his friends. When
the labors of the Qay were over, he would join

them and watch the sun fade away from fhe

" green valley, and linger on the shining moun-

tain peaks, and die in purple shadow. He

“told them of his projected wanderings, one

lovely afternoon, as they sat thus together on
the ‘terrace,—the early appfoach of spring in
that kind climate already inviting travellers,
and serving as sufficient excuse for journeying.

' To his surprise h¢ found his host and hostess
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almost as edger for change as himself, nor was

Amy a whit behind them in her desire.
Even Russell’s clear insight_ had 'not alto-

~ gether penetrated the lives of his companions.

Mrs. Van Ranse was a woman of exquisite

¢’ . . .
tact and elegance, and, although 'possessing no .

articular “ accom lishment,” was |quite as
P P s q ‘

agreeable and useful a pei'son in the world as

_ if she had passed several hours every day over
‘@ the Italian Grammar or’ Spanish - Dictionary.
Nevertheless, she was determined that Amy,
whose life was not overcrowded with active
duties 11ke her own, should develop What?wer
talent she might possess, especially for music.
A]:hy had not musical genius, but(the vigor
and inipetuosity of her nature, ‘and the de-
voted study of the best masters ‘ca,ﬁsed her
to Beeo‘me an excellent musician, and to
give her mother satisfaction. Her pure taste
helped her to -a perceptlon of the finest in

- every form of art, and enabled her to under-

: stepped,
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stand the music into which at times she flung
the unexpressed and undeveloped fire of her
lifo, A wayward child, Amy was neither to

. be jcounted. on nor controlled. Her love of

ll:tjury savored of Orientalism; she needed
purple cushions and soft carpets and ﬂowers, -
—and she had them all. When the winds
welke chilly she liked a couch and a novel, and
th

sh was extremely fond,— not more so per-

house warm as midsummer. Of society,

ha,ps than society was of her, for this love may
usuaily be‘ considered reciprocal, like any.
worthier” affection ; (if I have not committed
B]f /acnlege by applymg the sacred name at

1’10 anythmg so devoid of purpose or re-

' s?lt ) ‘Her gayety, wit, and, above all, her
' s]weet a.ﬁ‘eetlonateness, fed every  one ‘with

Whom she came m contact with bhtheness
llke that of the fresh common air. Yet in
Iihe Ia,r%e soc:ety from which she had just

o no one can reign as queen. Petty

i! N
\ v f
. |

|
|
|
|
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~ jealousies, or fanciful exclusiveness, b

and mar the surface of private life by 3

healthful as those which stir the wide surface -
of ‘political life, or the waters of the broad, salt

sea. The stagnant placidity of aristqeracy is
vnow'outw'orn,“a,nd there is no peace at heart
save for those who wear the stars of Content,
~and the stripes of Humility. The more Amy
‘expended herself for others, and the mofe
hearts she conquered 50 much the more would
all turn shortly to dust and ashes in her grasp.A
. Her neighbors would give a more successful

‘party than herself, or she would find some

house richer in paintings, if not in books, than

their own. She thought she did not| care for
these things, -fet the- time lavished jlpoﬁ her
 fifty intimate friends proved that the demon
of popularity possessed her, and left her no

rest It was not a cause for wonder $hat Amy

. grew tfun \ . , 4
“ Gomg out agam to—mght %7 Mr. Van
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Ranse would ‘say sometlmes, when Saturday |

' nlght came round, and for the sixth night in

the week Amy appeared at dmner in her taste-
ful evening toﬂette ,

‘\‘ O 'yes, papa, it is not a party, you know.
I am only going to meet a fow friends at
Ellen’s ; —she said I must come.” And Mr.
Van, Ranse, who was ‘entirely persuaded that
‘the party would not ¢ go off” well without,
allowed her, for Ellen’s sake, to go again. In
this. way the two winters were passed, after
Amy had left school, before their departure

from’ home. What change could be greater
cthan to that of their present rotirement! =

Therefore we can readily understand why
- Russell’s pI‘OpOS&I for an upland expedition
should have met with such immediate favor.
He matured the plan as he walked towards

~“The Rosery” one afternoon, for so Amy

had christened their new home, and it was

accepted at once, with but slight modifica-
.6
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“tions. The -dreary season of continued rain:
was past, and the smile of spring shoﬁe in the
sunshine. It was the Smil_e of hope to Rus-
- sell, and he could not linger quietly where he,
was, and wait. The conscious passing of the
hours crushed him. But a load ‘was lifted

when, as they sat upon the terrace pverlook-

ing the pleasant rose-ga,rden', watching the

- white peaks growing warm in the western .

glow, he found sympathy in his reétlessness.
Amy was ready to start immediately ; and Mr.

and Mrs. Van Ranse, sufficiently plejsed with

the, satisfaction of their child, con ented to

leave home the following week.

Russell feared everything for his compan-

ions upon this adventurous expedit jon; but,

after all their kindness to him; he could not
start ‘without proposing to Mr. Van Ranse to

accompany him, little thinking, when he made

the suggestiqn, that the ladies would consider

A

thema,elves#included in' the plan. But he was

Al
H

N

J
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reassured, aﬂ-er the first day’s journey, of their ‘
ability to make the trip. The climate and
the healthful new life had already done much

for Amy. Every day seemed to see her more

round anc.l' glowing than the last, and when,

" near the end of their mountain climbing, he

* watched her one day, as, preceding them all,

she was the first to reach the summit whither
they were bound, he was rejoiced, for the sake
of the others, at least, that the Jjourney had |
been made. Even Mrs. Van Ransé, who had

' acknowledged a slight dread of novel expe-
- riences, proved herself an excellent horse-

woman, and, as their pls'm‘w-as to rest during |
midday, riding only at morning and towards
sunset, there was not much fear of over-fa-

tigue. -

" Russell frequently chose to select early the
spot for their noontide shelter, starting in the

~ morning ‘an hour before the party was in me-

tion, and riding rapidly over the green inter:
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vales, his horse’s fetlocks steeped in dew, while

he watched the grandeurs'bf awakening day

upon the heights around. These oly hours
- - when man awakes to greet the in ant morn-

ing, and, after prayeij arises with the sins of '

yosterday past, and the unspot.ted page of the

future outstretched in its purity before him,
— in these hours- -Russell knew t at: manna

fell, and he went forth to gather it. The wil-
derness through which he ‘passed was beauti-
ful as Paradise. The rapid mountain streams
dashed é,cross “his péﬂ;h, ' sornetimes glowing
like amber, as if stnlight were perpetually
imprisoned in the crystal ﬂood, sometimes
clear and white as silver; and as thé horse-

~man rode, he found one invisible sweet com-

panion to accompany his steps, one presence
forever in harmony with the scene, one who

drew him up to the serener heights of her com-

panionship, and for whom his fairest thought

 could never grow too fair. -« Yb}x are my
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Asphodel ” he exclaimed, to tha,t sweet vision,
“and as I have seen you bloommg once, 5o
shall you bloom forever in memory’s immor-
tal habitations ! ” &

Long before noon Russell paused and rode
mox"elslowly, searching on either hand for a
halting place. He wished to select the no-
blest oaks, the clearest stream, the finest .
mountain. aspect to enchant his 'friehds, and
frequently devoted hours to the choice. = Some-

times before he had altogether made a de-

cision he would hear Amy’s laugh rippling

through the forest, and see the quails rise
with their wild ery, startled by the approach—-
ing cavaleade. Then he would hastlly estab-
lish himself in order to bid them welcome.

He was élways sure of a kindly greeting

from the approaching party. While their peo-

ple were preparing the noonday meal, Amy

“would .have some merry incident to relate

which had happened since the previous even-

. 6% I
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ing, or a jest aimed at her father -for “his '.j | eighth day of their absence. The noontide
dauntless ‘attack upon some phantom bear, - - | had been passed on the snowy mountain-top,
although bears were by N0 means always o 1 and they were now rapidly descending into
phantoms in this region, and were the con- | ~ the valley for the night. Suddenly, as they
tinued .f‘_:;tenror'- of hei' mother, wh did not - ,: turned ‘a sharp angle in their d‘escenf, lieawi'ng
relish her daughter’s jokes.upon the subject. - the precipice ‘on the right- hand, Russell’s
'Russell felt as if his brothers and s sters were " horse, usually sure-footed, stumbled, slipped,
~ and a less skilful horseman than himself

" would have been. cast headlong into-the abyss.
- For one moment he believed himself lost ; the:
next instant he had regained his seat and the

animal had recovered his footing. Fortunately,

somet]nng to alleviate his exﬂe Jothi ' "; the ladies had preceded ‘him, but a ery from
curred to mar their enjoyment of e - the guide in the rear soon brought the party
eém; scenery which surrounded them. Their | ~ to a halt. His voluble tongue began immedi-
friendship, a possessmn which may be either | ately to relate the story to- the others, while
made enduring or utterly destroyed under the - - Russell quietly dismounted in order to tighten
test of travel, grew steadily day by day. . his .sad(_ile-girth. When he: had ﬁnished" the‘

There was but “one incident Auring the . work he turned to speak to- Amy, and fo his
whole trip which gave him the sllghtest un- B : surprise found her speechless, and white as the
easiness. It ocourred towards sunset on the - . handkerchief she held in her hand. «1If she
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had seen the danger,” he reﬂected ‘t she ﬁﬁght

Well have- been alarmed ; but » | and Rus--

- sell shuddered at the thought'— “ gould it - ’

be'pbséible, he questioned, that Amy should
learn to love one so cold and hopeless as him-
*self 77

A week- afterward they were again estab-
lished in the happy retircment (_)f the “ Ros-

»»

ery.” Russell perceived at length, what his
_business friends had long ago perceived for

him, that the labors for which"he came were

not to. Ipe‘ speedily ended, and he
no longer to demand querclousl

every week were the last, but tri

=ndeavored

bd to wait

more patiently. “If he had not altq gether for-
‘gotten the shock of that afternoon upon the

mountain, he found the method of life, ar-

ra,ngegi for him by his friends, too agreeable

to be disturbed by a light fancy. "’The'pretty,.

ﬂa.tt‘ering‘ ways of Amy were pleasant to him,

and he could not ﬁﬁd the courage to get on

:&\ .
k!

L

y whether '
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without them. The exquisiteness of the whole
establishment was congenial to his fine taste,

and he saw this also-was due in a large

measure to Amy. Her faultless toilette, in

delicate harmony W1th the blossoms she Would

. select to wear, her spmghtly, friendly ways, the

social table on the  terrace, overlooking the

rose-gafden, and in the distance the faint blue
’ o %

of the Pacific Sea,— all these attracted, and

threw unseen fetters over him. He fancied

this idyllic home to be a warm pillow of affes

tion whereon to rest and calm his lonely heart,
and he forgot life is but clay and man a sculp-

tor. He had eaten of the lotus and was sleep-

ing in the garden of a dream.

“You must not fail to come to-morrow,

you know,” said Mrs. Van Ranse one evening

" to Russell as he was about to take his leave.

