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phazes of human. character; all the characters bein
drawn. It iz a delightful book, full of inecidents,
startling, and describes the warm feelings of the Southerner in glowing
colors. Tndeed, all Mrs, Hepntz’s stories aptly-deseribe Southern life, and
oo highly moral in their applieation. In this field Mrs, Hentz wields a
keen sickle, and harvests & rich and abundant erop. It will e found in
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entire satisfaction to all readers, encourage good taste and good morals,
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scenery, whether in the garb of romanes or in the soberer

; t attire of simple
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who read the work will bear testimony to the entire success of Mrs. Hentz.”
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“A charming novel ; and in point of plot, style, and all the othor char-
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THE PLANTER’S NORTHERN BRIDE. With illus-
trations. Complete in two large volumes, paper cover,
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“We have seldom been more charmed by the perusal of a novel; and we
desire to commend it to our readers in the strongest words of praise that
our vocabulary affords. The incidents are well varied ; the scenes beauti--
fully described; and the interest admirably kept up. But the moral of the
book is its highest merit. The“Plante.r’s Northern Bride’ should be as
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weleome as the dove of peace to every firesido in the Unjon. It cannot be
read without a moisicning of the eyes, a softening of the heart, and a mitix
gation of scetional and mest unchristian prejudices.”—2N. Y. Mirror,

“Tt is unquestionably the most powerful and important, if not the mos
charming work that bas yot fiowed from her elegant pen; and though evi{t
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dently founded upon the all-absorbing subjeets of slavery and abolitionisig
the genius and skill of the fair anthor have developod new views of golde
argument, and flung around the whole such a hale of pathos, interest, and
beauty, as to render it every way worthy the author of ‘Linda,” ‘Marcus®
Warland,” ‘Rena,” and the numerous other literary gems fromn the same
amthor.”——Anierican Couwrier, -
“Themostdelightful and remarkable book of the day.”— Roston Traveler.

“Written with remarkable vigor, and contains many passages of real
eloguence. We heaitily commend it to goneral porusal.’—Newnrk Kagle,

REYA; or, THHE SNOW BIRD. A Tale of Real Life.
Complete in two valenes, paper cover, price 75 cents, or
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both, Mra. Lee Hentz has nchieved a trinmph of no ordinary kind.  Itis not
that old associations biss vur judgment, for though from the appearance,
years since, of the famous ‘Mob Cap’ in this paper, we formed an exzlted
opinicn of the wemnanly and literary excellence of the writer, our feelings
have, in the interim, had quite sufficient leisure to cool; yet, after the
lapso of years, wo have continued to maintain the same literary devotion
to this best of our female writers. Tho two last productions of Mrs. Lee
Hentz now fully confirm our previously formed opinion, and wo unhesi-
fatingly commend ‘Rena,” new published in bock form, in beautiful styls,
by T. B. Peterson, a8 a story which, in its varied, deep, and thrilling in-
terest, has no superior.”—dwmerican Courier.

HELEN AND ARTHUR. Complete in two volumes,
paper cover, price 75 cents, or bound in one volume,
cloth gilt, $1.00. ’

“A story of domestie life, written in Mrs. Hentz’s hest vein, The de-
tails of the plot are skilfully elaborated, and many passages are deeply
pathetic.”—Cummereial Advertiser.

“As a high-toned novel it possesses throughout a most touching and
thrilling interest, far above the lovel of the novels of the day., All are de-
lighted who read it.”—Courter, .
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“ {1is fair locks waved in sunny play
By a clear fountain’s side,
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CHAPTER 1.

A cheerful fire burned on the hearth. An elegant sofa
was wheeled directly in front of it, and an embroidered
footstool placed ready for the feet of the expected occupant.

Mr. Glenmore, a porily and commanding looking man,
in purple velvet slippers, and silver gray wadded silk wrap-
per, his evening costume, entered and took his accustomed -
seat. . '

A young girl was flitting from window to window, un-
fastening the curtains and arranging the folds, as they fell
in rich volumes to the floor. After she had thus brought
out the fire-light and lamp-light/mto brighter relief by the
scarlet and orange colored drapdry on which they flashed,
‘she looked around with a smiting countenance, as if pleased
with the air of home-born comfort and luxury that per-
vaded the room. Then she put a green shade over the
lamp to soften its moonlight splendor, and drew a beauti-
ful transparent screen before her father, so as to intercept
the too glowing heat of the fire. - )
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¢« And now,” said she, seating herself at the prune, av d
running over the keys with sparkling fingers, “ now for
your evening serenade, father,”

She began to warble with the sweetness and Volubxhty
of the mocking bird.

“That is 2 new song I have just learned. Is it not
charming ¥

“] am not in a muslcal vein to-night, Eoline.”

‘“Are younot? I am sorry, for T feel most particularly
melodious. 1 am sorry, too, my harp is unstrung—that
might please you better? (No.) Would you like the guitar?
(No, again.) Well I will not plague you with music. But
let me tell you the compliment that Mr. Leslie, the Euro-
pean traveller, paid me last evening. He said he wished
I were the daughter of a poor man, so that I might be
compelled to give my voice to the world ; that nature never
bestowed such a treasure for the benefit of the domestic
and social circles alone. Think of that, father—a prima
donna! Would it not be magnificent? Well, if your
riches should take to themselves wings and fly away, I will
turn my breath into gold for you and me.”

“There is not much danger of your being reduced to
such an alternative,” said Mr. Glenmore, *especially at
the present moment.” , :

“You don’t feel musical to-night. Let me read to you;
{ have a very interesting book here, whose leaves I have
just cut open,”

Rising from the revolving-stool, on which she had heen
aking semi-circumvolutions, she opened a mahogany cabi-
, Pet, inlaid with ivory, and took down a book, evidently

fresh from the press.

“Oh! how I love the fragrance of a new book!” she
cried, unfolding it and burying her'face within the leaves.
« It is as sweet as a new-blown rose.”’

i Put up the book,” said Mr. Glenmore, crossing his arms

1
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majestlcaliy over his brg;st and uttering an 1mposmg hem.
“ ] am not in a literary humor.”

¢« indeed! then I will get the chess—board i

« No, I am not in 2 mood for chess, either.”

“« A game of backgammon, perhaps,” continued the -
persevering Eoline, who seemed anxious to entertain her
father in any other way than cenversation. " There was
something restless and excited about her, which she en-
deavored to conceal under an aspect of gay good humor.

«] am sorry I cannot amuse you su,” said she, «If;
you please, [ will take my book and sit quietly and de-
murely in the corner, like a good 11f,tle girl, thhout
disturbing your meditations.” ‘

 You are not so very httle, Eolme-uqmte a full grown,
marriageable young lady.”

« Don’t call me maruageable, father ; I cannot bear that .
expression—and Whatever 1 sy be to others, let me be
still a little girl o you.”

Seating herself on the curving elbow of the sofa, she put
oné arm caressingly round his neck, and laid her cheek
against his hair.

« Come, Eoline,” said b, gravely kissing her, then taking
her hand and seating her on the sofa by his side— this is
all very sweet and very pretty, but just now I want you
to be serious, and give your undivided attention to what 1
have fo say. I have had a long iFtewiéW with Mr. Cleve-
land.” f

Eoline started, but sald nothing ' ~

¢ He thinks with me, that there isno use in delay. Time

can make no difference in our intentions.” @

“ Neither can it in mine,” answered thne, ‘with 2 low
voice and heightened color. -

«I know of no intentions a youncr Iady can have
in opposition to a parent’s.will,” said Mr. Glenmore, with '
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great emphasis, <At least, I do not admit the possibility
of their existence.”

“They may, however, have as deep a life as if the ad-
mission were made,” replied the daughter,

“I am not abouf to engage in a useless discussion,” said -

Mr. Glenmore, uttering his words coldly and deliberately,
giving each their due weight and accent; “my own rhind
is made up, and nothing can change its decision. When
Horace was a little boy, and you a passive infant in your
mother’s arms, it was made up, When he was a youth
in college, and you a child at school, it was confirmed.
And now he is a young man, returned from abroad with a
completed education and established character, and you in
the bloom of young womanhood, it is fixed immutable as
the decree of destiny. Mr. Cleveland has no more idea
of change than I have. Horace has consented to obey his
father, and I expect and require the same obedience from
my own child.” {
“Consented to obey!” repeated Eoline, her cheeks
burning with crimson— consented to obey' And you
would f01ce your daughter on the acceptance of a young
man who cares not for her—who even looks upon her with
repugnance-—whose consent to such an union is considered
a noble sacrifice to filial obedience! Father! if you have
sq little family pride and dignity, so little regard for my
delicacy and sensibility, I at least know what is due to my

own character. I never will be a party in such a transac-
tion.¥

t «“Eoline, have you done.”

“ No sir—nor will I ever cease, till you think as I think,
till you feel as I feel. I pray I may not forget what is due
to my father—but I must remember that I am a woman—
8 Very young one, it is true, but no less sensitive on that
account. Horace Cleveland loves me not. To me, he is
ever cold, distant, reserved, and haughty. There is an
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expression in his eye, that makes me shrink into myself y
whenever T meet him—I fear him. He dislikes me. Thers
is a mutual repulsion, that never will be overcome.’ OI'}e-
dience in such a case, instead of being a virtue 18 a sin.
"Tis sacrilege—and God will judge it so.” _ -
« Enough, enough!” interrupted Mr. Glenmore,- im- -
patiently ; « I did not know that you could talk so finely.
You are really quite an orator; but I tell you, Eoline, it
is all stuff and nonsense. Horace Cleveland is a young
man of fine principles, splendid talents, the heir of a large
fortune, and the son of my earliest friend. There isnota
more desirable match in the country. He is willing to
marry you—and this is a sufficient proof of hislove. Hei is
no dandy or fop, no petty lady’s man, I know; but he is .
made of better, sterner materials, If ypu expect the fool-
eries and raptures of which you read in novels, you may
be disappointed, and deserve to be so. As for his being
cold and haughs,y, you have made him'so, by your own
pride and reserve. 1t is you that freeze him intoan zceberg,
and then complain of his coldness.” ﬂ( ‘
I do not complain,” said Eoline, in a tone of the deep
est dejection ; I care not for him or his coldness. I
grieve to think that you are so anxious to rid yourself of
me, as if I were a burden to your care. Ever since my.

mother’s death,” continued she—tears forcing themselves

into her eyes, and glittering on their fringes, ¢I have tried
to make your happiness my first care. I have never known
a wish of yours that I have not endeavored to fulfill. Oh,

my dear. father, [ know you do love me; I know you must
want to make me havpy. ~ Let me be so,” she cried, im-
pulsively throwmg her arms around him, and kneeling on
the footstool in’a most supplicating attitude, «let me re-
main with you, just as I am, and require not of me the only
act of filial obedience, I wotld uot gladly, unhesxtatmgly
perform.? *

o
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Mr. Glenmore seemed agitated, and struggled to free
himself from the soft arms that imprisoned hirm.

“You are right,” said he, “I do love you—I do wish
your happiness; and I know better than yourself, how to
secure it.  You will thank me, one day, for the authority
I now exert. Eoline, you must obey me in this. You
must marry Horace Cleveland.”

His voice assumed a tone of stern determination. «I
have said it,” he added, “mere than once—and did you
ever know me declare positively that a thing should be,
that I did not bring it to pass? Did you ever? Lookme
in the face, Eoline, and tell me.” ’

Eoline rose up, and shading back her hair with one hand,
looked him for a moment steadily in the face. There was
something in the expression of her now pale and resolute
countenance, that made him involuntarily rise also. The
dark shade of anger hung heavy on his brow.

“Well, young lady, do you see any symptom of weakness
or change1? :

“ No, sir,”

“Then policy, if not duty, must teach you submission.”

“Father, I cannot marry Horace Cleveland!?

- “ Do you dare to tell me this, when it is my absolute
will that you should 1 _

“I dare, when your will is contrary to a higher will.”

Mr. Glenmore was a2 man who never could endure the
slightest contradiction, even in matters of the most trivial
import. He knew of no sovereign more absolute than his
own will, no rule of right or wrong but what he himself
established. What he had once seid; must be, because he
had said'it. That Eoline, so gentle, and yielding in all

miznor things, so child-like and affectionate in her daily

lemeanor, so attentive to all the sweet courtesies of life,
&0 anxious to please him in the minutest particular, so fear-
ful of offending and inflicting pain, should now undauntediy
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brave his authority, resist his will, and thwgrt thg favoritg :
plan he had been maturing from her infancy—he cm.alz;
not, would not believe. Yet there she stood before h-nn,
palg, calm, and self-possessed, with «cannos” on her lips,
and “will no”? in her clear, blue eye. . e

He actually trembled with passion. His \un&er llP
quivered like an aspen-leaf. The stamps of the horse-shoe
grew deéper and deeper between his eyes, e

« Mark my words,” said he, in a husky voice, «if you
persist in this rebellion, I will no longer consider you as

" my daughter. I will no longer be‘responsible for your

support. The independence in which you glory, shall be
your only inheritance. I will neither share my home, nor
my fortune, with an ingrate who mocks at my authqnty,
and resists my will. This is the alternative—choose this
moment. Oh one side, wealth, talents, influence, friends,
and favor—on the other, poverig, disgrace, and) banish-
ment.” L ' ‘ o

“ My choice is made, then,” was thg I(TW, but dlstm:ct ‘
reply. “Be it poverty and banishment—it cannot be dis-
grace.” : - -

« [nsufferable-—~insolent,”” exclaimed Mr, Glenmore, push-
ing back the sofe, ill it rolled half across the room, and
sweeping down the whole length of the apartment so rapid-
ly, that his gray, silk robe seemed to shiver as he wallkéd,
«1 never saw such a girl in my life. She is enmigh-»tq'ﬁ _
drive one mad.’ - o L : s

After working off in this way some of the supgrﬂ%}fgf o
his passion, he suddenly stopped, and measuring her de-
liberately from head to foot, added: | )

«1 should like you to tell me, Miss Eoli_ne glenmore,
what you intend to do, when you launch out into - the
world—a prima donna, perhaps. Thaf will be admirable.

I dare say yop will find some ifinerant ltalian to take
charge of you, and give eclat to your debut?” :

&
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_ «Father, this is unworthy of you,” said the young girl,
with a dignity and spirit that gave fire to her eye, and
elevation to her tone. “’Tis an unmanly blow, and the
hand that strikes it ought to burn with shame.” Pausing,
and trying to hold down her wourfded and indignant feel:
ings, she added with less warmth, but equal dignity, ¢ with
the education you have given me, and which you cannot
_ withdraw, I shall have ample means of support. You will
¥ive me time to seek another home. You will not have it
said that you turned your daughter {rom your own door
before another was apened to receive her ¥’

«[ give you one month for reflection,” said the father,
in a calm tone, after a long pause, for though unmoved in
his determination, he began to be ashamed of the violence
he had betraydd. ¢ Horace left home this morning to be
absent that space of time. After giving you this long day
of grace, if you persist in your obstinacy, on your own
head be the consequences of your disobedience. I have
done my duty as a father. I have spared no expense on
your education. I have allowed you every luxury and
indulgence, and made you the envy of your young compa-
nions. Every one knows that I have been an indulgent
parent. Every one knows the character of Horace Cleve-
tand. The world may judge between us. My conscience
is clead. The shame and obloquy, whatever they be, will
rest on you.”’