“We are to open the Rosery, you remember,
for a féte. I think no season can be more
bedutiful here than the present.” And the

6% | I
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lady glanced with satisfaction, |as shie spoke,
‘upon the bloommg beds of flowers at her
feet, and at the lovely panorama beyond.
"Then she turned to 'Amy, whp stood- ]oeside
.. hier. ‘

Tho child looked like the| queen of the , -

roses this afternoon, — a blus_h-rose-, — as she.
stood in her dress of tender ehifting color

like the sea in mist. “ Yes,” said her mother,

dreamily, ¢ we could hardly have chosen bet-

" ter”

“ You 11 be sure o come,” said queen-rose,
lookmg u;p « for after we haye seen enough ;
of people, I must take you to look at the fire- .
flies in the thicket, which I never can do Il'a,tely,“ :

- because papa always wants [you. And you,

have prom1sed to go some time. They are,

almost. large enough and quite b rllhant enoughf

o talk to.”

., The next evening fou.nd Russell driving,

quletly out towards the -valley. Tt was two!
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hours later than usual with him, beeouse he. .

~wished to come upon the sceneafter the day

had faded, that he might enjoy the effect of
the illumination. But the long lustre of mi&-
summer still shone as he passed over the well-
known _roaﬂ- where Aevery live-oak, sycamore,
and willow seemed to have a familiar nod or (
greeting for hun - The pleasing sensation of
going to a home filled his mind with calm.

‘The mountain air, descendmg from - the icy
peaks still tipped with opal ﬁre, stimulated
him ;- and when, eoming in before the other
guests, he greeted ‘Mr. and Mrs. Van Ranse
affectionately, his - unwonted happiness com-
munica,ted itself with electric effect, and the
keen Jjoy of their sympathy and union flashed
and bound them to. each other by closer and
tenderer relatlons than before Amy had not
yet appea,red and when she came was lia,rdly

like herself She was' paler than Russell had

seen. her of lete, and her hair, usually dis-
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~posed to escape ‘into any pretty waywardness

in which she chose to. allow it} was confined
‘ simply to-night in a shining net. Her di-ess,
too, th;)ugh of lace, was of plain fawn-color,
fastened close at the throat, and unrelieved

‘- ‘except by flecks of gol& and a chain clasp-

ing an antique gem around her neck. She '
did not come at once to meet Russell, as was
" her custom, altﬁmigh she must have recog- -
' nized his voice in the drawing-l oom, bujs; as if
the air of the house Were oppressive, she drew
about her the little cloal: he lqked to see her

wear, with its warm, whité r, and passed .

rapidly down the garden. Soon he could dis-
“tinguish her through the avenue of noble o‘a,ks,
superintending the arrangeme ts of the 11ghts,'}
Temoving them somet1mes whertle they hung too
thickly together, and placing others where
the foliage threw too dense a shade. ij'om'g/
 the drawing-room they could jsee the shifting
_ lanterns, and catch a glimpse of her sometimeslg -
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~ when the sparkhng threads of gold upon her

dress flashed in the light.
Presently she came towards them, through \
the garden ‘W'alk, moving thoughtfully. She

was Amy the woman mnow. She lingered

-among the roses, her sisters, as if their society - |

was sweeter than that of others. To be-sure,

 said Busseﬁ to himself, she has not the an-

* ticipation of meeting friends to-night; nearly

all the invited guests must be mere acquaint-
ances, and few of them can ever be énything '
else to her. Yet the pleasure of giving pleas-
ure was usually quite enough for her. . Even
when the - company began to arrive, although
her part was performed with a grace and ease
only rivalled by her mother’s elegance, Rus-
sell could not but perceive - her heart was
elsewhere. He, stood not far from her side,
and once or twice essayed to rally her on her
sobriety. But the duties of receiving for a
Whﬂe(divi’é‘led them. - « ];:’resently;” he said to
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himself, ¢ the dancmg will |begin, and thls,
| w111 perhaps. give me b,n 0p01tun1ty ’

Just as the musie sq&unde however, a new-
comer, Wlth whom he’ }emem hered haying ha\fd
‘some busmeés in the blty, approached the la-
dies. The stranger had scarcely made his sal-
utations Wiler; it was neceésf y to make roqh
for the dancing, and tu’ming*' aside he sudﬂe%m
ly perceived Russell close af hand. |

“ My dear sir,” hef exclgimed in a loud

- voice, “let me congratula,te _you smcerely up-

on your engagement. I am happy. and proud.
to learn you have dec1ded [to settle upon this -
shore. ¢ Westward the stj of empire takes

its -way,” sir.’

“ What do-you say 1 gaped Russell, Whose‘ |
strength and presence of mind seemed to for-

~ sake him utterly as the mepning of the man’ s

speech, delivered in a ste *toman voice, came

- to him. His ﬁrst‘_th‘dugh was, How shall T -
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she have overheard that speech, or did the
musie drown it? Alas! her manner to-night

was no longer a ﬁljstery to him. The cruel re-

port had already reé,ched her. Whether this

" particular voico had %hocked her ear he could

not discover. She was talking now with the

gentleman at her side who asked her to dance,

“and they were about to begin a quadrille.

He broke sudderly éway from his torment-

or, and went out into the air.. He must be

_alone until this dreadful dance was ended, -

and he could speak to her. The sharp sting

H ‘iof remorse overwhelmed him. Haﬁ he then

in. carelessness, and love of ease, and gratified
vanity, suffered himself to wreck the happi-
ness of this family? Did Amy love him?
he asked himself, — and his mind reverted

quidkly, as in the hour of danger ail the past

~will flash across our vision, to the countless
'proofs of her devotion, the meaning of which

had until ‘now passed unregarded: He had
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fancied them to bei the rxpires ion of the irre-

pressible affectionateness iof her nature, which .-

Was ever ready to lavish |itself upon the near-

est object. Now he saw it all, and the re-
membrance became torthre. |Here wé,s hu-
miliation iﬁdeed,! Must he the relinqil.ish‘the
aspiration_of hislndbler pature), having jproved

- himself unworthy '?" Miist he forego a love

. that was endeavor, but whdse crown was.

woven of immortal asphodel, the perfé(;t lily
- of love, fadeless and perfected ? ‘ |
Questions and prayers; hurrjed in wild con-

* fusion through his spirit. His mind was like:

the face of the summer’s

wind. rushes over it. e walked backward
and forward scarcely knowing what he did,
yet striving to find hght Then he thréw him-~
self upon a seat, bur1ed his face in hlS hands,
and, benumbed Wlth gri *f became unconsclous
of speecch or sﬂenge . | How |long - hei sat he

could not tell, but the -discordant clangor from
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the house, for such the music seemed to his

ear, untuned by misery, had not ceased, when |

a light hand touched his shoulder. He started,
—it was Amy.

“T wish to speak with you,” she said, half
abruptly, her childish coquetry vanishing that
moment, as'it were, and becoming transformed .
into a frank and serious womanliness; I

Leard you congratulated to-night upon our -

engagement, an incident which happened to

me also this morning, coupled with the an-
nouncement that this innocent rose-fite was
to celebrate our betrothal ! ,

«] am sorry,” she added, with a gentle
dignity, under which her emotion was not
altogefher hidden, “I am sorry to say, I
think we should part to-wnight. Afterward
you shall find opportunity to explain all to

‘my father. I cannot mention the subject to

my parents. It grieves me that I must de-
prive them of ~so dear a friend. For my-
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gelf —” She éou d get| no farth ef', her voice
. failed, and the poor girl Fu-rst into a paroxysm

_ of tears.

her trouble. mcrased r&ther than dummshed

After a pause he added ' sh:a,ll not go |
away, Amy. I do not mind such foolish re-

“ports.”

seat and inter uptmg him iolently, ¢ you

- must go, you shall not stay, I cannot bear :

it,” —and the poor .unhapp girl flung' her-
-self down again ' !

“Yes!” said she, starting up from the
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him, as if she would beseech him to leave
her. B .

“ Amy,” said Russell once more, his voice
full of tendei'ness, “my darling,” and “he
lifted her, as he spoke, like a child from the
cold grass and placed her upon the seat.
«Tt is true this is not our betrothal fete, but
we have hardly known each other ygt as we

might. I haye néver told you the story of my

life, of my daﬁghter, and the home that I have

known ; and you are too. young, perhaps, to
learh "to love one who has suffered as I -
have done, and whose blue sky is now always
shaded.” | J

She lifted her head as he said these words,
like a flower that has been beaten by the
rain, and turned her tearful eyes upon his
face, ) ,

. «T gometimes Ithink,” she said, between
her sobs, ¢ that no. ome can suffir more

tha,n\ I
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- till Russell said
~ you to the houqe now, the air grows very
cold. Let me W#&p your . cloak a,round you.”

- Half suppg rtmg!her tiny ﬁgure, he fastened
| the warm |fur sqcurely gbout her throat, and

-spoke;‘héf distress

was too real He |simply said, “Dear Amy, -

do not be s unh ppy, but answer me, may
I come to see you, that ye “may know each
other better fMa, I, Amy?” he sa1d beseech-
ingly, when she id not reply,—-‘“may 1?”

| AND HE KISSED H‘FR_. |
In a moment she had slipped from her seat,

and, kneeli g, flung hér rms about him, and

. ha.d drawn h1m ﬂOWp in/ one passionate em-

brace, drow mg 11 sense in that deep ecstasy. |

There she ay, d neither moved nor spoke
1g‘enﬂy, % Amy, I must take

She turned unr051st-
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in her hand. Then they entered the house
together |
There was a pause in the dancmv as they

reached the broad window of the drawing-

~ room, and it was evident that Amy had been

missed. When she made her- reappearance
Russell could not help observing the rapid
glances ‘exché,nged by the merry groups of
talkers. He now carried her cloak upon his
arm, and she had placed his flowers in her
dress. But she no longer observed or. lis-

tened to what others were saying, for Russell

‘was about to take his leave, lingering how-
ever a moment in order to ask her if he

might return to-morrow, later than his cus-
tom, in order to ride with her alome. She
hardly’ spoke when she answered, but turned
her éyes upon him, full of a lustre he had not
seen befoi'e, and smiled assent.” He thought .

~ her be_aufiful then. The womanly tenderness

awaking in her added a softnesd\ to e&ery

-y
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The calmness!of repressed joy caused

her face to glow with subdued radiance, and

was & that momenh enhanced by the ﬁoa,t~
ing bck' of ‘her lage sleeve, which left her
ed. arm unveiled to. the very shoulder.

ssell ‘Went out at last, after a word of

fa.rewll, he heard. 0[(:1 every slde the universal

praises of her loveliness. ¢ Yes, she is lovely,”

‘ he said to himself, “ they all see it,” and with
< g word of good night to his fr1ends he drove
“rapluy away into tEe darkness.

He¢ wrapped himself in his cloa,k and sought

iviousness. as the carriage whlrled on, but

glarTcmg thought, became distinct as
r};the black sky. When ke reached

odgm he found the fire smouldering in
grate and the h use silent.. He heaped the

K d ﬂung\ himself dOWn hopmg for
ep. I{xstead oij sleepmg, he soon became
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, i
wakeful as at midday, and arose again and
walked the room, until at last, utterly ex-

‘hausted, he lay down again and suddenly lost

all consciousness. He could not tell how long

he slept, but when he awoke there ‘was only a
- thread of light in the broad east, and he was

unrefreshed as if the struggle of the. previous

- night had continued till the dawn. The rum-

ble of market wagons had broken his half-

finished dream, and before he was aware he

- slept again, this time soundly and forgettmglya. |

It was broad day when he at leng'th became
conscious. His servant had entered and shut -
out the brilliant sunshine, and placed letters
on the table by hlS side. Among them were
lotters from home! 1 He seized the pile eagerly,

but they slipped from his tremulous hand,

and he lacked strength and desire to look
them over. Tn a moment, however, he recov- .
ered himself, and, turning them in his fingers
a8 by some fine - instinet, selzed. immediately -
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pon tﬁe one he Wi'shed a_nd dreaded. The
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: Ing—exf)e‘cted Ietter from Erxpinia! Again he

hesitated, ‘but why should he now fear what

¢ had [so long hoped for? He tore the en-

vplope ; there was a ‘
more impatiently he pulled this carelessly

| apart, and, as the pé,per yielded, his ring rolled

yith a [sharp sound across the floor. On the
inside was written simply, ¢ The steamer sails

immediately ; your letter has been ‘unacc':bunt-

bly delayed untll now. I can only say L must

jot; keep your ring; I will Wr1te by the next

mail ; ear Fanny is well.”"
Rusqeu neither moved nor spoke.' A day

“or two ;bqfore he would have felt that the only

desire [of his life was dashed to the earth.

ow e' letter‘ gave him a bitter sense of

 velief. If he could not hope to win Erminis,

‘who had been his aspiration, if she was 100

Tlngh, too pure’ for one so weak as he, should

i

second enclosure. Still

i loves me better.

he not at least endeavor to make another |
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happy? One who had daringly adventured
all & woman can venture upon the stake of
his affection! Who had merged every consid-

~eration of the world in the tide of her love

for him! Who had forgotten her separate
existence by ;_,_‘his side! And. above all, one
whom he had allowed himself to approach as
an elder brother, until he ‘was awakened to
find her pa,ssionaﬂe nature exhausting itself
upon him with all the fiery fervor of first
love. Dear, clinging Amy! should he not ask

¢ her to be his wife? She is gay and witty,
" he said to himself, and the world loves her,
1’Wha,t wonder is it then that she loves the
World but all that will not matter smce she

" She shall be mine, ‘mine

. ﬂforever. Tt is my first duty and shall be my

true desire. In the next instant the memory
of the home he had left came ‘back to ‘him,
~—the picture of those quict days when in the

-stillness God’s sunshine fell upon his .spirit,
7 i ) B
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_and Ermmm 8 voice dropped in pure harmony

‘ through his world of thought. Under the
shelter pf that love he had seen all truth

i

more clearly ; the factitious crust of life was

“torn. away, and he had been quickened  to |

 write and live “at his best and fullest.” He
shuddered now,—he must shut. that vision

. out, f!‘

The day openlng thus upon sha.dows became -

endlessly long to Russell, yet he could not for-

get many days had. been the same of late,

" He had ‘become restless. Sometlmes he fan-
-.cled it Was because the rush of busmess life
perplexed and disturbed him. He could not
‘Write nolw nor had he found it possible to do

so since' the voyage. Somet:une;s he faneied
the ‘sea had disturbed his head, but he smiled

" at himself for that'idea,ywhen he remembered .

how few quiet hours had be 1 reserv'ed for

the calm of thought or the melddies that lie

behind it, - He had given himself too much
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, ‘innocelift’dissipation with Amy, ever since their

arrival. Although a stranger, she could not

- . live without people, and some plan was always

on foot “ for a good time.” The memory of
these days made him feverish. He could no
longer endure the close room. He went out,

therefore, and, turning his face towards the

sea, in half an hour he found himself on the
shore. How dlﬁ'erent was the scene.from that

'e ‘lonely walk in the mists of afternoon, when

he had- already told Er:mmm of his mtended
departure. 'Then the familiar way was stern,
and the majesty of grief was his; but the head-
land light, gleaming at last upon t]iae grow-
ing night, became a symbol of hope. Now the

blaze of noonday covered the broad sg.nds with

~ a vivid glare; ‘the sea danced and sparkled

fresh with spicy airs; the white pelican swayed

- ‘upon the blue waves, and the unknown inhab-

itants of the .vast Pacific ‘camo to the . surfaee

with thelr broad backs to fill him mth new
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Wonder All was weird dnd strange.  The
sands, Wlute as silver, shone like a vast setting
for the turqumse sea. There was no shade, no
rest; tﬁe spe,rkling floor, the daneing waves,
“the ﬂlttmg birds, qulckened and stung his rest-
lessness ' The splendor of -the scene height-
- ened the fever of his blood, and with unallayed

disquiet he returned wearied to his own room:.

| To.niight he said to himself, I must tell
her everythlng And while he revolved the

questmn in his mind of how he should frame
his speeeh, the hours fled and found him still
 uncertain, standing by his horse’s_ side, dis-

mounteﬂ at “The Rosery.” , Then Amy ran, .

. with her heavy ndmg-dress gathered up and

her hat, up’on her arm,.to bid him welcome. -

A blush flooded her face as shé took his hand,
and then faded back quickly, leavmg, in spite

of her gay ways, a look of wan anxiety, which

Russell observed with pain. H1s calm man-

ner, kmd yet sad, made her nervous; and

o
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" it was a relief to both, when, after the slight

bustle of departure, they found themselves rid-
ing alone through the wide green valley.
For a time neither of them spoke. The
sen\went down behind the snowy peaks and
left the mountains shining in his stead. The

* nearer slopes grew purple in the dying light.

The .atmosphere was a golden mist, and the
awe of beauty fell upon their hearts.
Presently bringing his spirited horse to walk

by the side of Amy’s gentle steed, Russell

found courage to begih. He related ﬁrmly, yet
without damng to glance towards her face,

| the history of his early life, l;ls love, his suf-

fering, his desolation. He was about to con-

 tinue, fearing to look before him at what he
- must say, wheh shez suddenly laid her hand

upon. his arm.

« Do not tell me any more,” she said im-
patiently, her voice deep and harsh with the
eﬂ‘oi't 'she made to speak, “I do not ask to
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know 11401'6' ;. I trust you utﬁgz\l_ily—if ~if you
love me, that is all to me to-night.”

“Amy,” said he, seriously, “you cannot

know what strénge experiences a life like mine
- may. involve- From the time—" |
- % Ah, you do not, you do not,” she cried
piteously, “ or you would not make me suffer
~as T dot” e |
He saw it was iﬁposSible": How could he
tell her if she would not listen?

é Amy ? he sa,ld after a2 pause, in a low

tone, « da.re you give yoursplf to one who has -

so little youth or joy to brmg you in return?
will you .come and glve up your young
: llfe to me?” | o

He stopped his horse as he spoke, and laid
- his hand, upon her ‘bridle.; It was well he
did so,, for she ﬂung herself suddenly towards
him, drownmg her answer.

Far awa,y in the deeps of our consciousness

lies ‘a pqwegr which rises aTd overwhelms

L

'light as they rode on.
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ﬂ the tumultuousness of passion, and stills our

speech. Sometimes it comes in music and

sways us by inward melody, sometimes the
ecsté;sy and exaltation of prayer involve us,
and sometimes we recognize the 1‘voice of the
Spirit speaking pIamly in us, saying, “ Peace,

_be still !

"We cannot tell how the pdwer shall sway

another, we can only copy the silence of those

‘moments, léaving these indications for -each

one to interpret.
A half-hour later Mr. and Mrs Van Ra,nse
watched from their terrace _the approach of

_the two riders, as they cantered briékly up

through the avenue of oaks. The fire-flies

were abroad, making almost a network of

But they advanced

rap1d1y, and the happy parents saw through
the twilight how Russell lifted Amy like a

“child from her horse, and kissed her as he
placed ‘her on the ground.

+
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A mO;;nent after, Amy’s b_Iusﬁing face told
the story as she advanced towards them, hold-
ing Russell by the hand, and he received the
crowlnipg proof of the confidence of his friends
in the joy of their fond greeting.

X.
AWAKENING.

S ‘there any one so deeply rooted in doubt
with regard to himself and his existence

| ~as to fancy his life involuted to such a degree
~ with the lives and thoughts of others as to
make him a,lwa,js an actor and’ never a spec-
tator in the great drama of the world? Ask
- the most hurried faco haunting our streets,
- or the mother overladen with her cares, and,
if the story be told truly, we shall find that
‘they and all of us must stop and look from
some crag more s’olita.rj than those that Dante
. knew, solitudes where no. Virgil can accom-
pany, upon the s;argi‘ng river of our life.
Now, when it seemed Russell had at last.

-, found companionship, he stood apart from his
own career and Iooked upon himself and Amy.
2R
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He saw the happy Weeks gllde by, a.nd his

. bud expa.nd under the new sunshine. He B

walked by her side, and with tender devotion

ganve ‘her ﬂowers and gentle words. He saw

~ her cherlshlng but one thought the thought

of him. Then he wrapped himself in the

mantle of her aﬁ‘ection; ‘and said he had

found rest. Buf the lonely figure in the
awful distance sent a ghostly voice to haunt

hu:n, crylng, «Tf thoun art beloved what is that -

to thee?*" L

La.tterly,f howeﬁer, tﬁe sad vision some-
what Afa,dedli, perhaps because he was really
lea,lzning' to love Amy. Tndeed, it needed
sterner stuff than Russeﬂ not to do 805 and

in the a,fternoon, when ‘she would run to
greeb him, and - he held the lLittle ethereal

_creature in h}s arms, her light dress flutter-

ing, as if the bird Woulﬂ fly if he did not . .
xling to” her, he felt himself absolutely blest,

. and desired ;nothing farther.

£
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Amy had awakened to a new. existence.
Those cunning Greeks, with their _Pyémalion
fable, only gave their tale a name that so it
might float more securely on all the tides of
time. The delicate color flashed and faded

_ on her cheek, and her voice in singing learned

a pathos which only the power of Love can
teach. . She would sometimes sing his songs,

.— perhaps she liked them best; and then it
might be that the tears would conguer, and
she would find herself sobbing on her lover’s

breast. A perfect April - in her changing
moods, Russell at first could hardly under-

. stand her, till he discovered that his manner,

' oftentimes preoccupied, and his face, with its

many shadows, were incomprehensible to her

and filled her with alarm. Then ker piercing

~ Do you love me, Russell ?” restored him to
" his duty and his tender ways, until she smiled

again and found mo flaw in his perfection.

‘Even her father and mother were satisfied
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- with Russoll’s devotion to their darling. He
returned daily at an early hour to “ The‘

Rosery,” bearing something new and beauti-
ful to delight her ; every day he found it

more dlﬂicult for his own sake, to absent

himself, even; for a short, time. Perhaps he
feared a shadowy hand might tear them

" apart foréver, and snap his slender blossom.