« But to be forced on 2 cold and reluctant bridegroom!”
exclaimed Eoline, suddenly losing all her self-control, and
bursting into a wild passion of tears—to feel indiffer-
ence and to fear hatred-—oh—my dear father—you do not
Lknow what it is. It would kill me. Such a life would
dry up my heart’s blood. Have pity on me and give me
back your love. Let me stay with you, and be to you
all and ten thousand times more than I ever yet have
been.”
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“Every thing depends on youiself, Eoline. ' You have
a month of probation. Impreve it well, for, remember
at it§ close, the door will be shut. You had better rga
tire pow, some one might. enter and wonder at ybur
agitation,” T

Eoline, still sobbing, took two or three steps towards the
door, then lingered and returned. -

“V{Till you not let me kiss you, father?’ said she,
.gent’l’j. “I cannot sleep without your good-night bless-
ing. :

“Strange, incomprehensible girl that you are!” cried’
the.m re strange end dncomprehensible father, kissing her
moist cheek, - |

“Promise me ore thing,” she said. ¢“Let us not speak
of this|subject till the month is past. Let every thing be
as it hds been before,” '

‘.‘ Very well. I have no objection to such a compact.
It is best upon the whole,” ' ¥
’And the father and the daughter separated for the
night. ' ,
:l‘he Cleveland and Glenmore estates were not 61113? .
adjacent, bl bore such an exact similitude to each other,

- that they seemed a twin-born pair. * Nature had spread -

~out two%magniﬁceht plaing, side by side, and divided them

- by a line of forest trees so regularly, that the boundary
seemed drawn by the hand of art. These rich plains
sl?ped towards ‘the  rising sun, and its setting rays dyed
with rosy gold the waters of a noble creek that flowed at
an equal distance in the rear of the idwellings. From the

centre of twin groves of oak, each stately tree the couns
3 terpart of the other, rose two granite houses, of the same

! imposing architecture, Massy rows of columns formed a
- ¢lonnade to three sides of the mansions, which being ele- -
{vated from the earth, were approached by a long flight of

marble ;iﬂpﬁ. The gardens and green houses were on the

4
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same model ; and as Dromio, in the play, could see by his
twin-brother that he was a “sweet faced youth,” so- Mr.
Glenmore could behold his own magnificence reflected in
that of his friend, and Mr, Cleveland could admire his
own taste in the beautiful grounds of his neighbor. Thus
their mutual pride and vain glory were fed. They were
equally wealthy, equally prosperous, so they had no occa-
sion to envy each other, When they purchased the two
lots so exactly corresponding to each other, they agreed to
put up habitations, neither more nor less grand, whose
beauty should be the admiration of the surrounding coun-
try. Even before the birth of their children they decided
upon the union which was to continue the fellowship of
interests through other generations, Unfortunately their
eldest children were both boys. It was not till the birth
of his third child, the Eoline of our story, that Mr, Glen-
more saw a prospect of their mutual wishes being realized.
Horace was then between five and six years old, and when
carried by his father to see his little wife, he very ungal-
lantly declared that “he did not want a little wife, and he
wouldn’t have her.” Fortunately Eoline was not con-
scious of this slight to her infantine charms, and it did not
disturb the happiness of her baby heart. "But the boy,
often forced into unwilling juxtaposition with the little
lady, sometimes compelled to sit on the carpet, with his
legs stretched out in a horizontal position, and hold his
miniature bride in his arms ;—at others, which was a still
more awful infliction, condemned to the tortures of being
dressed in juvenile finery, and carried abroad with his baby
betrothal, to elicit the admiration of the whole neighbor-
* hood ; learned to associate the idea of compulsion, re-
straint and weariness of sport with the innocent Eoline.
As they grew older, and met as school-children,-in their
holiday armusements, he was constantly reminded that he
must take care of Eoline—if they walked, he was to be

- his presence,
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l:ver companion——if they danced, her partner. When he
; 28 in cololege, z?nd she at a boarding school, and the
gan met in their vacations under their parents’ roof, thi
ls)eflsmve and reserved youth avoided more and more, the
Wr}lligf; 'c}nd bedau.tlgul girl, who laughed at his awkwardness
ormed 1ndeed a striking contrast to h :
markable grace. And whe of study and
: . n, after years of
: , y of study and
tza}:r_el, he returned a deeply read and accomplished scjlfmlar
! tl}::fcoul?tr){ and home, and found Eoline Presiding witl::
I}; anneul d;fmt);l over her widowed father's houschold, hig
IS, though no longer awkw in
: gt o ard, were to her singu-
zizlyc ()c(;):(zii 0anndt }c;hsfczlafnt_. ] The associations of his childhofd
: » the discipline in the graces he had endured
1 > endu
;I;HI;EE e;;cou;t, were fresh in his recollection, and n:xd
¢ efiect of her bloomin i .
g attractions, Eol;
:tllilr'leac:y ?cclustomed to spontaneous admiration, and be;illf,
g to feel it a natural conge -
: t 2 na quence of her presene
]c)hll%ed }?‘y h: indifference and stung by h:ii avoic;;rzzs
iring s absence, she had heard s i
: b . ard so much of his splendid
iilerlllts, hls.extraordanements and improfremerllt
weia exter}or aCf:ompllshments, that she was Pbrepared to
chaf;cii h'u;hwi‘th the modest warmth peculiar to her
er. e forgot the strange, sh : i dé
o  ~he forgot th &¢, sy, and ofttimes rud
alc;ilr PofiI_St;lr :imaglnatlon prctured the intellectual, cultivate;
€d young man. She looked for ith int
est and anxiety to a re-unio h o sy o er-
1 ang ‘ -union on which so much de
g;l;l{lg I1]110515 earne-stly that duty and inclinatiop mlzgl;fe%
- ;trszﬁ‘d;epiillsdns wlfnder that her feelings recbilgd
) ) ed by his cold reser lied in
i ve and studied ip-
rerence.  The gay, frank, and genial manners froze Jnn

like a sparkling fountain congealed by a sud-

each other as cold as Himself, they creat

~ could bloom, no fragrance of se
parents, disappointed and vexe

\ : : ed around
an 1cy atmosphere in which no flower of feelin

nsibility be diffused. The
d at a state of things so con
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trary to their wishes, resolved to hasten the marriage n
spite of these inauspicious omens. The result iof their
conference has been seen in the conversation petween
Eoline and her father—but he withheld from her one clause
of the consent of Horace. It was on the condition that
Eoline Aerself desired the union, that he promised his own
obedience. Acceptance or rejection was left in her hands.
‘That her high spirit and warm heart should refuse their
sanctionto parental authority exerted for the consummation
of this unnatural scheme—that her pride and delicacy,
and self-respect should shrink with horror from their com-
manded sacrifice, can exite no wonder. But when a young
girl, nurtured in the bosom of afiluence and luxury, prefers
the alternativé of poverty, banishment, and self-support, to
the immolation of her principles and her feelings, she ex-
alts herself into a heroine, and assuch her history is worthy
to be recorded. ;
The month of probation was rapidly passiﬂg away.
Foline devoted herself, as usual, to her father’s comfort
and happiness. If possible, she was more assiduous, more
solicitous to anticipate his slightest want.  There were
certain duties which she considered sacred, and which she
would never allow 2 servant to perform; such as| bringing
him his evening wrapper, his slippers, which her own hand
had embroidered, and arranging the lights and curttains, S0
as to produce that mellow illumination so pleasing to the
eye. She wanted to make herself necessary to llis happi-
ness, to fill up with sweet and loving cares the void in his
household and the loneliness of his heart, so that he might
not bring a stranger under their roof, to occupy the place
madc vacant by Death. Her two elder brothers had died
in infancy, but she had one younger than herself by eleven
years, a beautiful boy of about six years old, to hom she
bore the charming relation of young mother-sister. An
U excellent lady by the name of Howe, was the nominal

-t

|
|
|

- EOLINE; OR, MAGNOLIA VALE. | 17

nurse as well as housekeeper at Glenmore, but Eoline made
the first office a sinecure as soon as she quitted school
For two years he had been her pupil, brother, child. vae:
ly as a little Cupid, caressing, yet spirited and intelligent
beyond his age, Willie was the pet and darling of the
household, and the especial idol of Eoline. Sh: always
went into the nursery at his bed-time, told him some chil}é-
}sh story, listened to his bright little sayings, and heard his
innocent prayers. |
One night, it was exactly at the eﬁ&i of the month, she
made her accustomed visit. Willie, the moment’ she
opened the door, sprang up, caught her round the ﬁeck
and almost smothered her with kisses. He had been siiti ,
- by the fire, till his cheeks were as glowing as roses. e
soft auburn hair fell curling to the edge of his’ﬁ;hilfé.ni: ht-
dress, and his eyes sparkled like star-lit dew-drops. ‘hoﬁ o,
still helding him in her arms, sat down on a low seat ﬂne’
the hearth, and bent her face down on the plum Wheii:r
shoulder, that peeped above the collar of his robe. i ’
“ What’s the maiter, sister Ela1” said the boy, nestlin
dT% to her, “you are making it rain on my nec’k.” 5
ever mind, Willie,” cried s ing ‘
her voice, “it will soon ':)e :;:fs?linl;?” nying fo command
] ‘;.But what for makes you ery, Ela 1 persisted the child,
eeling the warm drops falling thicker and faster on his
cheek and neck; “if anybody’s hurt you,” continued he, in
a louder tone,-and clinching his fist bravely in her fa,cé
- 3

i}

“ Il fight them like a lion!”

“ Nol Willie, it is not that,” answered Eoline. wipin
the mms?ure from his soft skin with her handkerch,ief I:mg
then drying it still more with her kisses, “‘perha 8 I,shall
have to take a journey, and be gone a long t.im.e}-)-ﬁand it
makes me very sad to think of leawing you behind.”

’ “ Tjg'(:ru shan’t leave me behind!” exclaimed tile boy,
jumping from her lap, and assuming a re,s;nluté at‘titude,—;y-’
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“if you ga, I'll go, too. I don’t care how far off i:t is. 1f
it is way off to Nova Zembla I'll keep tight hold iof you,
all the time. But where are you going, sister,—and how
long are you going to stay —and what for are you going
at all 3 l

“ | cannot answer all these questions at once, déar Wil-
lie, nor indeed any of them to-night. If I do go you
shall know all about it.” ' ‘\

“To be sure I shall,”” cried Willie, positively; *for |
shall go toa/’

And with the quick, changing feelings of chlldhood he
langhed triumphantly at the thought.

w Oh that 1 could take you with me, my own darhng
Willie,” cried she, with a burst of emotion she could not
repress, and clasping him tightly to her bosom. <« But fa-
ther will not consent, and you must promise to be a good
boy while I am gone, and love me as younow do even if—
even if—"

Once more her face was buried on his neck, and he felt
the rain-drops on its snow. Mrs. Howe, who was sitting
on the opposite side of the room, busy with her needle,
now lifted her kind, serious countenance, and gazed with
sympathizing tenderness on the young mother-sistér, thus
bitterly weeping over the distressed and wondering boy.

‘There was another pair of big black eyes fixed upon her
face, watching her every movement. Gatty, a negro girl,
her own waiting-maid, who was sitting on the carpet by
the side of Willie’s bed, had observed, with affectionate
interest and increasing curiosity, the thoughtful, abstracted,
and ofttimes sad mood of her young mistress for, weeks
past.  She dared not question her, for Eoline, thoug!h kind
and egentle, had never indulged in familiarity with her
servants. |

“1 hope, Miss Eoline,” said Mrs. Howe, “that nothing
|
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has happened to make you unhappy, and 1 trust that you
are not going to leave us long.” -

«T cannot tell how long, Mrs. Howe! God only knows,
Bat, for my sake, watch over this dear boy, and keep him
if possible from evil, I would not have him associate
with rude companions, and lose all his sweet and gentle,
though brave and boyish ways, for ten thousand worlds.
And one thing, my dear Mrs. Howe, never let him forget
the prayers I have taught him. Yes, Willie, never, never
close your eyes in slcep, without kneeling by your bedside
and repeating to your God the prayers you have learned
at your sister’s knees.” A
~ Willie, who was awed by the sad and solemn tone of
his sister, so different from her usual joyous awccents, and
who already felt the downy weight of slumber on his eye-
lids, whisperede— : o

“Let me say them now, Ela.” - ;

Sinking on his knees, and folding his fair hands n her
fap, Willie lifted his beautiful auburn eyes, in which the
tears were still shining, and commencing Wlth the klmple
yet sublime adjuration—

« Qur Father who art in heaven,” went through the
divine rifual of prayer, prescribed by our Saviour, with
such devotional earnestness, that as the words issued from
his cherub lips—¢ surely, -surely,” thought Eoline, «¢Of
such is the Kingdom of Heaven.’”

Leading him to his little couch, and covering him up
for his night’s slumber, she lingered, as if unwilling to
leave him. Overcome with sleepiness, he half opened I 8
heavy eyelids, and murmured—

“You won’t go to-night, sister Ela 17

“ No—not to-night, my darlmg Good- mght—-the holy
angels guard you.” :

Then softly kissing him; she stole away from the bed,
and approaching the fire, stood with her head leaning

E)
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against the mantel-piece, lost in deep abstraction.| She
was startled by the voice of Mrs. Howe.

] fear you are not well, Miss Eoline; can I do|any-
thing for you?”

“ No—oh, no, I thank you; nothing can be done. | To-
morrow, Mrs. Howe, everything will be decided, and I
will tell you all. I did not think I was so weak. My fa-
ther must not see me in tears.”

She bathed her face with water, brushed angd arranged
her hair, which Willie had loosened by his impassioned
caresses, and smoothed the lace his hands had ruffled. *\

“ There, Mrs. Howe, will that do 7 she asked, tryma to
smile. ¢ Father never likes to see a fold out of place, or
a ringlet disordered.”

“You look very nice and sweef, as you always do re-
plied she, with a deep sigh. She could not help sighing,
for she saw there was something heavy on the hearnt of
[Zoline ; and if it should involve her departure from home,
it would press very heavily on her own. \

Eoline descended with slow steps into the sitting-room,
where her father sat, in his robe of silver gray, in front of
the glowing hearth. He did not raise his head at her en-
trance, nor when she came and stood by the table, where
the lamp, with its soft green shade, resembled the moon,
glimmering through, or beneath a leafy canopy.

“Tather,” at length she said, in a low voice, “the month
of my probatien is expired,” j

He raised his head, and their eyes met. - They looked
at each other a moment, without speaking, reading steadily
in that fixed gaze, the inflexible purpose of each other’s
soul. Her color changed, her limbs trembled, but still
her eye quailed not before the severe and iron glance of |his.

“Well, what is your decision?’ said Mr. Glenmore.
“You have had time enough given to recover your senges,
and [ trust you have profited by it.”’

-

-
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“] dld not ask for time, father, it could make no change
in me.,”

“ Nor in me, either, by Heaven 1 exclaimed Mr. Glen-

more, striking the arm of the sofa vehemently, with his
closed hand. “ Nor in me, either, as you will find to your
cost.” ‘ o
«T have counted the cost,” she replied, gathering cou-
rage and self-possession from his violence and severity.
“1 am willing to abide it. I know not what trials may
be before me, but I can imagine nothing so dreadful as

‘the loveless union you would force upon me. I have writ-

ten to my friends, and secured through their influence, a
respectable situation !” ‘

“Respectable situation!” mterrupted Mr. Glenmore,
to hear my daughter talkmg of having secured a respect-
able situation! Never use such a phrase in my presence
again 1"

% A comfortable home, then, sir, if the expression offend.
you less.”

“A comfortable LIlIld.th Asylum, you had better say,”
cried the father, walking about the room,-and wiping his
forehead elaborately with his handkerchief, ¢ Really, the
only thing T ought to do with you, is to put you in a
straight-jacket, and feed you on bread and water. Re-
spectable situation !—comfortable home! That I, Kingsly
Glenmore, should live to hear a daughter of mine demean
herself in this manner.” .