It was late one night when Russell was re-

turning to his lodging. The calmness of the
hour, and the stars; drooping and swaying, in
their éppa,rent nearness, from the concave sky,
brought him peace, and gr@titﬁdé .for.his pres-
ent happiness. He resolved to conquer any

opposiﬁoh Amy’s parents could suggest, and

to make her his wife as soon as poééible, thé,t

the old feeling.of home " m:ght come back to -

him again.
" He thought of his. shmmg flower as she
mlght bloom for him alone in some retire-

ment. The new influence swaying her life
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- and deﬁelbpi‘ng her womanhood bad so trans-.

figured her that Russell believed he could

~ secure her happiness. He must claim her

- from her parents and take her wholly to him-

self. This was no éasy task certainly. But

~_had they not given him their promise? -

With this determination he entered the
house, and stirred the fire, Whmh the night-
winds made comfortable even at this season,

- and prepared to write to_Herbert. Hg’ could

advance no further in his plans until he had
told his friend everything. The logs flamed
and sputtered while he reflected what he

should write, and presently, by their,unequal'

gleam, he discovered the mail, which had ar-

rived and been placed on a side-table. He

lighted a candle, therefore, and hastened, in-
stead, to read his letters. There was one
from Erminia, punctual to her promise. He

‘broke that seal first.

“My friend,— dear Russell,” it began, I
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" could not keep‘jbur ring, beca;use: I knew not

what it signified. Its arrival startled me and’
" I could not write. Now I feel I must speak
with you. I did not require a mere proof-

of your esteem and confidence, for is not Fan-
ny mihe?%yours and mine? Did the ring
mean, then, <1 lﬁove‘ you’? O Russell, I can-
not, I dare not believe it. You never said that
to me, by look or mgn, t111 the rlng arrived,

and I am not fitted to be your wife. ‘But

my conﬁdenoe in you is so Qeep and unshaken,
- that I have made & rl'e'solutiidn,' if you are de-
tained béyond the appoinﬁed time, to go to
~ you. with Fanny. Ii: is the child’s idea as

well as mine. She droopé‘ and fades at’ the

thought of longer separatibh s and T — T must
" gpeak with you face to face, Russell.”

‘Here the letter ended abrupily. He sa.t
still as stbne where he had first broken the

seal, the cold drops suﬁ-’usmg his forehead.

He ne1ther moved . nor seemed to hlmself to
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- think. Presently the thought of Erminia’s
 coming aroused him. The picture of her pres-
_ence, vivid as reality, advancing, full of faith,
through Amy’s rose-garden, was painted, like
4 warning vision, before his sight. He looked

- and saw her sad, reposmg eyes ; then he heard
a low, mournﬁﬂ cry, and the scene had van- |

ished. Pres_.smg his hands upon his head,
to assure himself that he was awake, he

- murmured, ¢ She shall not come! Heaven

forbid her coming!” Snatching a pen, he
wrote hurriedly, ¢ Erminia, do not leave ¢ The
Oliff’  Comfort Fanny ; but tell her she must

“not follow me. Do not come, do not follow,

but wait.” : q :
That was 2ll. - Then he rushed out to speed
the missive on its way. -Wa.ndering long, .
after his errand was accomplished, under the
clear, mild sky, he."passed suddenly beyond
the rows of tall’ stone houses into the wil- .

“derness of the hills. The late moon hung
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pale and wamng, symbol of depa.rted Joys,'
above his head, and in the far east he saw,

before he was aware, a iilm and la,ngaid line
of light, - Ee returned to his lodging at that
sign, ag if tl:ée -ﬁnger of daiy shamed his dark
spirit. ‘Alth’ough he lay 'down ﬁtterl& ex-

‘hausted When he arrwed, he could not sleep; -

spoctres mth sad, loving eyes, and forms he
. knew only too well, crowded around his
couch,” _erying, ¢ No sleep,. no rest!”

At length the dawn was. unveiled, leading
in the day mthout a cloud. How those

 sleepless - eyes' longed for the dim, shrouding

" mists of his na,twe shore. 'He could not bear
the glanng eye of the sun. Each ray seemed

to burn' the Wrong he had done, in upon his
'soul Ho must arise and- put all thought .
of Erm;lma, as he had. put all ‘hope, behind

him. She was no longer to companion his
quiet hours. - Ho must see hls lily from afar,
abloem in other gardens, prodlgal of perfume
for the punﬁed |

¥
te
{
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Iie. only repeated the sad old words, “It

might have been” ; < then with deep lines
upon his face he walked out to gather strength
from the day, if possi?ole,. for the work which

lay before himi. He must do it quickly now,

that, when there was no undoing, -he should

e able to return and carry Amy to his friends,

and let her presence fell -them all thdt was

needfal to be said.

But he feared to think of her at ¢ The

Cliff.,” It was hke fancying one of her' own

fawns shut away from the free range of the
park ; or to picture her in his own lonely
house, with Fa,nny, with the library, and the -

- sighing of the yellow pines for sole companions

duri;ig many hours of each day;-— that was
equally impossible. What would his little
‘butterfly do but beat and bruise her wings
in such a solitude! It was not to be thought
of. Bes1de, could he take this da,rlmg of their
‘eyes away from her pa,rents, a,nd leave them

K
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.desolate in their exile? No ; he must stay
~ with them for a fow mohths, when, haply,
it Would bé possible for them all to return
together. In the mean tis’me he must write

to Herbert, to Allce, and—-to Ermmla He

repeated the Words, as if dreammg “to Br-
minia.” o o
4TI need not wr1te either to—day or to-morrow,
~—not until Amy is mme,”‘ Russell thought.
- He had done his best, and hpd ertten, telling
_ Erminia, not to come. N ow‘ all was safe, and
he could put away a,nm?ty with regard to her

movements. If he had préved himself un-,

worthy of | her déi‘irotion, Amﬁ loved him 'well

and would forgwe him When the tlme came

for explana.tmn He could !not be unhappy :

- with these thoughts now ; it Was time to go to
“The Rosery - But a voice ?Whlspered ‘Have
~ you s0 soon forglven yourself ‘?i _ :

The passing days and Weeks, each a jewel
in the circlet of the Iowng;1 one, crowned

|
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- Amy with new brilliance. Her parents moved

before her, as it were, to put aside every thorn

and make her every path a way of flowers.

Her wish was theirs, Therefore, when one
, as 1

night she whispered to them, ¢ Russell says

- when the next moon is grown he shall claim

e,” they. did not Wonder at. his haste, but

gave her -generously. -

And again the days revolved, and brought -
the two—youth and maturity, rapture and

_ desire — before the awful gate of marriage.

For her, the gate was built of flowers, rising

" and windinig to a lofty arch. - She would 'keep

them always fresh, wreathed Wit]i/ bright new
buds! But Russell shuddered, knowing . the
iron ‘limitations of that way, and bowed his

head, stooping in sign of humility aﬁd' rever-

» |
ence ds he passed through. %
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} EE, m mma, he has %aken the biscuit
" right out. of my hand ? 'Ernest ex-

claimed, the color flaming nll his clear bright -

cheeks ; “ bu see, Ally, she s afraid! Why,
the deer would take it r:ghti out of Aer hand,
too, 1f she were W't 50 fnghtened ? |

Allce and rmnna. walked 3together past the

deer-park in the clty garden,E Watchmg the en-~

- deavors \of poor Ally to find heart to let the

“ereature put his big nose s}o near her little
hand, whlle Er nest exulted over her and thrust
* his arm, full length, betweeq the palings. h

“There is & good contrast,’” remarked Alice,

“between bravery and courage, in those chil-

" dren. Wher the latter 1s[ needed Ally is
“strong. 1 wish I could feel as sure of Er-

nest.”
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And Whlle the children amused themselves
with the deer, the two friends sirolled on.
_Presently espymg a touch of Wh;te like a SDOW-
flake among the greening grass, Erminia knelt
down tp look more closely. « Alice,” she
exclalmed “we have lived through our win-

" ter!” And as she spoke she smiled. upon |
'~ her friend, who felt the look a benediction.

. “He Whoselfglzce gives no light shall never ‘bacome a star.”

' Tﬁey,tiook this snowdrop as the sigha,l for

~ their dej)arture from the town, where, al-

though many fl‘lellds and pleasant neighbors

. urged them to rema.m, their household rest

beckoned thgm away, with desire not to be .

. résisted. 'They longed to follow the footsteps

of the spring, and to give themselves more en-
tirely to the children, and to lead them again
to. Nature.

‘This had been Alice’s first experience of

the 1rre11g10n of the clty with rega,rd to chil- .
dren. . These heaven-taught’ democrats she

-
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' |
‘saw clad by ambmous pafents, in Velvet
frocks, and tan] ght to beeome “respecters of
persons.”  Holy Paul did nbt speak of dis-
respecters of pe rsons ; but Whefe respect is
paid to worldly d1stinct10n, tht converse— dis-
respect — is sh?wn to' the lack of it, and thus
an irreligion is mstﬂled w}ueﬁm finds its da.ﬁy

\

expressmn in ad ma,nners 1

She was ine presmbly shoeked by what is
“ bad breedmg” of many

ehﬂdren whose| parents were quite able to

guide them di erently, if they ‘did not allow
‘themselves fo be abserbed 111 fashionable la-

bors for ‘Kansds, Port Royal or Timbuectoo.

, (for we would hot quarrel mth any form of
eha.mty), or, what is *st111 more degradmg,
fashionable Tabc rs for= soelety s sake 51mp1y

: They told Alic they feared their children
could not have lcompanions or « desirable ac-
quaintances > e ough if they educa.ted them

by' themselves She d1d 1ot reply to these
R

1
|
"
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‘remarks, but when she returned te Erminia
they talked them' over together.

L Alnywway, I can do something by example,”
she said one day, half-despairingly. I could
n’t bear to hear them talk so, but what good '
would discussion do? Let us take our chil-
dren and return to ¢The CLff? ‘What they
need, is health and development, and to find
resources for themselves, not ‘ex'citement  As

for friendship, children of eight, ten, and

“twelve do not understand the word as we

find it diluted here. It is something quite

- different from the rapturous affection Fanny 3
‘holds for Ernest and Ally and they for her.
~ To be sure, the innocence of children sweet-

ens everything, even baby parties; b_ut I do
not see what is gained by three afternoon
routs a Week except the increased danger of

losing the1r precious jewels of- sxmphmty and

g ,uneonscmusness I think our ehlldren will

nelther learn te become unsoelal nor selﬁsh *
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| end Alice smﬂed at the thought “TIt was

‘ dellghtful to see Hettie and Charlie rush out

of the house as I Went through the v111age'\ a

last week, on n%g:y way to ‘The .Ohﬁ'." They
| thoﬁght our children had eome, and their
happiness knew .no bounds.”

“ How glad II‘| shall be to see them again,”’
said Erminia. | Yei: as she spoke a swift
shadow, like those that sheet -the *windy
gleams’” of M&1¢h overspread her face. She
felb it Would bla hard to live once more
Where every spet was haunted by vanished
footsteps. o

““ Yes, indeed! ” and Alice answered without
one reservation. '« Qur schools in the village,
both on Sunday and Wednesday, repay us for

our trouble admlrably I suppose this town

'expenence has been good, dear; it is almost -
~'nothing but plea,isure to teach at home. The
~ children there are cleanly and eurmus to learn.

- Here the terrible poverty and degradatlon seem
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to fix a gulf between us. Alas that it should )
be so!  What a sin if we suffer this fleshly

- soiling to divide soul from soul! When we

all wear 'the pufified garments of eternity,

‘sonie who appear fair here must be bidden

~ to the lowest place.”

“Yes; but I believe this labor has nearly

overpowered me. I long now for ¢ The CIiff.’ ”

And Erminia spoke with such a sad, worn

manner, that Alice looked up surprised. She

- wondered that she had not observed before

how much Erminia needed change and the
freedom of her old life. Her face was very

| pale, and the sorrowful drooping lines about

the mouth were unrelieved by any smile.
“We will return to-morrow, dear. T is
no metter if ghe place is not quite ready.
Everything will go on the better for a little
supervision. We will send the maids eariy,
and we ourselves will arrive at sundown.”

She looked up as she-spoke, hoping to catch

, 8
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Erminia’s smlle, but the:sad face seemed un-
~conscious of her words, like one listening to
voices others could not hear.

Alice did not know Russell had ertten 0
- Erminia. The story of the ring could be
" divulged to no one, not even to her friend.
“T must bear it alone,” she said to herself.
Therefore the ring ‘came and went, and the
letter followed, while Alice marvelled that

Russell wrote so seldom, and hastened back{

to «The CLff” partly because she anticipated

his speedy' return. Erminia did not, undeceive )

‘ her“.‘ His name never passed-her lips except
' to Fanny, and then in é{' meinner the child
could not comprehend as though necessity
, compelled 11; 'Sometlmes at night, after she
* had kissed the downy little cheek and tueked
" her charge well into her snug bed, she would

say, “There has been news from your. papa °

to—day, Fanny ; he is. well and sends a kiss
to- you, his- darling.”

-

and birch, in their wunfolding: -

~
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“Is he coming home soon?” the child
would respond quickly.
. “He does not say so, dear.”
~%Then we will .go to him. Will you write
him a good Ietter,l and say tha,t we will

come 7"’

One night, the child becoming inconsolable

at her father’s long a.bsence, Erminia could
not s.oothe her to sleep until she had half

confessed her own determination, and promised

to go, if, after writing, no message were re-

turned in answer which should prevent them.

Alice was right. They were all happier at

- “The CLff.” For herself,; who knew the "
‘birds as they came with every succeeding day

~and week of the opening spring, absence was

a continued homesickness, a separation ' from '
good friends. She wished her children to
find where the first hepatzca. hid 1tself and -
to watch the buds of ash and _WﬂlOW,L beech
For Er-
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minia,- whd_se happiness ‘as well as sadness
lingeréd around the place, Nature stood, as
ever, ready with a tenderness which seemed
full, of sympathy for her tired heart and the
smothered fire 'which consumed her.

But this repose was not long to be theirs.

It was only to tlﬂem, what it ‘should‘ ever

be in this fleeting experience we call life, a
pério_d when we hold ourselves ready to an-
swer the calling for which we are ordained,

 a pause, a gathering of the forces and a

clearing of the vision, that we may‘ see lhow -

poor is our own power, how m1ghty the
spmt of God Workmg within us.

Therefore it was, one day, when Alice went
to Herbert because he-needed her, and went
she knew not precisely m\r‘hither, that she de-
parted" 'calmly, girded with tg}\e courage, for

she stood like the virgins of old with her

lamp trimmed and burning.

When Ahce depaxted Fanny Watched the

%
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carriage quité out of sight, and then turned

to Erm;inia', her eyes filled with tears.

“ Kiss mé,; please,” she whispered, as her
beloved companion pressed her close, “Kkiss
me and comfort me a great deal, for Aunt
Alice has gone now, and Uncle Herbert, and
dear papa.,%and we are very lonely, and must
love each other very dearly. I thought we
should go to pé,pa, sdon; but we cannot leave
Ally and Efrnest, can we, darling? We must
wait till Aunt Alice comes back.” -Jﬁs‘

Erminia caught Fanny in her kzﬁrms and
felt herself comforted as she embracad her.
How like Edith’s heavenly self- denial was this
child’s thoughtfulness for others, in spite of
the one absorbing desire to follow her father!
ﬁ:Iow like Russell was that tender, passmnate
expression of grief and disappointment!

. The silent days moved past, leaving the
diminished . household like a ship becalmed.
No breath of news came to waft them into
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the por of hope, until at length a word of .

cheer came back from Alice; and before late

vidlets ﬂlad departed another carriaige slowly

‘advanced towards the house, and Herbert’s

room was again thrown open.  There he

‘entered and lay through the ripening spring

and the| perfecting summmer, utterly calm and
content. | | | . ’
“I feel that % should never have returned,

except for her,” he said one day to Erminia,

glancing, as he '§poke, towards his ‘wife.

Alice |seeing the look, and fancying he

wished her, came towards ‘them, and Herbert
said 1o more upon the SubJth then ; but once,
when she was away Wlth the children, he took
occasion to recount to Erminia the long story
of her vfianderings ‘and endeavors in his be-
half. |
 “8he |suffered so much,” he continued,

-

“from anxiety and the 'terril_)le s}céne‘s‘ she
passed through, that I do not like to recall
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the incidents to her mind; for the grief of
earth passes and does not touch our immor-
talities, except as purification, but the beauty
of life is tarnished when we suffer ourselves

to dwell on the obscurities of pain.”

~ The winds of spring were at last lulled into

“the sighing breath of summer; the sun lin>_
- gered westward and blossomed early in the

@‘as‘t once more, and brought the infinite magic
of midsummer, with his lengthened .presence.

'The joyousness of Alice lay deep and . pure

within her, a quiet sea where the heavens
were reflected, an unending fountain of peace -
and happiness for '(M)thers. “I was born for
this,” she would say, ‘“to bring sunshine;
I feel sure of it, for the light shines even
when I have cause to be most sad.” |

That household calm and never-failing uni-
son of Nature jarred on the unresting heart

~ of Erminia. She had written to Russell she
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should sail with Fanny if no enswer came.

B Was he not alreedy a,wa1t1ng them ? The

1dea, haunted her. When she; Walked and

watched the sea, the Wa,ves told her they .
‘had left him lingering on that%other shore,

" and their restless feet returmng and return-

~ ing ever, with the same low murmur urged

her to depart ¢ He will not write ; he waits, -

he waits1” - Then ﬁrst she knew the sickness
of i‘rreselutmn The Wavermg llghts which

beckoned her, changed sometlmes, as she rose

'\ to follow, into marish dece1t She would walk

thern and pray upon the sands, . and ask for
' gu1da,nee, until new strength would arise with-
in her. One da,y, as a wild sea-gull darted

., through the thick mist and flew with strong,
determined wing far over the waves, where

no eye . could pierce his distant course, Er-

minia sa@ «The bird shall be my emblem.
I.will také the ehﬂd and follow. Shall not -

‘a mustard-seed of falth bear me even.as the
‘sea-winds bear the bird ?”
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When evening came, she knocked at Her-

;bert*s door. She knew Alice.was by his side,
- and it would be better, she believed, to tell

them of her determination, as they sat to-

- gether, rather than expose herself alone to

Aliee’s frank questioning‘_er manifest disap-
proval. It was a difficult task. She-felt
herself grow cold as she teuched the handle.
But her resolve was perfect.

14T have come to tell you,” she said, after

~ a few words had been exchanged and when

the first pause gave opportunity,  that I have
decided to take Fanny to her father. ‘He has
been &eta;ined, as you know, beyond his in-
tended absence and the child mourns for him.
The vojage‘ may benefit her health sOmevt'ha;t,

even‘ though we should return immedia.tely, ‘

. Beside,” she added slowly, in a clear low voice,

a slight blush staining her brow for an instant,

~ “he has written to me upon a personal matter

once since his absence, to which I can only

- g% . L
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answer fitly face to face. Therefore I con-
-fess,” she said, looking up for the first time
with & gentle smile, that I am going to Rus-
sell as well as: Fanny : o

~Herbert was, lying on the couch as she en—
tered his face turped towards the mndow 3
~ for, although it was quite dark, he ;llked,_ 10
watch the glimmer of the light-house return-
~ing through the mist, and listen to the low-

vo1ced women as they were accustomed to sit

\ and talk beside him. But to-night there was

something in Erminia’s tone which caused
him to turn towards her when she first

began o Spéak, ‘and before she -ended he

was leaning forward, reclining on his hand

with a look of anxious Wo:ader

. She was s1lent a moment and no one broke ‘

* the stillness, Presently she added, % You are

nearer to me than any the earth holds, there- "

fore T wish to tell. you what there is to tell.
I do not go with any definite plan for myself;
I wish to understand Aim more clearly.”
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“ Erminia,” . said Alice, her womanly in-
stinet rising in revolt, “do not go!” And

_ her voice pleaded so earnestly in the words
. that Erminia rose and walked across the room,

as if fo break the force of the appeal. Then
she returned and stood before Herbert.

“May I go?” she asked with a strange |
mixture of ‘-imperiousness‘ and childish im-
petuosity. It rests with you more than with
Alice. Russell is your frierid\. If he is & |
man of honor tell me now to go.”

The sick man fairly quailed before her in-

 tensity. Her eyes burned as she fixed them

eagerly upon him, trying to read his answer
by the llghtmng of a look before the Words
could come. '

“You are & woman,” he said, after a mo-
ment’s hesitation, « capable of deciding upon -
this matter better than we are able to do,
who cannot entirely understand the reasons
for your departure. We shall not question
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your decision. Russell is a man of honor,

and you our household friend and compan-

 jon. We do not lose you Wiﬂingly,l but we

4o .
will not keep you, Erminia.”

Again the color flashed over her fair face

‘and tears stood in her eyes. She anticipated

."struggle, opposition, and remonstrance. But
 this loving conﬁdént:e seemed more than she
could bea,_r', She sank slowly down, buried
~ her head upon the couch, and wept convul-

LR

sively. .

XII.

THE VOYAGE,

" TDNANNY stood with her arms about her

- friend, and both looked silently back

“upon the pier. There was no friendly face

to say farewell; their eyes were fixed be-
,yond, and their hearts were away with the
dear ones they had left. Erminpia was ab-
sorbed in gazing on the vision of the past, -

but the child came between her and it, flash-

ing the Joy of youth and the magic of the

_present over its vanishing pictures. When
'the shore had at last faded to a line, she.

took Fanny by the hand, and turned bravely
towards her future. |

'They had many companions in their voyage,
many -who liked to' talk and question and

“while the hours away in harmless speoulation
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upon the a.ﬂ'alrs of their fellow~travellers, upon
their. posmon and purpose and relation to the
world. = Although they desired to shun ob-
‘servation as far as possible, the sweet gi‘ace
which marked Erminia and the nestling love
of Fanny did not suffer them to 'esca,pe_ com-
“ment. The .two were almost inseparable, for
one purpose and one interest served to beacon
and absorb both ; and Whlle the favoring winds
blew the Shlp hghtly on her way, Erminia
‘merged all shadows in the light which was

to come, and talked with Fanny of her father

through long affernoons till the child’s face

grew radiant. Her very eyes drank into-

themselves something of Erminia’s beauty,
as if the woman breathed upon her living
form as the .prophet did upon the dead, of
old. Once it ha,ppenéd;‘ivhen the winds were
“eold and she had sent her little companion
 below for thick shawls, a fellow-voyager came

and talked with her about “her child,” and

s
L]
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said how strong the likeness was between the
two, and asked the age of Fanny. Ermini_a,
careléss of his words, answered his question
kindly, but found no voice to say, “ She is
not mine.’ '

Thus the days fled Wlth them untﬂ they too

sailed upon Pacific seas, How like the calm

of passion’ glimmered those .puré depths! Er-
minia would hang in -happy silence, gazing,

and rocked in peace by the long, placid

'waves feeling herself" upborne like the snowy

birds around her, yet never carelegs in her

flight as they. She was centred and at rest;

‘resting in a light of which this glory was but

a ‘dim foreshadowing, since nature can but
feod the fire. of love and be its wide expression.