“ When my father refuses me his protection and sup-
port,”” said Eoline, her lips curling with an expression she
tried in vain to subdue, “ what better can his daughter do 2.
I should like to-have you tell ane, sir 7’ :

‘“ Obstinate fool!” muitered he. ¢ Maniac, Idiot!”

“ Permit me to tell you, sir, of my future destination,”

* said Eoline, maintaining her calm demeanor. «I have
- . obtained the office of music teacher, since the word situa

L4
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tion displeases you, in Miss Manly’s Classical Seminary
for Young Ladies, at Magnolia Vale, in Montebello. I trust
you will allow me to take my harp and guitar, as they
were both presents from my uncle, and they will be essen-
tials of my new existence.” J :

“Yes, take them, take them, and every thing that belongs
to you,” cried he passionately—«I want nothing left to
remind me of my disgrace.”

Eoline heaved a deep sigh, and going towards her harp
she began to draw the green covering over its gilded frame,&
and glittering wires. As she thus stood, with her head
slightly averted, and her arms raised in an unconsciously
graceful position, her father checked his angry steps and
gazed upon her with feelings of involuntary respect and
admiration, mingled with his wrath.

. INo one that looked upon the fair, sweet face, and girl-
1sh form of Foline, would drcam of the brave, undaunted
spirit, the firm self-reliance, and moral courage that formed
the deep under stratum of her character. Her gentleness
modesty and sensibility were visible in her countenancé
and audible in the tones of a voice, which, whether in

speaking or singing, discoursed the sweetest music. Her .

complexion had the fairness of the magnolia blended with
the blush of the rose. Her hair, of a pale golden brown
reminded one of the ripples of a sunlit lake by its soﬁ,:
waves, giving beautiful alternations of light and shade, as
it lowed back from her face into the silver comb that c,on-
fined its Juxuriance. 8o naturally and gracefully was it
arranged, that it seemed as if the bright tresses meeting
with an impediment in their wild sport,’formed themselves
into an eddy round the ornament that restrained them.
Her eyes, blue, soft and intense as the noonday sky in
June, had a kind of besceching loving expression,—an ex-
pression that appealed for sympathy, protection, love,—
and her mouth had that winning contour, which suggésts
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the idea of a slumbering smile. Such was Eoline in repose,

a fair, delicate, and lovely young girl, in appearance th
tender and blue-eyed daughter of Dunthalmo, whose blush- '
ing face was turned from the sons of Morven ; but in heart
and spirit she was the fair-haired maid of Inis-huna, who,
when the chiefs of Selma slept, went forth alone into the
midnight, to wark the hero of the danger of Erin, and to
urge him to deeds of renown. In moments of excitement '
ghe was transformed ; heart and soul came up from their \
tranquil depths and illumined and dignified every feature.

Mr. Glenmore stood gazing upon her, as calmly and

\quietly she drew the yielding woolen over the sweeping
curve of the instriment, whose chords gave a faint vibration
under her touch.: '

« And shall this splendid young creature,” thought he—
pride and affection struggling with despotism in his bosom—
t ghall she be made a musical diudge, a hireling, a slave,
perhaps, while I am rolling in affuence’? What will the
world say? What will Horace Cleveland say ?”  As that
name came back to his recollection, his wrath rekindled.
«Tt is her own fault. She is a fool, and deserves to suffer,
and she shall suffer. Itis for her to bend, not me. Ibave
never broken my word, and I never will. I bave said she -
shall marry Horace Cleveland, and she shall marry him, or
be henceforth no daughter of mine. What if the world
does talk? I care not. I have not driven her from me-—

it is she who plunges herself into banishment and degrada-

tion.” .

- At the conclusion of these reflections he seated himself

on the sofa, and folded his arms coldly on his breast.
Looking steadfastly into the fire, he appeared to take no no-
tice of the movements of his daughter, who also clothed her
guitar in its comfortable travelling apparel, and placed it
by the side of her harp. Then she came and stood at hus
side. : ' >
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“May I sit down by you a few moments, father 17

She took the seat without waiting for permission, and
they both sat in silence, looking into the fire, that emblem
of all warm, household affections——alas! where were the
warm household affections that might have made that fire-
side so happy and genial.

“ Father!” at length said Eoline, her words stealing very
soft and low on the silence—“I hope we will not part in
anger. It is not without bitter struggles I have maintained
this resolution. I believe I am doing right. If I am not,
if I find myself mistaken, I trust I shall be forgiven for an
error of judgment, pardonable, perhaps, in-one so young.”

She paused a little, but receiving no reply, continued, in
a tone less firm— )

“I shall go to-morrow—I am told the stage leaves early,
I have been gradually preparing everything for my depar-
ture, for I have had no hope of your relenting. I know the
inflexibility of your will, and 1 do not weakly seek to bend
it. I have chosen my destiny—and whatever it prove,
I will not murmur—but oh, my father,” here she clasped
her hands suddenly together, and turned toward him, tear-
fully, imploringly, “send me not out a stranger into the
cold world, withering under your frown. I do not ask
you to bless me, perhaps you cannot do it, but I do pray
vou to forgive me for all past neglect of duty, for all the
pain T at this moment cause you. I cannot go without
your forgiveness. I ask not for love. 1 ask not for favor-
ing. T only ask, only pray—for forgiveness.”

Eoline had slided down on her knees, and clasped her
father’s hands in both her own.  He tried at first o free
them, but she would not let bim, she only imnprisoned them
the tighter in her throbbing palms. Tears fell in showers
from her eyes. Never till this moment had she felt how
strong was the lignment that bound her filial heart to her
only parent. “"Now she felt it drawing and drawing, pro-
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ducing such an aching and anguish, that the thought of

severing it was like death. And he, despotic, and self-willed
and vain-glorious as he was, he felt the ligament drawing

too, and though he writhed fo break loose from it, he could

not do it. Her arms were round him, her tears, her kisses

on his checks and lips—he cou[d not help it. He was
weak as a child. Before he knew what he was doing, he
was returning her embrace, and his eyelid was wet with a
tear which was not hers.

« Bless you, father, bless you!” she whispered, ¢ you wo
forgive me—you do love me. Must I go? MustI leave
youl You cannot part from me. 'Oh!—Iknow youcan: -
not.” | }

«Then you consent to marry Horace Cleveland?’ he
cried. ¢ I knew you would. I knew it would all be right
at last!” : -

« Alas! sir—I cannot consent to be an unloved, unloving
wife.” .

« Then go!” he exclaimed, breaking loose from her arms.
“ ({0, and never let me see your face again. Go!” he con-
tinued, waving his hand imperiously towards the door—
«this scene has been too long—I am weary of it.” )

Eoline bowed hér head, folded her arms over her breast,
and slowly withdrew. She went to her own room—closed
the door, and threw herself on the bed, drawing the curtains
over her face. She lay thus for more than half an hour—
so still that had any one entered, they would have supposed
she slept. And Mrs. Howe did enter, and went up to the:
bed, and stooping down, looked on her pale face and closed -
eyes, then not wishing to disturb her, she sighed and with-
drew. Soon after, other footsteps were heard, and Gatty
stood by her young mistress. Perceiving by the trembling
motion of the eye-lashes, still heavy with moisture, that

she was not asleep, she said— ‘ ‘
«“ Does not Miss Eoline want something?”’
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“No, Gatty,” replied she, sitting up and passing her
hands over her brow. «I do not wish anything. And yet
you may help me, for I have much to do to-night. I am
going away early in the moring, Gatty.”

“ Well, sure enough, you will take me with you, to wait
upon you,” said the girl, anxiously.

“1 must learn to wait upon myself, Gatty, and you‘

know I like to do i, now.”

“Yes, that is the truth, Miss Eoline—I never did see
the like of you, for that. Fcn all master’s got such a heap
of black folks, and there ain’t one of ’em but what would
be proud todo the leastest thigg in the world for you.
And, as for waiting on master, the way you've done it—is
a caution.”

“ You must wait upon him now, Gatty, and fill my place
as well as your own, You know how particular he is
about light and shade, and about having everything in its

right phce ‘Be as thoughtful of his comfort as I have .

tned to be, and he will surely reward you,”

“ Goodness gracious! Miss Iloline, what makes you talk
in that way for? How long, in the name of the Lord
Harry, are you gontu stay away 177
Wa‘)‘r‘(;‘:;at\ty3 you know I have told you not fo speak iln that
“Yes, [ forgot, In the name, then, of the Lord Al-—>

“ Worse, Gatty, worse still—I wish I could break you
of that bad habit. I fear you will learn Willie to speak
in this manner. It would grieve me very much—you can-
not think how the thought distresses me—and I know 30&
would not willingly ¢rive me pain.”

“For nothing in the world, Miss Ecline. You got pain
in your heart now—1I see it as plain as day, I'm hothing
but a negro, and wo business to ask questions—but it, make
me most sick to death, to see you cry and take on, and talk
50 about goiug off —and master all gumfligated sorter, mak-

%
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1ng them two big wrinkles *tween bis eyes, he allos does

When he mad.” "
g «You must not speak disrespectfully of my father, Gatty;

. T cannot allow it.”

" «] no mean speak disrespectable of nobody,” said the
negro, folding her fingers across each other, and looking
earnestly on the tear-dimmed face of Eoline; “but I know
something wrong, and I spect, I think—"

«No, no, Gatty,” cried her young mistress, rising and
opening a wardrobe, that stood at the foot of her bed—
“ you must not suspect, you must not think, you must. not
speak. It will do no good, and may do a great deal of
harm. You must help me, for it is getting late. Fold up
these dresses, and put them in my trunk. Pack up my
work-box and toilet-case, Prepare me for a long stay.‘
Put up everything as if T were going to be gone a year.’

-« Qh, dear! oh, dear!” murmured Gatty, as she fol-
lowed the directions of Eoline, and one by. one folded

down her beautiful dresses into the large travelling-trunk,,

already opened to receive them. ) | ‘ |
« Master Horace come back to—night said she suddenly,

glancing at Eoline fron the corer of her eye—(if a per--
_ fect globe can be said to have a corner)—“Casar just tell

me so. He say, too, he'think there gontu be a wedding

- fore long.”

Eoline did not speak, but the curining Gatty marked the
rising color of her cheek, and was sure this sudden jour-

ney had some connection with the return of the young‘ '

master of Cleveland Villa.
“ Ceesar say he mighty good young master,” continued

the girl, while she wrapped in nice folds of cotton the

jewel-case, whose glittering contents had so often attracted

fier admiring gaze. ¢ He mighty smart, too—know a heap,

folks say—"" ¥

« That will do, Gatty,”. said Eolme, s the dresses left

- [
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in the wardrobe shall be yours. Be faithful to my father—
be kind, and more than kind to Willie——and I will reward
vou according to my means, And now, you may leave
me—but remember to awaken me by dawning light.”’

¢« Shan’t I sleep in Miss Koline’s room, as 1 allos do ?”?

« Certainly,” she replied, faintly smiling at her own
abstraction, *“but lie down and go to sleep, for I am very
weary, and would be silent.”

(iatty rolled herself, head and ears, in her blankets, and
deposited herself on a low couch by the side of Eoline’s
bed—bhut ever and anon she would roll one white eye-ball
over the covering, at her young mistress, who remained
standling where she had left her, in the centre of the room,
with her hands clasped together immovable as a statue.

“ Now, don’t she look like a heavenly serup, all cut out
on a tombstone?” said the negro to herself, “ and oughtn’t
master to shame hissclf, if he cross and spite her, when she
so good to him, Well,if I was white folks, and rich folks,
I wouldn’t make trouble, [ know; it come fast enough his-
self—nobody needn’t run arter it. Oh, you go to sleep,
(zatty, and take care of yourself—it’s none of your busi-
ness, any how you can fix it.”

And Gatty obeying herself literally, soon gave evidence

by her breathing that she had attended to her own com-
mands,

Every thing scemed still in the house—every thing but
the heart of Eoline—that was beating wildly ; it was the
last night she might cver steep under her father’s roof—
and an unknown future hung darkly over her head., Like
another Phaeton, she had taken the reins from her father’s
hand, and was ahont to guide, young and inexperienced as
she was, the chariot-wheels of destiny. What, if like her
rash prototype, she should rush through an ordeal of fire,
to a miserable doom !

“ Better, a theusand timnes better,” repeated she again
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\ amd again to herself, “ than the doom from Whlch I ﬁee.

Like the daughter of Jephthah, I could sacrifice my life, at
a father’s command ; I could immolate my own happiness,
but not the happiness s of another. I have no right to entail
wretchedness on A¢m. He has spared me the humiliation
of a yefusal by consenting to obey, and for this I thank him.
He is returned like a victim to the slaughter, rever dream-
ing that a poor weak gitl would have courage enough to
resist an authority to which his stronger will has bowed‘.
If he does not love, he shall at least respect me. Con-
science does sustain me. I feel thatl aix acting right.
All'that an earthly father can claim of a child, I am ready
to yi,eld but none but my Father in Heaven should have
‘absolute sway over my hesart, soul, and life. By the im-
measurable capacities within me, never yet filled; by the

qee sensibilities, never yet fathomed, I feel, I know that -

y right.”

A d who does not feel that she was rlght--—tlns noble
youﬂg girl ! who refused to sell her birthright for a mise-
rable mess of pottage; and was willing fo sacrifice wealth,
quulk'y, and home, rather than barter her soul’s indepen-
dence, her heart’s liberty, her life’s good, in a traffic un-
sanctioned by God or man! Had she loved another, and
fled, to preserve her plighted vows inviolate, she could only
have done what thousands of her sex have done before—
but her heart was unawakened, her will was free. It was
solely to preserve from legal desecyation, the as yet lonely
“but pure inner temple of her spirit, that she was about to
flee. It was to save herself from being thrust, by the hand
of force, against a heart shut as with Bastile bars against
her admission. -

There is strength in thought—-streno'th in a great pur.
pose. Foline grew strong in the contemplation o1 the
responsibilities she had assumed. She could not go to look

“again on the sweet face of the slumbering Willie, lest it
72
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should disarm her courage. But there was one farewell
visit she must pay—-she must give a parting glance to the
flowers she had so fondly cherished. The green-house was
accessible by a winding passage that led from her cham-
ber, and taking her lamp, she threaded it with stilly foot-
steps, so as not to disturb the slumbering inmates of the
house. As she opened the door, and the warm, fragrant
atmmosphere mingled with her breath, she felt a sickness,
an oppression, that made her lean against the frame for
support. The temperature was graduated by a stove, that
produced summer-heat day and night. This sultry air,
impregnated with the rich odors of tropic plants, and all
kinds of rare, flowering shrubs, seemed to the excited
senses of Eoline, franght with a deadly languishing sweet-
ness. Like a green pyramid, sprinkled with rainbows, the
flowers rose to the top of the erystal roof in gradually as-
cending beanty,  Walking slowly through the alleys that

separated the floral families from each other, she gathered.

leaf aftor deaf, and flower after flower, till her hand could
scarcely hold the odoriferons burthen.

It is too liftle to say that Eoline loved flowers—she ido-
lized them. She had often said if she had been born in a
heathen land; and worshiped any of God’s works, it would
have been flowers, They were to her, living, breathing,
animated beings. They talked to her with their balmy
breath ; as they bent their graceful stems and green leaves
in the wind, they seemed to woo her caresses, and she long-
ed to fold them in her arms, and hold them against her
heart. She felt thus towards the flowers that sprang up by
the wayside—God’s flowers, as she used to call them when
a child ; then how much more precious were these, the

children of her care, the objects of her daily attention!

Casting a fond, lingering look on this, her own Eden,
blooming in the heart of winter, and cheating it of 1ts
gleom, she could have exclaimed with the banished Eve,
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¢ Must I then leave thee, Paradise? Thus leave
Thee, native soil ?—these happy walks and shades,
Fit haunt of Gods?

Oh, fowers!
My early visitation, and my last
At even, which I bred up with tender hand
From the first opening bud, and gave ye names
Who now shall rear ye to the sun,
. Or rank your tiibes, and weter from the ambrostal fount?”

Closing the door with a reluctant hand, she was about
to leave a place where her pure taste had erected an altar
and paid daily incense, when she found her dress was fas-

tened in the door, and she must again unclose it, It seem-

ed to her that the flowers she loved so much, were detain-
ing her with blooming hands; and with a smile at her own
sweet fancies, she re-opened the deor, and once more the
soft aroma of their breaths floated lovingly round her. As
she ascended the winding stairs, she no longer felt lonely
Every scented geranium leaf had something to say to her—
every rose petal whispered words of tenderness and love.

¢ These shall be my company in to-merrow’s journey,”
said she, putting them in a erystal vase, I will cherish
them, even when faded and dry. They shall serve me as
book-marks and perfamery. I mustbe content with wild
flowers after this—God’s flowers—yes, my Father made
them alll”? )

When Eoline placed her flowers upon the bureau, she

saw a purse lying there, which was evidently laid upon it

during her absence, She took it up—it was heavy. Had

- it been dropped by invisible hands? No! her father must

have heard her nocturnal visit to the green house, and ta-
ken advantage of her absence to leave in her chamber what
his pride would Jnot permit him to offer as a gift. He
would not let his child. go forth a beggar. That would
reflect too much lisgrace on him. KEoline felt relieved
from her hea\uest} anxiety—she 'had enough in her K

’
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purse to defray the expensc of her journey, but she could
not bear the thought of being pennyless after her arrival,
and being compelled to ask for her salary in advance. Her
father's purse had always been open to her, and she had
but to ask to receive. She would have suffered rather than
have asked amy pecuniary favors after being discarded as a
daughter, but she nevertheless rejoiced in recelving what
might save her from deep humiliation. One thing, too,
soothed her wounded affection.  Her father had not slept.
He could not rend her from his heart without a pang. She
did not suffer alone !

No--she did not suffer alone. Mr. Glenmore never
closed his cyes during that night—they turned and rolled
restlessly in their hot sockets, but the lids would not shut
over the heavy balls, He would have given worlds, if he
had had them, to recall the last few weeks, but he could
not give up his word. He would not bend his iron will.
In a struggle for power, for a father td yield to 2 child was
monstrous, unnatural; it was an outrage upon social regu-
lations, an infringement of the Divine Jaw. Thus he
reasoned and justified himself, and cased himself in the
panoply of Iis pride, but avenging Nature would lift up
her voice and cry out, “ Sleep no more! sleep no more |’
through all the live-long night

-

4

CHAPTER II.

The scene is changed. The high brick walls of Magno-
lia Vale Seminary rise above the evergreens that skirt the
ample yard. It is near the hour of sunset, the clear, mel-
low, Italian sunset of a Southern Winter's day. A litt.le
army of young girls is arranged, in true warlike array, in
the enclosure, in two opposite lines, prepared to engage in
the royal game 'of Prisoner’s Base, or Prison Bars, as it is
sometimes'calle;i. Royal indeed, it may be deemed, since. -
it was the favor%te amusement of Napoleon, in the beautiful
shades of Malmpaison, It was probably this ecircumstance
that induced Miss Manly, the most dignified of teachers,
and the strictest of disciplinarians, to allow her pupils to
indulge in this somewhat boyish but glorjous exercise. It
was, indeed, a charming spectacle to see these wild, bloom-
ing girls, just loose from the restraints of school, buoyant
as skylarks, frolicsome as young colts, and graceful and
mischievous as Kittens, running, bounding, and flying about,
and revelling inj all the joy of motion, their locks of every
shade, from the faint, paly gold to the purplish or raven
black, flowing free as the wind ;—their cheeks wearing
every tint, from|the soft blush of the wild rose, to the rich
crimson of the|damask, all glowing from exercise, and

-every movement elastic and spontaneous-as the deer of the

which, though wizh them, seemed not ¢f them, Asthe name
of Uncle Ben wals ringing from mouth to mouth, as a kind of
slogan for the young belligerents, and as no other person
of the masculine sex was present, a stranger would have no
difficalty in fastening the familiar cognomen on the plea-
sant-looking, ruddy-faced, not very young nor very old

gentleman, who was frisking with extraordiﬁary)a‘gility, in
(33

wild wood. 'J}here was one figure in this juvenile group,
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the very heart of the light-footed community. To catch
Uncle Ben and make him prisoner under a noble-spreading
tree, the appointed base, seemed the sole ambition of one
party s torescue him from his inglorious thraldom, the ob-
Ject of the other. Surely Uncle Ben was an enviable
mortal, to be captivated and liberated almost every other
moment by these bands of fair warriors. It must be ac-
knowledged that he often pretended to stumble and knock
his foot against a stone, for the pleasure of being seized
upon by the triumphant captors; and not unfrequently
would he turn a voluntary somerset, which appeared per-
fectly natural, that he might hear the merry shout of

_ laughter reverberating on the air. Uncle Ben, the real”

uncle of Miss Manly, was the man of business, the secre-
tary, collector, major-domo, factotum of the establishment.
It was impossible to get along without him, or Miss Manly
would have done it—so much did his want of dignity shock
her august sense of propriety. He would laugh, play, and
run with the girls, but as he made himself useful, indeed
indispensable to her, in a thousand ways, she was compelled
to submit to the evil for the sake of the good. By his
perennial good nature and intense desire to oblige, he had
made himself the idol of the girls, though they delighted
n teasing and making sport of his peculiarities. FEven
now, as he was running, with his head extended, so that
his body lay almost horizontally on the air, a piece of
white paper in the form of a kite was pinned to his coat-
tail, that streamed behind him like a comet as he flew in
his eccentric orbit.  Unconscious of this addition to his
attractions, he joined in their vociferous mirth, and cut
many an impromtu antie for their especial amusement.

At fength two or three of the larger girls, weary and

panting, threw themselves on the ground at the foot of a

tree, sutliciently remote from the field of battle to avoid
the danger of being run aver. While one replaced a truant
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i cbraided hers, and
c.mb in her loogened tresses, another rebral s

a third gathered'i and smoothed her wind-blown ringlets,

they fell into earnest conversation. . o
‘?Do you think she will be here to-night V" asked-Selma

’ ° H3 " - * _ -1 -
Howard, she W;lth the dgrk hair fastened with a silver .

comb. .
« I hope so,” replied Annie Gray, whose

« Soft brown hair was braided

O'er a brow of snowy white.”
.

« The Colonel said so, and what she says must be true.”

« Oh, how I long to see her!” exclaimed Fangy Dar-
li@-;—or darling Fanny, as she was more often c_alleﬂ—-—the
Csweet girl with [the wind-blown ringlets., “1 do wonder

tall or short.~¥ hope shé will be gentle and good, and will-
'ing to let us love her. I cannot bear to have a teacher
whom I cannot love.”” - .

« Darling Fanny is made of nothing but lmfe,’-’ gald |
'Selma, twisting her fingers most lovingly in her fair ondi :
curls. «Don’t you love the Colonel? I’m-sure ske’s lov<

able. Don’t yoﬁ wish the young lady who is coming may
‘resemble her 1 . :
““ Shocking !”” lexclaimed Annie Gray. «I should have.
to speak for a niw neck, for I have almost worn out‘the
one I have, stretching it up to look at her. She certainly
is six feet high’] ~ |
* «T have just found out the secret of Annie’s long neck,”
said Selma, laughing. « My eyes feel as if they were
vanishing into my head, rolling them up so constantly. 1
hope the new mlllsic teacher is low in statutre, so that we
shall not have to strain our muscles to look her in the
face.” . i . o B i
“ hope she v’Till not rap our fingers as Miss Bates did,
cried Fanny. | . :
! B
|

|

|
i
|

- -how she looks—whether she is pretty or ugly, dark or fair, -
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“Nor spat them with a piece of whale-bone like Mr.
Devaux,” added Annie.

Then the trio of lassies became very animated in de-
scribing the fancied appearance of the expected young
lady. According to one she was freckled and had red
hair; to another she was very pale, tall and slender; and
to another very fat and ruddy. Gradually the wearied
yunners gathered round the reclining trio, and joined in
the speculations on the appearance of the new comer, and
Uncle Ben, with his comet-like appendage still adorning
him, put his good-humored face over the shoulders of two
blooming damsels to listen to their conjecturcs.

At this moment the stage was seen rapidly rolling along
the road, and just as it stopped at the gate, the well-known
belly ringing within the walls summoned them to their re-
speetive apartments.  Woe be to the delinquent who dis-
regarded the sound of that warning bell. Though almost
irresistible curiosity urged them to linger and watch the
descending figure, with which their imaginations had been
taking such unwarrantable libertics, they dared not so
much as cast a glance behind them, as they flew with lap-
wing speed up the steps, through the folding doors, and
then subduing their motions, and falling into a regular
military march, they ascended, two and two, the long
winding stairg” which led to their dormitories, Quiet as

dor-mice the young hoydens threaded the echoing passages

of this baronial castle, for such it might be called, but
some of them whispered with a suppressed titter, that
“Uncle Ben, had gone to help the young lady out of the
stage with the kite pinned to his coat tail,”

“Oh! that I dared to open the door and get a peep at
her,” exclaimed Schna, as the eommanding step’ of Miss
Manly, accompanied by one of lighter, gentler tread,
passed along the passage. But brave indeed must have
been the hand that could have ventured upon such a deed,
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in the face of the Golonel—ths title with which her pu-

! pils honored Mifs Moanly behind her back, ,
ceding supper seemed interminable to their

- The hour pre
M excited curiosithr. They stood with their hands on the

latch of the door, ready to march forth at the first tinkling

i of the bell, thse summons at this hour, was generally

| the dining-hall was lined with bright, eager faces, when
1 Miss Manly’s tqwering form was seen emerging from the
,larch which passed over the entrance, and, walking by her
| side, almost overshadowed by her immense height, ap.
. peared the fair and youthful Eoline. The tables were
 brightly illuminated, and as she moved slowly between
'them, keeping time as far as possible with the majestic
‘? steps of her conductress, the pupils had a favorable oppor-
‘tunity of gazinng\ on their new teacher. 'When they first
 caught a glimpsi of her, emerging from the shadow of the
|arch, her cheek had the pale bloom of the eglantine, but
'the color went on deepening and brightening, till, when

i obeyed with alEity. The long double row of tables in

she reached the |place assigned, it rivalled the depth and ‘
‘brilliancy of the carnation. ' '
" The appointed seat was between Selma HoWard and

darling Fanny, and they exchanged glances of delight as
the fair stranger|glided in between them. |
« Miss Glenmore, young ladies,” said Miss Manly, with
a stately bow. . :
Eoline gently inclined her head, suffering her eye fo

pass down the living line, meeting so many bashful. smiles B

and admiring glances, their warmth partially melted the
chill of Miss Manly’s cold and formal greeting. She smiled
in return. Eoline had the sweetest smile in the world, and
" it completed the conquest her beauty had begun. The
‘young Misses were not allowed to speak at table, unless
addressed by their teachers or Uncle Ben, but they had a
telegraphic mode of commi;nicatioﬁ,,p_ecu}iar to school-girls,
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by which they interchanged ideas with astonishing rapidity
Before Uncle Ben had finished saying grace, the word
“angel” had run along at least'a dozen pair of fingers,
concealed by the snowy damask of the table linen. Even
Uncle Ben, who stood more in awe of his dignified niece
than he was willing to acknowledge, had become expert in
the use of the deaf and dumb alphabet, and the emphasis
of sly winks and meaning glances, It was not long before
he had made all in his neighborhood aware of his exceed-
ing admiration of the young music teacher. Miss Manly
alone preserved the samme imperturbable demeanor. Like
the great pine of the forest, whose lofty crest is unrufiled
by the breeze that agitates the tender shrubbery at its feet,
she seemed above the alternations of feeling in a higher
cooler stratum of the atmosphere.

She sat at the head of the table with erect brow and
folded hands, for she never ate herself till she had dismissed
her pupils to their dormitories, devoting her whole time to

the superintendence of their deportment, the preservation .

of order, and the restraint of encroaching appetite. Her
eagle eye took in at a glance the whole length and breadth
of the hall and instantaneously detected the slightest breach
of propriety,

She was a remarkable looking woman. We have already
alluded to her extraordinary heights and as she was well
proportioned and erect, her figure was really commanding

and dignified. Her head was well formed, and her fore-

head decidedly intellectual, high, broad and prominent,

but her eyes had a peculiarity which gave a singular ex-~
pression to her whole face.  As much of the white was

visible ahove as below the pupil, which being very large
and black, had such an intensely wide-awake look, it was
impossible to concgive of her ever sleeping. The round,
quick-moving ball resembled an immense huclleberry
swimming in a saucer of cream. Firm and closely shutting
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Lips, a full and projecting chin, completed an assemblage
of features which |were always shaded, morn, noon, and
night, by two long curls, drooping from her temples to her
shoulders. No Parisian kid glove ever fitted with more
unwrinkled exactiess, than her black silk dress. No Pa-
risian belle ever took more pride in her chaussure than Miss
Manly, whose long, slender foot always c_ontrived.to es-
cape from the folds of her skirt, and assumé a conspicuous
position. She always commenced the discipline of the
table by a regular military drilling, which had probably
obtained for her the honorary fitle of Colonel, as Sergeant
would be immeasurably below her merits,

“ Young ladies,” said she, in a clear, decided tone qf
voice, % heads up—chins down—shoulders back—backsin~— .
elbows close—and toes out. Very well. Now beware of
opening your mouths too wide while you are eating—it im-
parts an appearance of greediness, as unladylike as it is
unbecoming. In moving your elbows, avoid making a
sharp angle, but form the curved line of grace in every
molion. In masticating your food, be careful of making
any audible manifestation of the process in which you are
engaged—in quenching your thirst, allow no gurgling sound

. to be heard in the throat. Young ladies,” repeated shein

a tone still more elevated, observing their glances wander-

_ ing from her to the smiling countenance of Eoline, (for inv

spite of all her efforts to repress it, a smile would play
around her lips,)) “it is exceedingly rude to indulge in a
prolonged stare, and doubly rude, when addresséd by a
person to whom you owe the utmost politeness, respect
and attention.” o ,

The blushing girls dropped their eyes upon their plates,
and some of them in their confusion, were guilty of put-
ting their knives into their mouths, whieh elicited a fresh
-Jecture on the graces of eating, from their high-bred in
structress '
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“Miss Glenmore,” continued Miss Manly, addressing
her s0 suddenly, that her blood gave a sudden bound in
her veins, “you will perceive that my object is the im-
provement of my pupils, in school and out of school, in
whatever situation they may be placed. Whatever tjhey
de, I wish that it should be done with grace and propriety.
Too much attention cannot be paid to manners and de-
portment, end T wish all my teachers to assist me in this
most difficult and exceedingly important, not to say, much
neglfcted, branch of female education. « Miss 1\,{[ore »
said she, glancing towards a pale, delicate, pensive ymu;o‘
lady, who sat with veiled lids nearly opposite Eolineo
“AMiss More is my auxiliary in the dormitories. I shali
expect your assistance in the same department. The table
where the manners and graces of a lady are revealed tc;
the gm'eatest advantage, I make my own peculiar chﬁrge.
I require no coadjutor,” added she, with an exalted motion
of the head, “and 1 desire none. You are Very young
Miss Glenmore,” continued she, in a more condescendinb,
tone, “_und have probably seen very little of the Worldg.
You will find me ready to overlook any little deficienc
provided I find a desire to please, and an earnest attentixi;
to the duties that devolve upon vou.”