“Tell me what it méans,” the child would
say in wonder as she looked upon the un-

known sea. Then Erminia told her the story

~ of the fragrant winds; how they came from

afar, | where the glowing islands lie waving
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with trees of spice which fling their heavy

~ perfumes out upon the moveless -air; and
" how the breezes come and fetch away' the
odors, and bring them in their gentle arms

to wave them “over sailing ships” toward the

“western ‘shore.
~ ‘But the mystery of this new beauty re-
 mained forever unexplamed to her young

 listener, who would sit while hours' bloomed

" and faded to hear the legends of the Orient

seas ; of .the purple islands rising from the
| "deep ; of springing palms unfolding to the sun;
of coral beds - glistening with red and- piok,
* that yesterday were not, and to-day gladden

~ the eyesvbf wand'eners, in those unknown,

- mysterlous waters. e

Nor was that other talé forgotten, wild and
sad, of a marble city, with its carven spires
and solemn chiming bells, that rose and blos-

" somed into beauty and grew in mystic grace,
until the silent waves arose transparent and
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- drew it down into crystal deeps, while the

solemn bells still chimed. And even now .
the brave adventurer, it is said, can discover
those glimmering spires shining like shafts
of opal beneath the ‘ocean floor.

" And the child replied : “ Shall we also seek

that city after we have found my father,

we three (i

* And while she told the legends which in-

vest those gorgeous seas,” and the sunsets

stained the watery world with brilliance such
as they had never before known, the glowing
light of hope and love beamed upon Fanny’s
lifg, making each tale more glorious, each
vision more divine. This inexpiessible lustre

seemed to irradiate.itself from Erminia over

~the being of her charge while they stood
. together as if enfolded bj' one great joy.

Again’ the circling days die into happy
nights, and with the blush of a new morning
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tthe statelgr ship 11fts her head _]oyfully as she
%comes into ' hier port. The crowded pier
;ghtters Wlth shifting colors ; many men’ of
many races hurry to and fro, but all is weird
and strange to the pair who ¢ stand and wait.”

Ermmla, smiles at the thought that she ex-

pected Russell ‘here, for how should he' know:

dhey had come; but Fanny crles, «“ Papa, papa,
where are you?” and’ one fellow—passenger as
;he- passes them asks if he can serve them,
and ‘another if he can.help her find her
Eusba,nd Whlle she stands 1rresolute, unre-
ga,rdmg what they say, as if llstemng for

bne v01ce, her only compass.

. It was too late to listén now. The ,voic'e"
expressed within a little folded sheet was hid-

den where she would never see it,— on the

'idOorfwa,y of their deserted city home. She

l,“must go on blindly ; there was no light, no.

\ gu1de to beckon they were ch11dren together,
gone astray ‘

|
|
.
|
|
l
|
|
i
|

" XIII.
A FESTIVAL.
There are festivals of life h.nd of death,

HOW beautiful was that summer morning
| at “The Rosery!” . Amy awoke with
the ea,rly waking -birds, and Ler heart sang
with them. She said, “ To-day he comes and
will go away no more.” She knew' no fear,
pet of fortune that she was, nor even what
to fear. Everybody s darling, she did not find

’ it strange Russell should love her! She ac-

cepted it simply as thie roundlng of the sphere
of her life’s happiness, '

The hours of the morning pa,sséd, every
moment leaving its record on her quickened

consclousness of beauty and of gladness. For

the culminations of joy and sorrow teach us

\ what is eternity, as labor or as speéch can
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of white ﬂutteréd about her, the maid who
iplaced the crown of blossoms ‘said, “ She had
served many brides, but never one who held

;the flowers " for her with so steady a band.”

And they were hardly arranged before Russell

‘ }came, pale and nervous. The shadowy days

that lay behind had brought their spectres
‘up #ill he felt unequal to his fate; they
“|would not let him sleep of late, and the dark
finger of unrest had ‘tlirawn black lines be-

|
i
fingor
?neath. his’ eyeé. Therefore he came early,

carlier than even Amy looked for him, and

|at last grew quiet under her petting ways.

She was like her old sweet self. The air .

y
; of happiness, often 1ﬁtox1cat1ng to others, was
!

|native strength to her, and now all anxiety,
1all pain was gone,— for what could touch
her farther? The little household caught
|the contagion of her spirit and became calm
' Ia.n.d cloudless as the afternoon itself before

Ethe wedding guests arrived.

never do. When at length the symbolic robe '
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Through the long hours of that day, bril-

- liant with a sky burned to deep lustre through

long cloudless Weeks, nature was at rest, save
for the throbbing of the heated airs liké_ the
earth’s visible pulse. But our Warfdérers
rested not. Unwearyingly they searcﬁed the
wide, strange city for one who was their. world.
They forgot fatigue, and when at last they
found a person who could show them where
he lived, they were excited by a new fire of
anticipation Whlch made the former hours

: ¥ook pale. It was aIready noon before they

reached the dwelling. - They passed the porter

swiftly, as they entered, asking with eagerness

~for the master of the liouse. A kind face

presented itself in answer, but glanced un-

easily upon them, as Erminia made her in-

quiry. It was not possible to mistake Fanny ;

‘she was his child;—and the lady? Yet the

man answered kindly, saying this had formerly

~ been the home of the gentleman she men




190 ' ASPHODEL.

tioned, and his books yet remained, although

his guest he,d ‘gone. | He was about to live out -

of the city ; but if the lady would wait and

dine, he Would send a messenger to fetch hnn ‘

“No,” said Erminia gently, «T thank you,

but, if you please, we will refresh ourselves

for an hour and then go to him. Will you

have the horses ready in that time?”

The man led the way as she spoke towards |

Russell’s apartment, now deserted, and, having
ushered them in, bowed in silence and retired.
In a moment he returned. J |
¢ May I not send for your friend while you
. rest here?” he inquired once more; ¢ you —
. you will find the drive fatigning, perhaps
% No, thank you, said Ermmla, again
brightly,” ¢ we ehall prefer to go. We -are
not at all fatigued » o
She spoke the truth, for, when the man
re-opened the door, he thought he had seldom

’ seen a more refreshmg pleture A httle worn

‘A FESTIVAL. ~ = 191

~copy of Dante lay upon the. floor, which he

‘had often seen in the pocket of the poet.

- This the child had espied, and was in the

very act of catching up and kissing it when
‘the Jady turned the loving face up to hers -
as if she too would Kkiss sonnething of his,
and had only been prevented by that . sudden

re-entrance.

NAskmg pardon for having disturbed them,

‘he‘ again shut the door. Ie had-done his

best to clog the wheels of destmy, but he |
found himself involved instead in their swift
and perilous course.

Tt was mid-afternoon before they were on

their way, the good man of the house him-

. self accompanylng them. Although he had
. made the best speed possible, the difficulty

of procuring any wvehicle seemed at first to be
insurmountahle.

“There is to be a Weddmg tlns afternoon,”

h? remarked by way of apology, as he opened
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" the carriage door, “and all the good carriages

r
\

o

have gone.”
“This will do,” said Erminia, as Fanny

followed her llghtly mto it, « 1f the horses

Fowill not linger.”

She did not observe the uneasy look of the
man as he sprung up to his seat. She only

“knew that his horses flew over the road, and

. 'that he urged them on to their fullest speed.

]

The sea-breeze fanned her lovely hair as

they drove. Fanny kissed her and said, ¢ How |

beautiful you are! I remember papa likes

. beautiful persons. ”?
A color hke pink sea-shells shone on her

cheeks, and the long white plumes of her
hat were lifted in the. breeze, and her heavy

blue dress seemed no longer dldse and warm,
‘but cool and fitting for- the time.. She was.

: glad that Fanny thought her bea,uhful'

quld he. think so too? 7. .
- Still they drove onward; the country be-
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.Came more wildl and the ilills drew nea,rér
on either hand. “Do you know how far it
is?” she asked by and by, with a shadow

of . anx1ety in her voice, as the level rays of

the sun warned them of his departure.

“I thought I was near it long ago,” said‘ |

" the man doubtfullj? “I’'m afraid ﬁ'e 'vo

passed it. I’m sorry, for I wanted you to
get there soon.”

As he spoke he turned his horses, a.nd see-
ing something which at last he recognized,
they drove in -another direction till the sun
had fairly sej:. Then _g.uddehly he stopped.

“There ’s the house where he is, I believe,
over there; but they ’ve got company, a,nd‘
the avenue is filled with- carriages. Suppose
I stop here by this grove while you walk up

by the footpath towards the house.”

' Erminia thanked hnn for his kindness; and

- leaping out, followed by Fanny, she started

to find Russell. .
9
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The shadows ‘had fallen on the fragrant

garden, and all was silent, except the creak—
mg ery of the crickets and the’ hoarse blurt-

ing of the frogs from a short distance, which |

: only made the stillness more profound - But
' noise and atﬂlness were one to her. She
heeded neither. They advanced smftly over
the gleaming thread-like path, skirted on one
" hand by vast primeval trees, which had been
suffored to stand with their dignity unshorn,
like stately warders of the place Suddenly
they emerged upon the rose-garden, where for
the first time the splendor of the gayly-illu-
mined house burst upon them.
" Then indeed they felt the utter silence, for
B*l:hen' very hea,rts stoed mute. Erminia stopped
“one instant and pressed her hand to her head,
as if to regain her dazzled sight, and then
darted forward to within & few feet of the
long, brilliant window, Where, standing in the
- deep shadow of a thorn-tree, herself unsecen,
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the whole interior and every spoken word were
revealed

Under a lamp of sparkljhg, drooping crys- J‘

tal she saw & woman standing, young and

fair, with the tenderness of angels on her
face (she saw that first), — - then, by her
gide m—o :

The holy priest had raised his loving hands
in benediction, when a loild, Iong shriek,'the
one cry of a smitten heart, cut with its sharp
agony 1nto ~the peace and stxllness of the -
room. J

The guests started tumultuously, for the
ceremony was now ended, and Amy turned
to Russell, bewildered, like a half—a,wa,kened
child. But hp stood unmoved apparently,
feelmg as if grown to stome; for he heard
the voice of Fanny now, above. the idle ques-

‘tionings around him, crying, « Papa4 help
3 1

me!”