“I will endeavor not to tax your forbearance too much
madam, notwithstanding my inexperien ce,” replied Eo]i'ne,
the blood rushing even to her temples, at the patronizin ,
humbling manner of Miss Manly, She was not awzu%;
how much pride there was in her look and accent but
Miss Manly was—and remembered it, too. ’

“And now, Miss Selma,” cried the principal, « we will
commence the intellectual banquet that we always mingle
with the grosser elenents which are necessary for the sus-
t‘onrmm\ of the material frame.  Can you tell me the sub-
Ject of conversation selected for this evening 17

“1think it was Peter the Great,” replied téelma.

]

EOLINE, OR, MAGNOLIA VALE. 41

«You are right. It is a great subject, and I hope it will
be discussed in 2 manner worthy of its merits.” :

Then commencing with the young Miss on her right,
she was required to mention some fact connected with the
illustrious individual in question. As they were obliged
to prepare themselves for the occasion, and a ‘black mark
in the Doomsday Book, as the culprits named the weekly
report, was the inevitable punishment of silence and
ignorance, they gave, one by one, an outline of the life and
character of one of the greatest heroes of modern times,
It was an instructive exercise, and might have been made
delightful, had Miss Manly permitted anything like a spon-
taneous remark, a flash of wit and humor. But ghe mea-
sured even the time of their answers with the rule and
plummet. ¢ Thus far shalt thou go, and no farther,” was
the language of her lips, eyes and gestures. But Canute
might as well have attempted to restrain the rolling bil-
Jows of the main, as human will bring to an uniform level .
the wild elements of the juvenile mind. They must be
wisely directed—not too forcibly repressed. Like the
growing tree, springing up by the side of a resisting wall,
the branches denied room on one side, will only shoot out
with more wanton luxuriance on the other.

When ‘Eoline’s turn came, in regular succegsion, the
bird-like eyes of Miss Manly paused upon her face.

"«[ think Peter the greatest of all great heroes,” she
said, modestly, ¢ because he overcame the greatest natural
defects—he had the strongest will.”

«1 gee, very plainly,” said Miss Manly to herself, perus-
ing the lineaments of her beautiful and iniellectual counte-
nance, “ that this girl has a will of her own, as powerful
as Peter the Great’s. But there is but one will at the
Magnolia Vale Seminary, as she will know by-and-bye.”

Uncle Ben’s remark was the climax of the entertain-
ment. There was a_general leaning forward when he
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opened his lipsj for, thinking that a sufficient quantum of
wisdom and historic lore had preceded him, he alway:
wound up with a jest or conundrum, so as to be regaled
with a little silvery laughter, as he rose from the table,

“ Peter was a great man,” said he, gravely passing his
hand over the top of his head, and bringing his bair ap in
thin spokes into a focus, *“a very greai man, but I know a
greater Peter still.”

“Who, Uncle Ben 1 whispered a bright little creature
near him.

“ Peter Piper,” he exclaimed, and a stifled chorus of
laughter rolled round the room. A loud laugh was not
permitted in Miss Manly’s presence—and as Uncle Ben’s
witticisms were not always of the most brilliant kind, the
effort of repression was not so unnatural as it might have
been.  Miss Manly rang a {iitlc bell, the signal for order,
and repeated in a clear, sonorous voice, « Neapolian,”
(she was fond of heroes.) He was the subject for the
aext day’s lesson.  The meal was now closed, and he
young ladies perinitted to retire in military file.

“l will join you in the parlor in a short time, Miss
CHlenmore,” said Miss Manly, “where I shall enjoy an
opportunity of judging by auricular demonstration of your
musical talents.  As I flatter myself, that 1 have a correct
taste and delicate car, 1 can decide upon a single spe-
cimen.”’

I trust you will excuse me to-night, madam,” replied
Loline, «as I feel too much fatigued from my journey to
do myself justice, or you pleasure. To-morrow I shall be
most happy to oblige you,”

“I only ask one song,” said Miss Manly, “so slight
an effort cannot add to your fatigue, I am sure. I will
promise fo dismiss you after havmg gratified me thus
far.”

“ Dismiss me!” thought Eoline, her high spirit chafing’
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against the offending words. «I certainly shall not give
her the opportunity.” ~“Indeed, madam,” she said, re-
spectfully, but decidedly, “you must excuse me, Itis nol
possible for me to sing to-night, since my reputation musl
depend upon the effort. You will have the goodness to
permit me to retire.”

« Must and will I”* repeated Miss Manly to herself, as
Eoline with a graceful salutation left the dining hall.
«We do not allow but one person to use those words
here. Really, my young lady deports herself most roy-
ally.” '

Uncle Ben, who was lingering near the stairs, to light
Eoline’s ascending steps, waited upon her with an assidu-
ous politeness, that would fain make amends for the cold
hauteur of his niece.

“«You must be tired,” said he, kindly taking her hand,
and leading her along as if she were a child. I know
your poor little soul must be nearly jolted out of your
body, rattling over the rough roads in a hard stage. You
don’t look as if you were used to-such things. I know
you can sing like a nightingale, but they shan’t make.you
sing to-night. Bless your sweet face, they shan’t.”

They had now reached the platform where the stairs
diverged.

w Good«nwht my child,” said he, giving her the candle,
which he had been holding at arm’s length above his head,
“ (o to bed and sleep like a good girl, and to-morrow you
will be as gay as a Jark.”

“ Thank you, sir, for your kind wishes,” replied she,

+ holding out her hand, with a grateful smile. “I see I shall

have one friend at least.”?
“ That you shall,” cned he, energetically, “that you
shall. God bless you.”
The blessing of the affectionate old bachelor, cheered
Eoline, as she passed on to her lonely chamber. Placing
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her candle on a little table covered with green paize, the
livery of the establishment, and seating herself in a Jark
green windsor chair, with a high, perpendicular back, she
carried her eyes slowly round the apartment, and closed
the survey with a feeling of inexpressible drowsiness. She
did feel very weary from the rough jolting of the stage, so
different from the easy motion of her father’s carriage,
and it would have been a soothing indulgence to repose on
one of her own soft lounges, or rock in a soft-cushioned
chair.  The room was small, and a large portion of it was
occupied by an immense wardrobe of black walnut, whose
tall columns and severe outlines reminded her of Miss
Manly. Narrow green curtains covered the windows, a
dark counterpane was spread over the bed, and a piece of

¢ dark colored carpeting laid in front of the fire. Every
article of furniture looked dark and forbidding. There
was nothing to relieve the eye and gladden it with a sense
of beauly. Yes—there were the flowers which Ioline
had gathered in her green-house, and having surrounded
them with wet cotton, whese moisture she renewed on her
journey, they were still fresh and fair, and filled the cham-
ber with their redolence.

«Oh, sweet flowers,” was the language of poor Eoline’s
sighing heart, “are ye all that are left of the blossoms of
my young life? Have I scattered all behind me, but your
frail petals and fading leaves, that to-morrow will be wi.
thered and pale? Ah, me, this is rather a joyless commence-
ment of my new career. I have offended the supreme
majesty of Magnolia Vale already, but I cannot help it.
An independent spirit is now my only inheritance, and
after having thrown off the chains of parental despotism,
with a mighty struggle, I cer tamlg‘ cannot willingly submit
to any other. T hopol to have found in Miss Manly the
grardianship of a mother, and the tenderness of a friend.

w

.much too.”
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Tenderness! I wonder if she ever felt—if she ever can
feel ?  Good-Heavens I—what 2 woman [”

With a sudden conviction that such reflections were as
unprofitable as they were unpleasing, and that she had vo-
luntarily imposed upon herself the stern discipline whose
smart she was just beginning to feel, she resolved to employ
herself in some way, before retiring, so as to escape from
her own haunting thoughts. . She opened her trunks, hung
her dresses in the solemn-looking wardrobe, arranged her
work-box and foilet-case on the little green table, then
putting on her white night-wrapper, began to loosen and
comb her soft, abundant hair. This soothing occupation
brought back thoughts of home and home luxuries, of her
darling Willie, who delighted in hiding, as he called it, in
her mantling tresses; and the tears again gathered in her
eyes.

‘A gentle knock at the do‘or was heard, and two smxhng
faces peeped in. -

« Miss More has sent you a rocking-chair,” said F anny
Darling, drawing in a low, comfortable-looking one, and
placing it in the corner.

Selma stood holding the door in her hand, gazing with
vivid admiration on thne, in her white robe and flowing
Iocks. o

¢« Come iff,” said Eoline, makmg room for them both at.

her fireside, ¢ Miss More isvery kind, but I fear she is

depriving herself of a comfort, which she requires more
than myself She leoks very Pale and delicate.”

“ She- is sxckly,” replied Fanny, ¢ but she never thinks
of herself. -She’would give up her bed, ‘and sleep on the
floor, to oblige even a servant any time.” .

“Is she so self-sacrificing 1’ cried, thne-—“ then how

-dearly you must love her 2

“We do love her,” gid Seima, « but we pity her '.ery
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«Ts she unhappy 1 asked Eoline, the shadow of her own
destiny falling over her spirit.

« She is so good that every one imposes on her,” replied
Selma. “She works from morning till bedtime, as hard as
a slave, and because she never complains, people forget all
about it.”

“And yet,” added Tanny, earnestly, “she says she is
never so happy as when doing something for others. Ac-
cording to her own principle, she must be the happiest per-
son in the world.”

Eoline was beconing deeply interested in the remarks

“of her young companions. The character of Miss More
erew on her Imagination, ‘There was a charm in the re-

colicetion of her pallid checks and drooping eyelashes— -

associated as they now were, with patient endurance and
self-renunciation,

“How are you pleased with the Colonel?” inquired
Selma, with a mischievous smile.

«“ He seems a very kind-hearted, affectionate old gentle.
man,” replied Foline. ¢1I think I shall like him very
much.”

Here, to her astonishment, both girls burst into a Iﬁerry
fit of laughter.

“« Whom do you think we mean by the Colonel?” they
asked, as soon 2s they could speak.

“The gentleman whom you call Uncle Ben, of course—
I saw no other.” )

“ Oh, no—1t’s Miss Manly. Every body calls her so.”

Eoline could not help-smiling at the appropriateness of
the title, though she felt it was not right to encourage the
pupils in speaking in a disvespectful manner of their teacher.

“ She seems a remarkable disciplinarian,” she said, with
as much gravity as she could assume

The girls looked at each other.
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« We shall get a black mark,” they said, «if we are out
of our room too long.”

Eoline rose, and took them both b¥ the hand.

“ You must come and see me often,”” she said, “I shall
be very lonely at times.” |

« You are so young,” said Fanny, laying her cheek lov-
ingly on the white hand that held hers. ¢ Oh, what bean-
tiful hair!” she added, running her fingers through the
golden filaments— how long and silky !

“Darling Fanny is dying ito tell you how sweet and
lovely you are,” cried Selma, taking one of the long, silky
tresses, and twinin¥ it round her neck, “and so we all are,
but we dare not say so0,” )

“You must not spoil me by your flatteries,” replied Eo-
line, putting her arms caressingly round them, and feeling
that some heart-flowers might blooin for her, even in the
wintry atmosphere of Miss Manly, The considerate offer
of the rocking chair ; the visit of the light-hearted girls;
their frank, affectionate manners, and winning expressions,
dispelled, in a great measure, the dreariness of the apart-
ment. The chilled heart of the stranger grew warm, and
notwithstanding the hard bed and ugly counterpane, and
grim wardrobe, she slept soundly and sweetly till the
dawning of morning, when .she was aroused by 2 blast,
g0 loud and dread, she started upon her feet in dismay.
Miss Manly, who was original in all her regulations, find-
ing that, accustomedl to the ringing of the bell throughout
the day, her pupils did not always attend to its awakens
ing peal, had substituted a horn in its stead, which, being
blown by a stout negro the whole length and breadth of
the long passage which divided the dormitories, made a
volume of sound that might call the wind-gods from their
subterranean caves, . When her door opened, Eoline hali-
expected to see the dogs of the chase rushing after their
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prey, but it was only a negro girl, sent to kindle her fire,
who explained to her the mystery of the winding horn.
At the breakfast-table, to which she was summoned at
a very carly hour, after receiving the greeting smiles of
her two young friends, and acknowledging the imperial
nod of Miss Manly, she contemplated with growing inte-
rest the penstve features of her wis & vis—DMiss More j—
and there she read her whole character. Patient sweetness,
perfect resignation, and .chastened sensibility, were all
written there in gentle lines.  Once she raised her meek,
aray eyes, and meeting the fixed and serious gaze of Eoline,
they were instantancously lowered, and a deep blush suf-
fused her whole face. She did not scem more than twenty
vears of age, though the drooping neck, and listless fall of
the arms, did not harmomze with the springing grace of
youth.  T'here was nothmo- which could be called aitract-
ive about her, but Iioline felt the influence of that moral
charm, to her more irresistible than beauty, and her beart
was drawn toward this lowly and self-forgetting being.

“Attention, young ladies,” eried Miss Manly, her long

side-curls waving like the '1mbrosial locks of Jupiter. «Let
us commence the morning’s exercise.”

This was a text from Seripture, recited by each pupil,
in regnlar prooression. Tik recitation proceeded very
rracefully, till a little sly-looking creature was called upon
in her turn.  She hung her head, pulled the frock of her
nearest companion, and at length stammered out—

« Tle Lord 1s my Shepherd—I shall not want.”

“ Repeat,” said Miss Manly,~“1 cannot hear.”

The child began again, in a sharp, frightened tone—

“ The Lord is my Shepherd—1 shall not want.” '

« Failure, and a black mark,” cried Miss Manly- ¢ You

repeated the same yesterday morning.  You must commit

fwo verses to-morrow, as a peanalty.”?
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Eoline looked with compassion on the little delinquent,
whose flushed cheek and swelling bosom told the|struggle
of anger and shame. W hat associations would be hereafter
connected with that hallowed volume! How much better
would it have been to have allowed her to have repeated
a second time those beautiful words, which could bear ten
thousand repetitions. Nor was this all. At the close of
the exercise, Miss Manly again turned to the child, on
whose cheek the glow wag just subsiding, and said,

« Bessie Bell, upon reflection, your offence is worse than
inattention. You endeavor:gd to deceive me. Miss More,
under the column of Plemedlfated Misconduct, you must
put the name of Bessie Bell.”

At this public disgrace, in fhe presence of the new
teacher, little Bessie burst into a passion of tears, and has-
tily moving back her chau’, was about to escape from the
hall. -
“ Go to your room, and make your breakfast on bread
and water,” cried Miss Manly, without changing her voice
OF manner.

“I don’t want any breakfast,” sobbed Bessie. ** -~ .~

“ Your dinner, too.” =~ T

“I don’t care,” cried the exasperated child, “if you
starve me.”

\ “Your supper likewise, Miss Bessie Bell.”

By this time the child was heard flying up the stairs,
wiih a step that showed that every fierce passion was raging -
in her young bosom. The children looked.at each other
in silence ; but there was a world of expression in their
meeting glances. Miss More seemed distressed, Eoline
shocked. As for Uncle Ben, he could not restrain his ex-
cited feelings—

- “I declare, niece, you are too severe,” said he laying

~down and taking up his knife and fork, between every
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word-—¢the child meant no harm-—she forgot, as who
aoesn’t sometimes 1"’

“ Uncle, I cannot allow you to encourage my pupils in
disobedience and disrespect,  Yow forget yourself, sir, 1 am
sure. I hope you will recall your judgment and recollection.
Y oung misses,”” continued she, addressing them, collectively,
“ you were, some of you, deficient in your geography yes-
terday. Soasnot to encroach on the time allotted to other
lessons, you must now atone for past remissness. Miss
Fanny, you will tell me something of the statistics of Russia.
It is my constant aim,” she added, looking imposingly at
Eoline, “to combine instruction with every act of exis-
tence. My object is to show the triumph of mind over
matter, the predominance of the intellectual over the ani-
mal nature. I consider every meal at the Magnolia Vale
Seuiirary as a banquet of the soul, a feast of the mind.”

“Ahl but the heart,” thought Eoline, “what do you do
with the heart 1 TIs not that sent starving away 1’

Fioline was not aware that this sentiment was written as
if with sunbeams on her face, Miss Manly read it, while
she pursued her geographical investization. It was rather
a laborious task for the poor girls to travel over the civi-
lized globe, climb its mountains, traverse its oceans, and
wade through its burning deserts, while swallowing their
coffee and disposing of their.muffins. It is not strange that
Franklin’s excellent rule, to rise from the table with an
unsatiated appetite, should be obeyed through necessity, if
not choice, under circumstances like these.

As Miss Manly never would commence any thing on
Friday, Koline was not required to assume her duties till
the following Mondaly,—but in the evening, with the
pipils arranged in perfect order around the walls of the
minsic room, Miss Manly seated on the right of the piano,
and Uncle Ben on the left, she had to pass through the fiery
ordeal of enticism, The little culprit of the morning had
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hunibled herself before her offended teacher, and obtained
permission to be present. She had slided between the

" knees of Uncle Ben, whose kind heart, was ready to weep

at the sight of her pale checks, and heavy and swollen
lids.

“ Can you sing that?l’ said Miss Manly, pointing toa
stiff, old-fashioned song. ¢ That is one of my favorites.”

«] do not play it,” answered Eoline, and fearful of a
selection she knew would be in variance with her own
taste, she began one of those sweet and touching airs
which penetrate the soul, like the fragrance of flowers
that are so sweet the “ gense aches at them.”

No Italian Prima Donna ever had a more clear, brillpnt,
powerful voice than Eoline,—no mountain lassie one more
wildly warbling,—no nightingale one more mellow and
pathetic. Mr. Leslie had said truly, that she would make -
her fortune on the stage. As an operatic singer, she would
have witched the world with thrilling melody. Though
Miss Manly had no ear for musie, and could hardly tell
one note from another, she felt through every fibre the
majesty of the loveliness of Eoline’s music. Eoline had
indeed achieved a great triumph. She had made Miss Manly
feel and forget herself so far, as to look pleased. As for
Uncle Ben, who was an impassioned lover of music, his
ecstacy was beyond words. He sat with his mouth open,
tears gathering into his eyes, which were fixed steadfastly
on the rosy lips from which such heavenly strains were
flowing. * i

“ You sing very well, Miss Glenmore,”” said Miss Manl-,
drawing a long breath. “I am satisfied that you are
qualified to teach. If you have #s much patience and

perseverance as you have natural talent, you certainly will
succeed.”

“No, she don’t sing weil!” cried Uncle Ben, striking

~ the piano. “[t is a shame to say that. - She sings like an

L]
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angel, like a choir of angels, She has almost sung my
soul out of my body. What are you crying for, Bessy 17
asked he, of the child now cradled 1 his lap, and whose
face was all bathed in tears.

“It is so sweet it makes me feel sad,” was the low reply,
Eoline heard it, and gave her a smile as sweet as her song.

«“I should like now to hear you perform upon the harp,”
said Miss Manly., «I am glad to see you have restrung it
for the occasion. The harp is a sacred instrument. It is
immortalized by the holy Psalms of David, which were
sung in unison with this beautiful accompaniment., It is
a classical one, and associated with the poetry of encient
bards. 'The heroines of Ossian inspired the souls of he-
roes to deeds of renown by sweeping the sounding lyre.
The very ghosts came forth in the moonlight to hear the
echoing strains.  In short,”” said she, looking round with
an air of self-complacency, as if conscious she had made
a beautiful harangue, I feel much gratified that I can in-
troduce info my seminary a branch of music so noble and
ennobling,”

“ Let us applaudy the Colonel’s speech,” whispered
Sclma,

jut Ianny, who felt the Divinity stirred within her,
shook her head with a soft—

« Hush.”

In the mean time, Loline had uncovered the harp, and
drawing it towards her, ran her fingers over the wires.

“That’s it.  Come, little David,” cried Uncle Ben, clap-
pine his hands. «Cowme, hittle Ossian.  The piano is no-
thing to this, [ know,”

Unele Ben had never heard a harp, and with his nerves
still vibrating from the divine breath that had floated over
them, it is no wonder he sat like one entranced, watching
the white fingers of Loline gleaming among the glittering
chords and producing the most ravishing harmony.,

i
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«[ should Hke a sacred theme,” said Miss Manly.

Eoline immediately commenced the beautiful strains of
«] know that my Redeemer liveth.” Eoline, with her
fair bair, and celestial blue eyes bending over the harp,
and breathing those holy words, really seemed “little
lower than the angels,” and an aureola of punty and
piety appeared to beam around her brow. ,

Miss Manly, who had thought her far too ydung and su--
perfluously lovely for her vocation, began to think of the
eclat she would give to her concerts, and the, advantage
such exiraordinary musical talents would be to her semi-
nary. She had long been, in vain, seeking a teacher who
could not only play upon, but supply this elegant instru-
mient, and she could not but think herself singularly for-
tunate in having secured this young girl.  If it were not
for the independent spirit that sometimes flashed from the
deep and serene blue eyes, she would have felicitated her-
self still more.

When Foline paused, after giving that full sweep to the
chord which announces the finale, Uncle Ben clearedhis
throat several times, and exclaimed—

“I don’t want to go to Heaven, while I can hear such -
music as that on earth, Young lady,” said he, in a low,
reverent voice—for Uncle Ben had a great deal gf rever-
ence, in spite of his levity—“you ought to thank God for
giving you such a glorious gift. I thank Him for sending -
you here,”

#1 am very much pleagsed with your performance, Miss
Gleamore,” said Miss Manly, with unwonted condescen-
sion. “You have had great advantages—been taught by
eminent masters. You were probably educated for a mu-
sic teacher.”

“ No, madam,” answered Eollne a bnlhant color Jash-
ing into her face.

“Family misfortunes, I presume ™
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“ Yes, Madam,” she replied, with a deep sigh.

«Surely,” she added to herself, “there can be no greater
misfortune, than the estrangement of a parent from his
child—death itself were less cruel.,”

The children had listened with rapt and smiling atten-
tion to their future teacher. Like Uncle Ben, very few
of them had scen a harp, and the charm of novelty was
added to its other fascinations. The poetry of Eoline’s
appearance, the clegance and fashion of her dress, the

graceful self-possession of her manners, added fo the

matchless sweetness of her voice, and her exquisite and
brilliant execution, formed a combination of attractions
that completely captivated their young imaginations.
 Thus trinumphantly did Eoline pass this dreaded ordeal.
Monday was her inauguration day, and Miss Manly at-
tended to the rites with due solemnity.

“ CHAPTER 1IL.

{Eoline commenced her new duties with feelings of awk-
wardness and repugnance, known only to herself, but she
became gradually interested in the progress of her pupils,
whose enthusiastic attachment and admiration imparted
brightness and beauty to her daily tasks. Constant em-
ployment gave wings tc} the hours, which at first dragged
so weariedly, and the all-exacting Miss Manly seemed sat-
isfied with her attention to her classes,

At night, when retired to her little room, she welcomed
its quietude and rest, nothFhstandmg the absence of all
those elegancies and luxuries to which she had been accus-
tomed in' her father’s mansion. It was sweet to repose
after a day of toil, and it was sweet to hold communion
with a heart as pure and 2 mind as enlightened as Louisa
More’s After the nine o’clock bell had rung, and the
young misses retired to their beds, this young lady gene-
rally sat an hour with Eoline, who called this her balmn
hour, for her spirit seemed bathed with holy unction, after
the evening intercourse. Stra gers who visited. the semi-
nary, beheld in Louisa Moré only a pale, delicate, shrink-
ing young woman, a faithful and hard-working teacher;
but those who knew her, as Eoline now did, who Lad
lifted the veil that shrouded the temple of her heart, saw
glimpses of the Shekinah, whose glory was concealed by
a curtain so thick, the rays burned within, with a radiance
more intense and consuming: She was the daughter of 2
‘New England minister, Who, after languishing for years
-on a sick bed, died, leaving a wife in feeble health, and 2
young and helpless f'amily—Louisa being the eldest of the
Fhildren, felt as 1f tbe buldpn of their support devolved

e (55)
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upon herseif. Though only sixteen, she commenced a
small school in her native town, but its profits were very
inadequate to their wants.  About two years previous, she
- had an offer from the South, which she gladly accepted,
for she already felt symptoms of that fatal malady which
had numbered her father among its virtims, and physicians
told her she might find health, as well as wealth, in the
genial latitude to which her hopes were now turned.

“ How much more exalted are your motives than mine!”
exclaimed Loline, after listening to Louisa’s simple and
touching history; I feel, since I have known you, as if
my life had been one tissue of selfishness. Yet I dared to
glorify myself as a ynartyr, when I gave up wealth and
home to avoid the immolation of my own happiness. 1
have gloried too in my independence, and exalted it into
magnanimity. And yet your Christian meekness, your
lowly resignation, how much more lovely. There are
moments when I doubt even the rectitude of my con-
duct—when 1 feel as if, like the Prodigal Son, I could
arise and go to my father, and casting myself upon his
neck, exclaim—¢1 am not worthy to be called your
clnld.'”

“You do vourself ereat injustice,” replied Louisa, to
whom Eoline had confided the story of her banishment;
“[ consider your conduct far more magnanimous and really
self-sacrificing, than mine. The happiness of another, as
well as your own, was at stake, and that you had no right
to destroy.  Hundreds, vay, thousands, dear Eoline, have
done and are doing what 1 now do—urged by necessity,
that stern and relentless taskmaster. DBut where is there
one, young, beautiful and aflluent like yourself, would gird
themselves with hempen chords, as it were, unmindful of
their roughness, and walk unshfinking in a path where

thorns, I know, start up on every side to pierce your bleed-

ing feét, rather than barter their integrity and truth.”

L i
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« How charmingly you reconcile me to myself,” cried
Eoline, “and how I thanlj you for the gencrous warmth
with which you defend me from my own aspersions... Yes!
I have met with some thorns, but your friendship is a ‘balm
for all the wounds they have made. Had I not come to_
this place, I never should|have known youw, and now 17,
wonder how I ever lived 'without you. Then there i nf
Darling Fanny and Selma, and little Bessy —such char
ing girls, whom I love so dearly, and good Uncle Ben.
They are all treasures, which I have found, when I sought
them not.” "

“ And Miss Manly,” said Louisa, with a smile that beau—
tifully illuminated her pensive face.

¢«1 should be sorry not to have known Miss Manly, for
she is a character such as the world seldom sees. She
really has a powerful mind,| and is a female Napoleon m
her line—but she seems that strange anomaly, a woman
without a heart.” . .

«1 think you are mistaken;” said Louisa, “she is capable
of feeling. In sickness she'is very kind, and I am tola
she is very charitable to the poor. There are few cha-
racters without some redeeming excellencies. I shoula
not wonder if she had her weaknesses, too.”

“ Do you think she was ever in love?” asked Eoline,
laughing, ¢ That must be a strange passion,” added she

“after a pause, < and I do not ‘think T shall ever experience

its power—and yet, when' I have read of devoted, self-
sacrificing attachment, of love stronger than death, deeper
than the grave, I have felt as if I could thus love, thus die
for the beloved object. But Louisa, it seems to me, to love,
I must be loved, devotedly, passionately, exclusively, loved
as & woman never yet was loved. Nay, even love would
not satisfy my heart’s boundless cravings, It must be
worship, adoration. It must be something I never shall
find in this world snd therefore 1 shall never love—
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unless,” exclaitited she, changing the impassioned tone in
which she had been speaking to one of merriment, “ unless
it be Uncle Ben, for I verily believe be worships me.”

“ You seem created for such worship,” said Louisa, gaz-
ng on the lovely face of Eoline, now glowing with the
warmth of latent passion, “and I tremble to think of the
trials that may yet await you. It is a mystery that is
inexplicable to me, that Horace Cleveland, who has Lnown
you from your childhood, has not thus adored you.”

« It is for that very reason ‘he cares not for me. Edu-
cated to consider me as his own property, as something he
must take nolens volens, his pride rebelled against coercion
and guarded every avenue to his heart. I Teally honor him
for his coldness. 1 wonder what he thinks of me now,
the banished fugitive, the self-willed, indomitable girl,”
said Eoline, looking thoughtfully into the dying embers.

“ He must admire you now,” replied Louisa, impressing
on her warm cheek the kiss which sealed their parting

"~ moment.

Not many days after this conversation, Eoline was
summoned from the music-ro}om to the parlor, where she
was told a gentleman wished to see her. The image of
a relenting father came to bear her back to a home too
lonely,’ uncheered by her filial love, rose before her glis-
tening eyes.

« Oh! T knew he could not live without me,” repeated
she to herself as she flew dowih stairs, leaving the messen-
ger far behind her. “[ have done injustice to his affection.
I have thought him cold and inexorable, cruel and unkind.
Oh! dear father, with what rejoicir}g.gratitude will I throw
myself | info your arms, and never, never leave them

- more.””| |

Arri\Ced at the door, she stopped and turned pale. Her
hand trembled on the latch. Perhaps it was not her father
after all—if it were he might only have come to upbraid

|
[
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her and renew the conflict which had sqlatelj rent her -
heart.  Summoning her failing resolution, she entered ' .

and beheld, instead of the portly master of Glénmore,
the figure of a tall young man, standing with his back -
towards the door, examining a picture that hung over the

" mantel- -piece. He turned around at her entrance, and she

found herself face to face with the dreaded Horace Cleve-
land. L

It was a moment of intenke mutual embarrassment. The
revulsion of feeling which Eoline experienced was so great,
that every drop of blood foksook her face, leaving her as
colorless as alabaster, The fear that her father was sick
or dead annihilated every other thought. She could not
speak, but making a motion to a chair, she sunk into one
hefself, unable to stand.

« fear you must look upon me as an intruder,” said
the young man, scarcely less agitated than herself. «In-
deed, it ‘must have been g very powerful motive that
could have induced me to brave your displeasure.”

« Has my father sent for me 1" she asked intent on one *
thought. § o

“Your father does not knbw of my being here, Isaw
him a few evenings since in'his usual health.”

Eoline breathed more freely, but the embarrassment of

“her situation pressed more pa}mfully upon her. Why had

Horace sought her? On what mission had he come?

“ And Willie, my darling Willie 7’ she asked. «“ Have
you seen him, too?”

“ Yes, and he talked of nothing but Ela. He told me
to come and bring sister Ela |back, for he could not live
without her.”? \ ‘

“ Dear little fellow!” exclaimed Eoline, tear rushing
to her eyes. ¢ What would I give to see him!”