, “‘ Ams',” he said ‘presently in 'a low, stern
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. voice, which startled her, while the guests
began to crowd around them with gay con-
‘ gratlljlatiOns, endeavoring to drown the mem-
ory of that dreadful cry, ¢ Amy, do not follow -

"me,—1I am not well,” —and he rushed sud-

denly from her side, out into the darkness
and the shadows of the grove.
Again he heard the voice of his chﬂd ap-

pealing to him, as the angels of the sinful
ones may cry, leaning out, of heaven, plead- o

ing with them in their hours f‘fof woakness ;

with such plamnve eagerness the tone came . .-

A
tohlm . C "/’

He ran forward t111 he reaehed the Well-

~ known path, Where it opened on the rose- A

-gardlen,&to‘ the _very spot where he had looked

for Amy’s sign of welcome through so many .

months, —a sign that never failed and a joy .-

+that never wearied.

‘There on the damp groind, with her hands .
thrown up over the huge .rbot of ".an oak-tre_e,‘-
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where, as she rushed away from the garden,
she had fallen, there he found Erminia, and,

- sitting by her side, his weeping child.

Fanny sprang to him as he approached, and

- threw herself upon his neck, and laid her cold

wet cheek to his.- «Q papa, papa! now it is

~ all over,” she sobbed. ¢ We have travelled,

we have' waited, and I thought we should
not find you! But now all is past. Do you
think it will kill her, dear papa, to be so
glad? She ran almost up to the house and
saw you first, beca_.use‘ I was caught by a

bramble ;- presently she gave a cry, and then

came running back to me, and — dear papa,

do kneel down! Let us help her! Perhaps
she is hurt.” And the child laid her cheek,
drowned in the tears of grief and joy, close to

the chilly face of the fainting woman, as if

she would urge her back to consciousness.
Russell stood a moment gazing ‘down irreso-

‘ “lute. He dared not touch that sacred breath- |

e e e - P
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ing - form, his victim. At last he stooped, and
gently drew the drooping head and tightly-/
" clenched hands away from the damp earth
up into- his strong arms. _
His touch aroused her: ' She sprang to‘ﬁ her
feet, staggering away from his embrace. “ Fan-
~ny, we do not ldfe this man,” she said Wfldly,
“do we, child? But 1’1l tell you whom we
love,” and she laughed with that weird, cruel
laugh of a distracted mind, “we. love this

person ‘who is coming.” -

Her senses, sharpened to unnatural quick-

ness, had caught the sound of Amy’s light,

uncertain footstep on the Wal,k,‘ before the '

others had suspected her approach.

“Papa!” said Fanny, weeping, and hiding
her face as Amy’s ghostlike form appeared,
“ what is ?t? I am frightene&, papa.”’

~ «Russell,” said Amy, moving past Erminia

E .still as mooulight, “look at me and tell me

if this woman holds a claim wupon you?”
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Her voice was very deep and hoarse, and
at its sound Russell’s agony visibly increased.
Her lace dress swayed in the fatal wind and
her waiting foet w&re stayed émong night-dews,
Yot she stood as one who would wait forever
#ll his answer came. | |

Little girl,” said Erminia, violently seizing
Amy’s hand, who became somewhat alarmed,

~in spite of the calm which possessed her, by

the wild eyes she turned upon her, “this man:

'is nothing to me, O no! Let us come to the

- house together and join the dance; and then -

we will éo, Fanny and I.  You shall dance
with Fanny ; she’s about your age, you kndw, '
and 1711 take this gentleﬁan.” :

 Hush, hush!” said Russell, trying to still
the torment of her words. Amy,” he ,cqn;
tinued, turning to his wife and holding Fanay
still clasped to his breast, “she has indeed no
claim stronger. than that of gratitude.  She
has loved Fanny much, and to-night I must -
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go with them and protect them. They cannot

remain here. You must trust me, Amy, and

return alone. Can you do this for me?””

< Sh¢ did not speak, but stepped to where
- he stood, haif—reclining agajnst a tree, holding
his trembling child. Then she- kissed him,l
and, without look or sign of wavering, passed .

faithful, “back towards the house.
But Ermlma sa,nk as their hps touched

and. lay like death upon the cold ground.

XIV,

" A WEDDING=NIGHT.

B

HE slow moon had ascended and now

silvered the mighty’ tree-tops, her llght

'falhng in broken gleams upon the road. The

streams, and the savage wildness of the val-

leys through which the travellers passed, grew .
more wild and more savage as the white rays
made the dead blqck shadows blacker than |

in the darkest mght

The chilling winds talking in the branches
were the only ,éounds except the moving of
the éwift wheels. The cold white face of

Ermnna was pﬂlowed upon Fanny’s shoulder, )
and the beautiful hair, straying down,, Iay

tangled and damp on the thin, relaxmg fingers.
Russell sat opposite, bowed and stunned; he
: 9% .

,! :

" landscape, with its tawny hills and brawling.
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saw himself, thé Worsl'ilipped" of the world,

among vain praisers of his beagty both of
-body and of mind; he hea,rci the changes .

rting upon his learning and “divine genius,
until, cloyed and wearied, he longed for some-
thing worthier; then he saw himself again,
~ -yielding to the satisfaction .of this praise, and
forgetful of .ontpa, who, walking nobly herself,
asked for nobility in hé;‘ beloved. He 'ha.f:l
indeed gone down into the valley of humilia-
tion. No one perhaps would ever know the
failure of his life. But was it therefore less
a failure - that it was known to none sava
hlmself and his God [ '
The agony was his to bear alone. The
sighing trees moaned as they passed, and in

their moaning he. secmed to heat the old -

Scripture fiat, like the dzrge for his soul
“ Mene, Mene, Tekel, Upha,rsm,”——- Thou art

weighed in the balances, and art found wanting.

As they entered the room where he had
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passed so many restless nights a horror thrilled
him. This experience had been foreshadowed,

and he had -despised the warning. Yet per-

“haps he was not now awake, and what ap-

peared s0 real was possibly but an ugly
phantom of hls dream. - A lethargy seemed
to take. possession ‘of him ; presently, however,f
arbusing ‘himself, he found Fanny’s head rest-
ing upon his lap, where she was =sleeping as
children sleep. He bent his worn, sad face
over the round and roSy child, ‘and- stooped
to kiss:her, but she stirred and said, « Pa,pa,l
happy,” and slumbered on, while he shud-

"dered. as 1f stung to new torture by her un-

consclous pra.ttle

. Where was Erminia! He had seen her,
as in a vision, step from the carriage with
something of her old pride of bearing, é,ngl

enter the heuse: Yet where was she now?

Were there still deeper. gulfs of grief for him
to know? And, while his mind pursued the
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various roads of misery, the door turned gen- -

tly on its hinges and she stood again beside

him.

glory when he looked up to see Erminia there.

Neither the new dawn nor the fading beams

were typical of her then.. The blaze of noon

“was on her cheeks, and her eyes shone w1th |

a deep, - unwonted fire.

“I have come for my little girl,” she said,
, almost gayly “We are travellers, and we
sail away for home this morning. Perhaps we

shall sail forever, she and I; we are looking

for one—no, no,” she continued, making a
sign of impatience to herself, “ we are going

home, looking for home. I had almost told .

you a foolish secret. ‘Perhaps you thought

we.were looking for you!” And again she .

langhed a pamful laugh whleh echoed through
-the room.

The new dawn was pe,inting the sky with

purple, and the moon rays were fading in the
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It aroused Fanny. ‘The child- put up her
arms ag if to embrace Erminia, and the little
gesture seemed to work a sudden change upon
the spirit of the suffering woman. She knelt
~beside her charge, stroked her halr, and

* looked into her eyes with a mother’s tender-

ness, quite forgetful apparently of the presence
of another. Presently she sai‘d' “ Fanny, shall
we be always together, shall we go away again
together to-day?”

“Q0 yes, with papa and Iet us go far out
together, far away where Wwe saw the sun
Tise ; sha.ll we, darling ?” '

~ At these words the wild light burned agam
in Erminia’s eyes. She raised them qu1ckly

- and met those of Russell, looking pityingly

upon her. Then, starting up with a sharp
cry, she fled out of the room and far away

from the house, before he thought to follow

her. o
An hour later they had traced her to the
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quay, where the sounds of preparation showed
the hour for the ship’s departure to be near.

They saw her slight ﬁgure rapidly pacmg the
. deck regardless of the busy scene. around,
regardless even of herself, and with the bear-

ing of one mindfﬁl only of the presence of

4 great SOITOW. :
“ Papa, I 'must go to her,” said Fanny, as

‘he endeavored to restram h1s child. W111

you not come too? I love you, papa, but I

must go with her for she has long taken care '

of me, and you say she is ill NOW, S0 I ‘must

leave you and take care of her, if ypu will

not come home with us.’
And, hurrying away from his side, she left

-him no alternative but to follow, and see those .

slender hands once more clasped "around hlS
little one. But ‘he dared not meet the eyes

a,lready grown 0 strange to him.-

“ Wiill you not go, papa? » were the last

words ringing in his cars as he turned desper-
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ately from them. For the thought of Amy
~and his wedding-night came now like an

avenging spirit to tear him from the place.

He saw the curious harp of a loving soul

~ lying Shattered before him, and a child play-

ing with the fragments! For him, the de-
stroyer, a wild discord rang forever from the
strings, which no music through all time
could wholly silence. o : |

The broad sun had travelled half-way toward
noon, when Russell reached “The Rosery.”
Leaping from the éa.rl_'iage he ascended noise-
lessly to Amy’s room. At the threshold he
paused, as if the next breath held his:-future,
then knocked and quickly entered. '
It was a spacious apartment, beautiful with
white and gold, and respleﬁdent still with a
blaze of lamps. The closed shutters and
olded erimson curtains forbade the light to
enter, and no one had been suffered to in-
vade the silent room. ”
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Amy lay on a little lounge, with a table of .
gorgeous flowers by her side which she had

arranged while waiting for her Iover; but at

length, drawing the white cloak he knew so -

well over her bridal array, she had dropped
asleep where he ‘found' her now, with a flush
“apon her cheek like any tired child.

His rapid step awakened her. - ¢ Russell,”

she ;sa,id, starting up and flinging her arms .
about him with a rapture of utter confidence

and joy, “you see I have waited for you,”—
and she smiled gayly as she tried to shake the

sharp creases out of her beautiful dress. But -

when she spoke her voice came with difficulty,

and a hoarse cough stopped her speech

' «Q Amy!” he said, his tone sharp with

anguish, “ have'I killed yow too?”
She looked at him with surprlse, and lald
her hand upon her side, as if attacked by ;)

sudden pam

Her plteous look \was enough He took
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her lightly in his arms and placed her again

- upon the couch, where, kneeling by her side,
“he, who had been the pride and worship of -

the world, unveiled the Wea_knéss of his un-

- worthy heart before youth’s trusting love. At

length he ended his confession, saying, with a

-smothered intensity she only half understood,

“I 1ove you, Amy, as I have never loved
before, because I know now how unworthy I
am, how vain and weak! how little I de-

.serve anything, yet how much you give me
" when you give me all your faith, all —»

Seeing no longer through a “glass darkly,” |

B buﬁ face to face, and standing as they stand
- forever who have gained the immortal, Russell

was abased by the remembrance of wrong,

~ yet felt himself safe, saved perhaps by Amy’s

womanly devotion. That was highest to him

now. He considered. no longer communion

of thought, labor, and asplratmn in life as -
the only paths of attainment, but was lifted

N
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' by the Simple devotion of a woman into the -
‘divine rest and insight of love. He knew |
himself ‘fdrg‘iven,—forgiven by both. How N o ’ XV.
could he win forgiveness from himself?" ‘, |
He looked at Ainy. She seemed radiant ' § . SUNSET..
- with rapture and with peace. Onco, a trem- | ALEETH in hand with tho morning
ulous flitting shadow passed over her when . Abroad on smiling hills,

a doubt whispered, He is far above me; what |} - Breaketh with fulness of noontide
' ' From the cold running rills,

R it i M R A e M T e v
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can I give him every day? But again the Spenketh from clover sud pine

glory irradiated her'pa,leness, ﬂ»lld she said- i [ ‘ - ‘When the odorous winds incline,

aloud, “I would live for you, I may die for |

you, Russell.” | o _ P e ~From g‘regn and golden meadows,

. T ‘ , : From knee-deep asphodel,
From the 'awfnl gray;ha.ired mountain
And the thrush’s dark-green dell,
Breaketh one chorus suprems,
- Chant of no wandering dream.