There was silence for a few moments. Young /Cleve
land, the deep student, the bookworm, the dweller of libra
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ries,!the inhabitant of the world of thought, so little versed
in social etiquette, so diffident and reserved in the presence
of woman would have met with less dread the gleam of
a thd})usand tomahawks, than the glance of Eoline's tearful
eye., Notwithstanding his repugnance to a compulsory
union, he had looked upon it as inevitable, never dreaming
of the brave, resisting spirit enshrined in the fair yet slight
form of his young betrothed. When he learned of her
flight and banishment, her noble self-reliance, to avoid a
hated wedlock, though the object of hatred was himself,
_ he félt a thrill of admiration, such as the history of heroic
dee&jF inspires. He had seen her a beautiful and accom-
plished girl, but he deemed it a matter of course that all
yourﬁg ladies must be heautiful and accomplished, and it
excited in him no especial emotion. He had seen her sur-
.rounded by admirers in her father’s drawing-room ex-

changing with them those sportive sallies which give grace

and [piquancy to the passing hour, and he had thought
her %rivolous, as he took it for granted that all young
ladies were. His life having been one of intense study,
he ktiew nothing of the world, but little of mankind, and
still lﬂrzss of himself. Great 'thoughts were always rolling
throukh his mind, like chariot wheels, crushing. the wild
flowers of feeling that bloomed by the wayside. Hitherto
‘he had been all intellect, but there never was a great
" inteljcrm without a corresponding heart, though the pos-
sesso;; wmay live and die without feeling its awalkened en-
ergies. ' ' :

To% follow Foline and entreat her to return, to promise
to exile himself from count‘lry and home, if necessary to
her happiness, was due not quly to her but to his own ho-
nor and sense of justice. . t

An|unacknowledged curiosity to see once more a girl
rzpable of such heroic condl}lct, and whose perfections he

/
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bad so strangely slighted ‘added étren th to fh : 1
) e

that urged him to Magnolia Vale, : e

“If I am the cause of your exile,” said he, making a

~ strong effort to speak with composure—¢let me be also the
means of your restoration. | Believe me, I am very unhap-

Py to see you an alien from your father and home on m

account. There is no sacrifice I would not make to insurz
your return. If I had known the unconquerable repugnance
you felt ‘.for the union our fathers desired, I never Woulci
have returned to my native land. I would rather have

, died on a foreign shore,”

t He st?l«.:: with earnestrnes!s, and Eoline raised her eyes
o see 1f it were indeed the cold, unimpressi ’
Cleveland that thus addressed 'her,. Hispzirsz;bgre?frg:
fixed upon her face, and instead of the haughty self-con-
centration, she had thought their prevailing expression
there was truth, dignity, even sensibility in their beams,
F(')I‘ the first time she felt as if she might value him as £; :
friend, however she might shun him as a lover, Her em-
barrassment subsided before his tone of manly sincerity. |
She could think with calmness—she could speak with con:
fidence. 4

“You have no cause of self-reproach,” she gaid. ¢ The
repugnance you have manifested has been no more unde;
your-control than mine. I have never resented it. 1 felt
th.at 1t sprang from the same source as my own—a coerced
will. It:was for your sake, even more than my own, that
[ have taken the extraordinary step which has free:i me
fr-o.m parental authority. My own happiness I might have |
rehr.lquished, but I had no right to involve yours in the
sacrifice. You must give me credit for some disinterested-
ness,” added she, with a smile and a slight blush.

“ You impute feelings to.me,” he replied, wondering he
bad never obs.?{ved before the intellectual beauty and spiri-
: ‘?’-s countenance,—* feelings I am not con-
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- scious of displaying. I plead guilty to the most unpardonable
_rudeness and neglect, but not to dislike. I disliked the

position in which I was placed, and believed myself an
object of ridicule and avoidance to yourself, but you have
misunderstodd my character.”

«] am very glad if 1 have,” said she, with ammatlon.
«“] am sure I have. The past cannot be recalled, nor its
consequences, but the future may be made happier by our
cherishing for each other kindness and good will. T shall
like you very much as a friend, you are so true and sincere.
Our parents have erred very much in judgment in trying
to make us more, but we must forgive them, as they must
have meant our happiness. We are friends, then, are we
not?”  she exclaimed, holding out her hand, with a gay
smile, for she felt yeleased from an awful restraint, and her
spirits rose with sponianeous lightness.

As Horace took the fair hand so gracefully extended, he
smiled, too, at the oddness of their position, and it was as-
tonishing what a magic effect that smile had on his coun-
tenance.  Those who have naturally a grave and thoughtful
expression, when they do smile, seem to be illuminated,
especially if they have a fine set of teeth, as Horace had.
She had never scen him smile so before, for the true
reason that he never had so smiled,

“ But will you return to your father?? said he. “You
must not remain here,  What a place for the daughter of
AMr. Glenmore!™

«[shall never return till my father recalls me, and I
Lknow too well Lis mexorable will to expect such a sum-
mons. [ again repeat, you are not to blame, nor should
you suifer one moment’s unhappiness on my account. {
am very far from being miserable. I reign like a Queen
among my young subjects. 1 have found here a friend, who
is dear to me as iy own soul, and a dear old Uncle Ben,
who would walk over burning ploughsharggif it would

P
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give me any pleasure. I have learned, too, the pleasure of;

being useful.’” g
« Are you really contented and happy
¢ 1 cannot say that I am—but I am resigned, and I have

not time to be heart-sick.”

“Do you think your father can be happy mthout
you "[53

“ He has banished me—it was hls own act.”

“Can I ever be happy, who am the cause of all 1’

“Yes, for you are innocent, Let us leave misery to
guilt—we have no right to feel it.”

A kind of rushing sound overhead, indicated that the
school was dismissed, and Horace rose to depart,

«] cannot bear to leave you here,” said he.

“Stay and take dinner with us. Miss Manly will wel-
come you with characteristic dignity to one of the intel-
lectual banquets of Magnolia Vale,”

u No, I am not equal to such an honor just now. I ‘
could rush into the ficld of ' battle with far less effort than

encounter a formidable band of school girls.” .
“ Return in the evening, then, when I shall be at llberty,
and the ‘ formidable band’ engaged in study.”

“Do you really wish it, or do you ask from pohte-
ness 1’

“1 really wish it,” said she, laughing, “and I think 1t
polite {o ask, bemdes.”

“And 1 shall find you alone 1"

“¢0h, no—not entirely alone—I want to introduce you
to my particular friend, Colonel Manly, to my sweet friend,
Miss More, and my nonpareil of an uncle.”

“You intimidate me, but perhaps I will come,” said he
as they passed through the door together.

Miss Manly’s towering form was seen standing on the |

platform of the stairway, just above them.
Young Cleveland bowed hastily to Eoline, and hurried

]

| :
\ ¥
! .



64 EOLINEj OR, MAGNOLIA VALE.

ef whose honors she wore. .
¥ Eoline saw at one glance that she was not pleased. *'f@e
white rim of her vye was enlarged, an unfailing sign.

“You have had 2 long call, Miss Glenmore,” said she,
with stately micn.

“ From an old acquaintance,” replied Loline.

“ Your puptls have been idle in the meantime.”

« I will give them their lessons after dinner,” said
Eoline, with rising color,

« [t will be impossible—every moment will be occupiea
by others.”

«“[ did not expect to be considered such a slave fo hours,
Miss Manly, as not to have the privilege of greeting an
old friend.”

«T never leave school myself during recitation hours,
Miss Glenmore, and I ¢xpect all my teachers to follow my
example. But as you were perhaps not aware of my rule,
we will overlook it this time. In future, ask your friends
to call in the evening. At any rate, such very long visits
from very young gentlemen are not consistent with my
views of propricty.”

Eoline was ahout to reply as her high spirit prompted,
when she felt a gentle fouch on her arm, and the soft gray
eves of Louisa More, looked beseechingly into hers.
Without uttering one word, they clasped each other’s
bands, and ascended the stairs, while Miss Manly swept by
them towards the dining hall. ,

« Oh, thou smoothing oil to the troubled waves of pas-
sion ! exelaimed Eoline, laughing in spite of her anger,

_away, as if that majestic being were indeed thq milit::g

at the recollection of Miss Manly’s preposterous sense of
propriety, “why cannot I be as gentle and lowly-minded .
as thou art? Do you know, I think there are boiling
springs 1 my veins, they come bubbling up to my cheeks
so often. Just feel how hot they are,” putting Louisa’s
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_ ggd first to one and then the other of her crimson cliée}{s, -
®But wlio do you think has been here? Horace:Clevgs
@ﬁ'ﬁ;and‘would you believe it? we are the best friendg: *

in the world! We talked about our mutual repugnance,
laughed about it, and concluded to bury the tomahawk
and smoke the calumet of peace in the good old Indian
style. He is coming here to-night. I long to have you
see him,”

«] did see him as he passed out, and certainly disco-

vered no reason for personmal dislike. He seemed a fine
looking young man, with a very gentleman-like bearing,”

“Do you think so? It seems to me that we have been
looking at each other through a glass darkly, for I liked
his looks better this morning than I have ever done Before,
and notwithstanding my prejudices, I really thought him
agreeable. I want him to see you and fall in love with
you, for if I mistake not, you are just the person to interest
him.” |

“Do not talk in this foolish manner, dear Eoline. - Such
a jest does not seem natural on your lips,” * :

“J am not jesting—-I never was more serious!”

*I never expect to inspire love in any one,” said Louisa,
pressing her hand against her aching side, “and least of
all, in one who has been proof against your attractions.

I know that I am doomed, and that an early death will -

save me from the oft dreaded title of old maid, and 1 some-
times rejoice in the thought, for I would not like to pass
the years of a long life, unloving and unloved.”
“Unloved!” repeated Eoline, putting her arm fondly
round her, “who could know you and not love you ?”

“l am an ungrateful being!” cried Louisa, returning '

]?loline’s warm caress, and unworthy of the praise you be-
stow upon me; for, oh! Eoline, there are times when I

envy you—you, so full of health, and life, and beauty—

you who seem born for love and happiness. There. are
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moments when I forget the countless blessings my God
has given, and pme for those he has withheld; when I
dare to ask why be has given me this pallid cheek, and
feeble frame, and weary step, instead of your radiant
bloom, elastic form, and buoyant spirit. Iioline, you ought
to he happy—vyou know not what hounteous gifts Heaven
has showered upon you.”

“] would give them all, Louisa, for your meek, Christian
spirit.”’

The thoughts which Louisa had sugeested were sad and
chastening,  Was it, indeed, true that she was doomed
to an carly gravel—and was not she, and every human
heing, hastening to the same dark bourne? Were they not
all shadows, hurrying along one after another, with unrest-
g speed, coming and going /every moment,—coming
from one abyss, and plunging into another? Even Miss
Manty, iron-framed and iron-hearted Miss Manly, must
meet the common doom~—she, too, would be hurried away.
No! She would not hurry—she would move majestically
onward to meet the King of Terrors himself, as if march-
ing of her own accord.  She held up her own hand, and
looked at the rosy palm, beneath which the life-blood was
brichtlv flowing, and wondered if that warm hand would,
indeed, be cold and stifly incapable of the grasp of friend-
ship, or the pressure of love. She shuddered.

“Of what are you thinking so deeply,” asked Louisa,

«“Gf death !—and oh, what wild thoughts have been.

running through my brain! Can we command our thoughts?”
“We are told to do so, and nothing is required of us
bevend cur strengthl”?
"~ The ringing of the dinner-bell interrupted their conver-
sation.  Ioline met Miss Manly at table with a serene
countenance—the contemplation of their common doom
had subdued all her resentment,
She welcomed Horace Cleveland, when he made his even-
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ing visit, without embarrassment. Their morning inter-

view had removed the painful constraint she had always
felt in his presence. It was the first time since his man- -
hood that she had ever spoken with bim frankly and

unreservedly, and a feeling of liberation, of expansion,
swelled high above the broken chains of her former bond-

age.

«] thought you did not care about music,” said she,
while she fluttered the leaves of a music-book, for the song
he had asked her to play, \“I always avoided my instru-
ments when you were near, for fear of disturbing you.”

“ Do not punish me for ];gast obtuseness,” he replied, “or
rather for past awkwardness and silence. I do love musie
intensely, but I cannot speak of it. It stirs an under cur-
rent that never flows up to the surface.”

“I am glad you love music; but I see plainly I know
nothing of your tastes, I do not like to play to deaf ears,
like Uncle Ben’s, for instance.”

“Do hear the little witch!” cried Uncle Ben, patting
her affectionately on the cheek, ¢“she sets me half-crazy
with her singing, makes a complete fool of me, and then
pretends I don’t hear her!”

Horace did not twrn the leaves of the music-book for
Eoline, as she played. Hé never thought of that, or that
Uncle Ben, who stood with his hand hovering above the
leaves, eagerly following the motion of her eyes, to know -
when {o whisk them over, fas doing what he had not the
gallantry to offer. He sat leaning againstthe piano, shading
his eyes, feeling, as the sweet voice of Eoline stole around
him and glided within hnﬂ as if he were rechmng on
some green bank, swept over by long, swaying boughs,
through which the summer: sunshme shot a golden glance-
here and there, while a sﬂvér stream ran murmuring and
gurghng and rippling, dlﬁf‘usmg a kind of haziness over the
soy/ like the dehcaot;s langFor of a dreamn. Then, agam,

o e
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his spirit secemed a moonlit lake, curling and undulating,
as the breath of music floated over it, then swelling high
under a full breeze of melody. Thus Horace felt, but he
said nothing. Hoe forgot the songstress in the emotions she
mspired, He lost sight of beauty in his deep sense of the
beautiful. He never thought of thanking her, or of praising
her, any more than of praising the stars for their lustre, oz
the flowers for their fragrance. He felt like praising God,
not her. Could Eoline have looked down into his mind
and read all its deep and glowing thoughts, she would have
felt more complimented by his expressive silence than by
Uncle Ben’s rapturcus applause, bat she had been accus-
tomed to think him cold, and she thought him so still.

As it was Iriday evening, several of the elder pupils
were allowed to sit in the parlor, so that they might be-
come accustomed to society, Darling Ilanny, Selma How-
ard, and Annie Gray, sat on a low sofa in the back part of
the room, amusing themselves by watching Miss Manly’s
shadow on the wall.  Anxious to 1mpress on the mind of
the young man, not only her taste for musie, but her know-
ledge of 1t, as a science, she kept the most elaborate time,
bowing her head, waving her long curls, and opening and
shutting her eyes between each note.

“iShe looks as it she were purring,” whispered Selma.

“ She svems pleased at any rate, and that’s a comfort,”
said Annie,

“1 wish he would ask her to sing,” Fanny said upon her
fingers. ¢ But she could not see the keys, they would be

“so far below her.”

Foline moved from the piano, and there was a slight
pause.  Miss Manly cleared her throat in order to utter
some brilliant remark, when Horace suddenly turned to
Eoline, and said,

“T have not had the pleasure of sceing Colonel Manly
yet. 1 think you spoke of introducing me this morning.”?

o
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This unexpected remark acted as a match to the smothered

tmirth of the mischief-loving girls, and they exploded at .
“onee into a burst of Jaughter. Miss Manly’s face turneda
~ violent red. :

“ Go to your room, you lg ladies,” said she, commanding-
ly, «if you cannot preserve your decorum in society better
than that, we will dispense with your presence.”

The young trio, with their handkerchiefs to their faces,
left the room with demure steps, but the moment they had
closed the door, anether merry peal was rung and kept
ringing all the way, as they flew up stairs.

Horace looked very much confused, for Eoline began to

laok earnestly for something on the carpet, instead of an-

- swering him—and Uncle Ben, with his mouth drawn up

like a purse and his eyes brimming with laughter, took
cut his handkerchief and dusted his boots most laboriously.

«] thank you, Miss Glermore, for the compliment you
have paid me,” cried Miss| Manly, with freezing dignity.
“I have given you credit for some good-breeding, but 1
find I am mistaken. I pity the young lady who is reduced
to so low an ebb of enjoyment as to ridicule her friends
and superiors in the presence of strangers,” 7

“] plead guilty fo the offence, madam,” cried Eoline, as
meekly as Louisa More, herself, for :she was unaffectedly
penitent, and grieved to have wounded Miss Manly’s feel-
ings, however unwittingly, “and sincerely beg your for.
giveness. [ little thought what I said so thoughtlesslyand
sportively to Mr. Clevela*nd would be understood serlously.
I forgot—" A

“Yon forgot that he wag not aware of the respectful
soubriquet you have been pleased to honor me with.”