AT T Vi SR N U R ey e S e

Breaketh when mists hi\de the mountain,
Breaketh when white lilies fade,
Breaketh when winds tear the rainbow,
And death hides both lover and maid.
When the maples and clover die

And the automn breezes éigh.

-
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Bresketh in silence and shadow,
Breaketh in glory and gloom,
‘Breaketh in night as in morning
Over the birth and the tomb,
‘When we gather flowers to strew,
And the summers come and go.

Dost hear it whéﬁ bells toll the loudesﬂ '
Dost hear it when rain-drops fall ?

When day is but night at its fu1197

And the soul sleeps under a pall?

Then listen while gnef shall unfold

The Love universal; untold,

This chant was one Erminia had framed
and loved, and its half-concealed meaning

held an attraction for Russell. The words

lingered in his memory, and he found himself

r.epéating them in mournful cadences, during

the days of sorrow which came to him, and -

ga,thenng truth and peace from their sugges-
tions. He could not tell whether consolatmn
lay in thelr melody for those who had never
" known Frm.lma., but for himi, now that his
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~heart was sad and his footsteps weary and

unaccompanied, her living faith shone from

the words upon his spirit, and the Omnmipres-

~ ence of Divine love became a reality even to

him, even. to such grief as his!

Amy had passed the bounds of our mor- .
tality. The fatal dews of that wedding-night
brought the chill of death to her. The days
of growth, the weeks of rapture, the months
of perfect unitykwére past; - They could lose
nothing of their permanent beauty, but they
were beautiful only as the stars, forever shin-

~ing, forever afar; her airy grace and elusive

charm, becoming more airy, more elusive, had \
fled at length}' into memory’s dim chambers
and become a thing that was! Later, a ray
of the great Dawn streamed to him.from the

' .morning of his beloved, and the crown of

sorrow rested on. his painful head.
Russell returned to Fanny and his fnends,
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and arrived at the penod he had long before
indicated to Herbert. The time which then
appeared 50 shorig,—-tlie 'young months of

married happiness, when . the world appears
new born, and all things moulded to fresh .
_beauty for the twofold being to enjoy and
| ee‘mprehend —_ these fow months had length-

ened, 111 his fiery expenence, till Russell felt

like one who had almost crossed the gulf of
' Time, and, though still struggling in the

vast sorrowful tlde, beheved the shore beyond

" to be his only. resting. plaee

Long before, Alice had written to him on

- Fanny’s page, and told him their brief history

at ¢ The Cliff?; how the child returned lead-

ing “‘ her darling” by the hand, changed,

foarfully changed to all except her charge.

How, when Erminia looked on -Fanny, the

.. ungoverned fervor of helf gaze. grerv soff and
melted into tearful tenderness, and- the re-
straint she put upon herself: proved often

too great for her failing strength.
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BT She is better to be mueh apart from the

- child, our wise physician said, —and so,”

wrote Alice, “it was my sad privilege to watch -
her while the fluctuating waves of life rose and
fell.  One day the fire of her unhinged reason
seemed to ascend and touch the gates of
heaven ; for they turned suddenly and ‘the

flame of her being vanished, leaving, to us

who knew her, only the dim ‘socket and the

. memory of her bnghtness

That was| %a,ll Never a word of reproach,

' ‘never a sound of the truth which Alice must
. - know, yet whlch it would crush hlm to endure
~ from her lips. Ounly love and silence!

- Therefore Russell hastened towards “The .

" Cliff” once more, and longed for it as the
- weary sailor’ longs for home. Was he not
I‘ a wea.rled voyager {raversing the vast ocean
- of life’s mystery ?

- Amy’s father and mother returned with him

a8 far as the city of their youth, and there
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relﬁctantly‘ relinquished his. cdmpanionship.
He was to them Amy’s idol, the lamp of her
‘happiness, her protector, /fers/ Therefore
‘they clung to him. He was w1thout fleck
or flaw in their eyes They httle knew Wha.t

| pain their worship gave him,’ or how his spmt ‘

':W&Eli humbled and cast down by their efforts

for his welfare. They fancied tliej could -

fathom his ‘grief or measure it by their own;

but we move veiled, like the ‘proi)het' of old,
and trammelled by the unspoken, the inex-
pressible,— and the daring one who éttempts
to sca,le the sa,vage héight of another’s sorrow

only Dbecomes brmsed in impotent. endea.vor, |

and falls, weeping and faint, with his arm

around his brother, at the foot of the sacred

E 9
Cross.

They parted then, each bearing a separate

burden the parents never to understand the
 grief of Russell until the veil be lifted. But

he bore-his sorrow as one might bear a most

->
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‘{precmus possessmn, for therem lay the jewel
- which had -lighted up the decaymg kmgdoms

of his life, .realms ‘of riches, all his, to. be
redeemed |
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‘ THE afternoon was spent, and the sun far
descended when Alice folded her Work

and ran down into the hbrary, determmed to

go to the piano and endeavor to recall an old

chorale Erminia loved. But as she entered

the room, she found Russell and Herbert

still sitting where they sat two hours before.

They were not talking ; they were rather rest-

‘ing like tired soldiers who had suffered kin-
dred experiences, and to whom the repose of

evening and the- feeling of companionship

were sufficient for their needs. Fortunately

she foli their presence before her fingers
“touched the 'instrument for she knew those
o saddemng strains. were not best for elther, at
" that time. They needed her with the healthy

‘\
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sunshine she always brought. ¢ Come,” she
said, seizing a warm garment from the hall as

she spoke, to show herself i in earnest, « come

| out to the knoll with me to-mght dear friends,
' where I hear the ‘children’s voices. ”»

'Her appeal was not one to be resisted.
They wandered out and climbed the grassy
height, while the deep orange of the October

- sky defined the pmy sentinels on the western

horizon, and the boundless sea glimmered
faintly in the east. The almost waveless tides
Washed the sﬂent sands beneath their feet
gently, as if endeavormg to wash away the
sorrow of the world and bring it peace. -
Presently ‘through the unbroken stillness
the chlldren s voices came to them. They
had descended and wandered to a farther
point. - " But now the increasing distinetness

of iihe: tbnes indicated their speedy return
towards the house over the rocks below.

“1 sent Ally home,” they heard Ernest say, -
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o« pa,rtly because she was cold ‘of course, but
partly because I had sometlung to say to you,
which I thought she would n’t understand.

I want you to marry me, Fanny, when we got
a little older ;. won’t you, for I love you better
than anybody else T believe in the wide world,

and you have no mother and I will be your
- protector! ~Will you promise, Fanny ! 7

. They had been walking apparently Just be-
low where the friends stood, for, as they passed
on, Fa.nny S answer was not heard; but Rus-

sell turned in s11ence towards his companions,

and, holdmg both their hands, showed in the ‘
tears whlch filled his eyes the speechless grati-

' tude of ‘his heart

Tlie‘tides of time flow swiftly, even through
what appea,r the eternities of sorrow. “The
| Cliﬂ' » was the chosen abode of Russell. The
subtle quahty pervading the household and

rendermg it a home 1ndeed reminded him

/‘?‘*
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sadly it was not his own.  But he lived for

others now, and Fanny was happy, and shel-

tered under that kind roof. A sting lay in

his gr1ef too deep for any consolation of the

~ world. : The knowledge of his unwithered

affections, and of a Mercy stronger than our
weakness, alone sustained him.
He said to Herbert one evening, as he found .

himself choosing, in his friend’s company, the

~ same path he had often followed with Erminia,

that his SOTTOW led him, as the Israelites were
led with fire by night and cloud by day, out

of the snares and ﬂattemes of the world. ¢ I' ‘
: believe,’?’ he continued, half veiling his mean-

ing in the ai;cient symbol, “ that T live now to

water the asphodel and to rear it into beauty.

- The spirits who love us are said, you remem-

ber, to be nourished by this lily. Tt means re-

‘membrance, and remembrance signifies growth,
to one th has loved truly.”

Herbert’s answer was scarcely audible. He
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feared to disturb the current of his friend’s
.theught He knew there was no lyapp1;1ess
for & mind like- Russell’s in diversion. Med-
1tat1on and brave compamonshlp with grief
were alofie for him. '

Alice and, Herbert made it ‘the- lovmg duty -
of their lives to win back something, if pos-

sible, of the natural joy of common days into
the calm of Russell’s existence. They observed
the methed of his daily life was cha.nged He

found it 1mposs1b1e to Wr1te as usual, and the

absence of expression was a pain to him. Not
otherwise eould he leern, ‘perhaps, how deep
the( shafts of sorTow may be sunk in the human

heart; how the inexpressible remains, forever,

as far beyond all possible expressjon as the
stars beyond the limits of the hills{ He grew
“more patient and - hnma,n, 4nd at length almost

serens. For out of hlS Tnew hfe was born a

new speech, deeper and more contained than

the old, rendered near a.nd sacred to all hearts -

£

EVENING. 223

- by its hnmility,—a speech ﬂewing from his
prosence a,s well as from his books, for his

mtereourse with men became more simple.

‘He could afford to be accessible. I have
' leved selﬁshly,"’ he seemed to say; “now,, if

any remaln who care for me, let me love gen-

. erously, and be thankful for the preelous gift
. they bring!" Is not the good-will of my frlend

worth more than the little learning or wit or
wisdom can be which he may fancy me to
possess 2 . He could not love his art less;

but the pure streams which fill the rivers

. of song wore followed more closely by his

devoted feet. He was no longer cheated by
the voice of fame, nor by the enchanting
murmurs of the crowd; but wherever there

© was sacnﬁce, or tenderness, or truth, or any

nobility which touched the hem of Love, he
was ready, w sitting at the feet, and learning

~there with ehildren"' and with saints.

Thus the measure of days was fulfilled, while
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by the good ﬁght of e?ery hour was nour- .
lshed the sacred flower which is ‘planted by
i rivers of the wprld. One who had pressed
life’s fading blossoms to his breast, and felt
theu' cool frail petals, had learned from them
‘that even he and such a8 he may hear from
afar the coursmg winds as they fan the As-
phodel, and listening, know that the. true lﬂy
of love waves forever to the falthful in those
far, unfadmg gardens. ) "
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