“Indeed madam,” cried Horace, vexed with himself for

“his unfortunate remarlk, “you must excuse Miss Glenmore.

They told me at the hotel that Colonel Manly resided here,

50 whatever may be said of the title, she certainly has not
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the honor of inventing it. I‘hope, likewise, you will acquit
" me of all intentional disrespect.” . |’
¢ “The truth is,” exclaimed Uncle Ben, who seemed sa-

.

tisfied of the purity of his boots, “my niece ought to fee

flattered with the compliment the public have conferredy
upon | her, She is a wonderful disciplinarian, and as she’

conducts her school with trie military order, and as she
‘has, as you see, a commanding appearance, they call her
the Colonel. As for little David here,|I am sorry she seems
so crest fallen. She meant no harm, no more than a crow-
ing baby—bless her sweet singing tongue. Come niece,
tell hér you forgive her, for I am sure it is not worth being
angry about.”
« cannot forgive myself,”” said Eoline, ingenuously. ¢I
have always felt respect for Miss Manly, and intended no-
thmg biut a light jest, a very foolish one, I ackowledge.”

«] accept your apology, Miss Glenmpre,” said Miss Man-

ly, with unexpected graciousness ; then turning to Horace, she
‘added, « We, who are placed in elevated situations, and
'have taken a lofty stand before the world, are conspicuous
‘targets for the shafts of envy and the arrows of wit. Few
“young ladies have acquired the reputation I have attained
‘as an instructress of youth. I say it with modesty, sir; and
T suffer the usual consequences of brilljant success, There
is a striking adage, that Envy, like the sun, shines hottest
on the highest ground. I feel the |truth of this time-
'honored aphorism,” ‘
: Horace bowed respectfully at the close of this harangue.
It was all he could do. He felt uncomfortable and rose to

%depart}. Eoline followed him into the passage, which was -

}iﬂumilhated by the lamps in qhe upper |gallery,

g “ You will see my father,”| she said, “Bear ta him, from

I
I
|
|

|
me, a daughter’s fondest love—-and Willie, my own dear -
“ ﬂhe tell him I send him 2 thousand kisses, and yearn ‘
more than tongue can speak f'or one of liis dear caresses.”” ..
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-« Can nothing prevail upon you to return? There is no
gacrifice I would not make, nothing I would not do to see

L, you restored to the home from Whlch I have been so un-
&

Fortunate as to have driven you. You cannot be happy
here. It is impossible. Your life must be a continual
i;lartyrdom , ,

“Nay, not so,” she answered, gratified that he seemed
roused to some interest in her welfare. I need the dis-
cipline I am passing through, You have not seen the
sunny side of my life. I am sorry for the little cloud that
arose to-night.” o

« And I, as usual, sad blunderer, was the cause,” said
Horace. “Really, Eoline, you have reason to hate me.

4 1 am a cold, dark wall between you and sunshine. I could

bless the tempest that laid me low, so that the barrier to
your happiness might be removed.”
“ You wrong yourself to speak or think in this manner,”

cried Eoline, with earnestness, “It is thus I have felt |

with regard to you, and [ would he willing to meet far
greater privations than | now endure, for the joyful con-
sciousness that I have broken the chains that galled you,
and restored you to freedom of choice and action. It is
your right, and may you enjoy it, as freely, as glo-
riously, as God intended you should. Forgive me if I
have thought you unfeeling. I see you can feel, and
nobly, too.”

‘He did not answer immediately, but stood with his arms
folded and his eyes bent upon the floor, y

“If you know what injustice I have done your charac-

- ter,” he said, “you would never ask forgiveness of me.

I thought all young girls were mere flowers to bloom in a
drawmo'-loom 1 did not know they could breast the
wind and wrestle with the storm.”

He spoke with energy, and his serious, dark eye Ilght-
ened,
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“ My mother,” he added, “is in feeble health, and phy-

sicians have recommended the mild climate of Cuba., She 4 B

wishes me to accompany her; and we may not return forﬁ}
many months. [f, by lcaving my home permanently, ‘L%m
can secure your restoration to yours, most willingly, gladly
will I exile myself. It is this I came to say—it is this 7
must again and again repeat,” '

“It would make no difference in the conditions my
father has imposed.”” she replied, with a heightened color,
“I know his terms, and they would not be affected by any
sacrifice of yours. Perhaps, however,” continued she,
with a bright smile, “should you bring back a beautiful
bride from a foreign land, and he saw the impossibility of
his wishes being fulfilled, he might relent, he might per-
haps forgive, and take the wanderer to his arms again.
I shall live in hope of such an event, and of such a
result.” :

“TI do not think it likely I shall oblige you in that way,”
said he, with a vexed look, and turning coldly towards the
door, “though I thank you for the suggestion.”

With a distant bow, that reminded her very much of
the Horace of old, he was about to leave her, when, mov-
ing hetween him and the door, she said, playfully,

« You are not angry with me, Horace. I little thought
of making you so. We must not forget our compact, and
friends do not part thus coldly.”

“T am conscious that I am rude in manners,” said he,
taking the band, with which she impeded his egress, and
giving it a cordial pressure, “and this very consciousness
makes me ruder still. I know nothing of the little cour-
tesies and gallantries which are the current coins of soci-
ety, and I often offend when I most wish to please. There
are but two places where I feel perfectly at home, in 2
great library and in the wild green woods. 'There, waves
of deep and solemn thought, roll in upon my soul and .

.,_,.@W”I
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drown the petty feelings born of the world, But tIiley are

- > . . | .
~gilent homes. The secret of expression is not found in

' their dim aisles and solemn shade. I have not learned to

" taﬂc m

¢ Then your knowledge comes by inspiration,” said she

ghing, « for you do talk very well. One of these dayg
shall like to visit your two magnificent homes, with
you, and see the waves as they flow grandly along. Per-
haps 1 can turn one little one out of its course towards
the thirsty void of my sspirit, I think it will feel very
dry and sandy after being here six months longer.”

“You must not remain here six months, 'I must find
you at Glenmore.”

Eoline smiled, shook her head, and after a few more
kind and friendly words they parted. She immediately
sought Louisa, who, complaining of indisposition, had re-
mained in her own room.

“He is gone, Louisa,” she said, thoughtfully—¢and
now his coming and going seems a dream.”

“Perhaps you will yet be willing to obey your father’s
commands. Your prejudices already seém yielding.”

“You are mistaken, Louisa. I acknowledge that I have
not done him justice, and that he has noble qualities of
whose existence I had not dreamed. 1 may esteern him.
I do even now—but as for love-—it is a feeling-he never
could awaken. I may have very romantic ideas on the
subject, but they were born with me, and I cannot separate
them from my being, Love, with me, will be the light-
ning’s flash. A moment will decide my destiny. No,

" no—I never shall love Horace Cleveland. There are ne

eleetric wires running along to bridge the abysmal distance
between our hearts. I wish you could have seen him
lo-night, Louvisa, when I was singing the song he said he
loved best of all. He said he loved music, too; oh, sc
.much! He sat cold and unmoved as a rock, though my
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own voice was full of tears—so sweet and pathetic were
the words.” ' '
“ He might have felt, notwithstanding.” ‘
¢« He might have said one little word, for courtegy
swet,t sake-—Dbut that is a mere matter of taste after
L7 manifested real and just feeling on the subject of

alicnation from home. 1 did not expect so much. He is™

magnanimous too-—and theu 1> a2 world of thought m
fhose unfathomable eyes.”

«“] think there is a world of feeling too, if 1 am any
judge of physiognomy,” said Louisa, ¢ though I had enly
a glimpse of hig countenance. But describe to me, Eoline,
if you can, the ideal being who is to come with the light-
ning’s bolt, and clectrify that now insensible heart.

“T can feel what he must be,” cried Eoline, her blue
eyes darkening as the vision passed before them—“but I
fear I cannot deseribe. 1 speak not of him personally, for
I shall see his face and form in his mind and heart. He
must be a pillar of strength on which I can lean and cling
round in the storms of life. He must be the eagle in nmbi-
tton, and the eyrie of his soul near the sun; and the dove
in tenderncss, whose nest shall be lowly as my heart.
Then the love he bears me must be illimitable as the
Heavens, and boundless as the air. It must be firm as
the mountains, and unfathomable as the ocean. You
smile, Louisa—as if 1 were only making a fine speech,
@-la-Manly, but they are the words of truth and soberness.
Bear with me alittle longer, and Ishall have done. Round
this marble pillar of strength the wild-vine of sensibility
must twine, the eagle must bear the myrtle in its talons,
and the dove carry the laurel to its downy nest.  So must
all great and tender, and kind and glorious things blend
together, ennobling and softening each other, and forming
a perfect whole, No—not quite perfect. e must have
some weaknesses, to sympathize with my poor humanity.
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And last of all, he. must love me, not for beauﬁy not for
mtalent not for goodness,—for he might imagine them all—
Eut just because [ am Eoline. Good-night. Your mild—
gl eyes seem to say— Poor girl! how I pity her. Doom-
¢ to see her wild dreams turn to life’s cold realities,”
#5 Such indeed was the language of Louisa’s chastened
thoughts. She believed truly, that there was but one Being
capable of filling the boundlessness of the human heart
but one pillar on which human weakness could lean se-
curely, and that was the Rock of Ages.




CHAPTER 1V,

tradually the mild, Southern winter melted away 1

vornal softness and bloom. So gradually, that the morniném___;

twilight of spring brichtened into its risen day before the
eye was conscious of the transition from leafless boughs and
a barren soil, to the wreathing foliage and the springing
gvass. In no place in the world is awakening nature hailed
with such rapture, as in a female boarding school. Inthe
oecasional freedom of the open air, in the midst of sun-
light and flowers, the young prisoners forget the bondage
of in-door restraints, and indulge in the natural enjoyments
of childhood and youth.

As the first of May approached, the pupils of Magnolia
Vale Seminary pleaded eloguently for permission to select
a Queen, whose coronation rites should be celebrated by
the three immortal Graces,—Poetry, Music and Youth.
There was the loveliest spot in the universe, not very far
from the seminary, itrigated by a beautiful creek, where
the regal Magnolia bloomed, itsclf a Mayday Queen, wear-
ing its prarly crown of glory, and the wild flowers revelled
in wanton luxuriance. There they could erect a coro-
nation bower, and usher in that joyous month which Las
Jong worn the blooming honors of the year.

But Miss Manly shook her head with a majestic negation.
e conld not listen to such 2 useless proposition. It wasa
wrotehnd waste of time, an innovation on her strict esta-
blished riles. 1t would be an unpardonable interruption
for their studies, and retard their preparation for a public
examination.

« Besides,” she exclaimed, ¢my republican principles
will not permit me to sanction these yoyal rites. I cannot

(76}

ROLINE; OR, MAGNOLIA VALE. T

.allow the daughters of our free-born land to ape the man-
ners and customs of the poor vassals of European tyranny.
he Magnolia Vale Seminary is a democratic Institution
and the germs of monarchy shall never be nurtured in its’:
sbosom, )
The Colonel spoke with patriotie ehergy, but the young
democrats still sighed for their Queen. At Iengih moved
by the united pleadings of Uncle Ben, Eoline, and Miss
M.orfe, she condescended to give them a holiday, with per-
mussion to pass it in the beautiful spot they had chosen for
the coronation. The children were wild with delight af
th.e prospect of a gala day, though disappointed in their
original plan. -
The I'norning dawned without a cloud, though the sun
had.set in darkness, and every one was sure it would rain
for it always did rain when any out-door enjoyment was,
anticipated. But the May sun shone bright and cheeringl
on the ungrateful little creatures,.and they were soongriy
fling the garden of its roses, and filling their baskets tc:-
make garlands and bouguets in the woods. The baskets
were not entirely filled with roses, for their dinners were
In the bottom, but not a trace of the food was visible
through the flowery covering. A more amPle provision. still
was deposited in a small hand-carriage, drawn by a negro
gll‘]:, who delighted in being made a participator of %he‘
hf)hday sport. Uncle Ben was to take charge of the juve-
nile bfmd. We verily believe he would have wept, had -
any thing occurred to detain him at home, he was I;u,ch a
pure h.“ier of Nature and children. Eoline entered into
the spirit of the day with all the sweet enthusiasm of

youth, and even Louisa’s ;
: A pale face was :
glgw of ﬂnticipation, Ii‘ghtﬁd with the

; The pupills asse.mblgd on the green in front of the z-iéa-‘
emy, where Miss Manly, arranged .them in milita‘ryh

. file, and gave then and i :
e 5%‘ hfem a thonsand instructions about march-
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g, of preserving an erect carriage, and 2 lady-like de-
portment.

« Come with us, Miss Manly,” cried the children, smils:

ing to think how funny Miss Manly would look running
about in the woods, and sitting under the Magnolia boughsi:
The idea seemed as preposterous as for Jupiter to lay aside ’
his thunder-holts and dance a polka with the Muses.

She waved her head with a superior smile, and giving
the signal for their departure, they commenced their march
with due dignity and deliberation, through the long, grand
alley, and continued it down the road, that is, as long as
they were within reach of the telescopic eye of Miss
Alanly ; but the moment they turmed into the greenwood
path, the path through the tall, odorous pine trees, the little
soldivrs began to desert their ranks, and fly about, as
wild as a flock of pigeons. It wasa royal avenue through
which they were winding, so cool, so breezy and shady,
that they ran with their sun-bonnets swinging in their
hands, under the tall; green umbrellas rustling over their
heads.  Uncle Ben frolicked and capered like a big boy
just let loose from schoot, and the girls stole his hat and
hid it in the little hand-wagon, making the negro girl
how her white teeth all roupd her head. Eoline, who
folt the bounding pulses of cighteen in all her veins, would
gladly have run on and shared in their frolics, but she would
not leave her feebler companion, whose flagging steps
showed the weariness her lips concealed. i

«] cannot bear to have you fettered by me,” said Louisa,
gratefully, “ you who are so tireless and buoyant. It is
as bad as chaining a bird to a snail.”

¢ T shall have time enough to fly after we reach there,”
caid Ioline, putting her arm round Louisa’s slender waist.
T wish you were well and strong for your own sake, but
T should not love you as well.  The plant that we nurse

is the plant that we love. But look, we are almost there.

-
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See that beautiful opening, And hé,rk, the roar of I\thé
mill-dam mingles with the shouts of the children.” B

%" o A few moments, brought them to the vale from which

the seminary derived its name—ithe Magnolia Vale—and
a peculiar and intense odor proclaimed the presence of this
magnificent tree of the South. With its long, deep green,
lustrous leaves, and large, splendid white blossoms, white!
as marble, yet yielding and impressible as wax, it stood the'
representative of the floral beauty and grandeur of 2 South-
ern latitude. And on the margin of the water, wading in .
it up to their immense knees, the Tupeloes bowed their
spreading branches and looked at each other in the clear, "
blue stream. This stream, which flowed just above over -,
a rocky channel that partially impeded its current, here
expanded into a kind of lake, vulgarly called a mill-pond,
because the utilitarians had made the babbling waters work
for their living, and erected’ a dam near the bed of
rocks, and a mill on the opposite bank., The vale was
carpeted with grass, and embroidered with wild flowers
and under almost every tree there were low ottomans,
made by Nature herself, and covered with green veivet,
woven by the same great manufacturer. ’
Eoline led Louisa to one of these velvet oftomans, and
reclined on the grass at her feet.—And now there were
mysterious groups, with heads put close together in grave
consultation, and then a dispersion and a gathering again,
They made Eoline turn her back to a certain natura] arkar
-and promise not to look behind her till a given signal. ,
“ Remember Lot’s wife,” said Fanny., -
“ And the fate of Orpheus,” cried Selma.
*Or the wife of Bluebéard,” exclaimed Annie; as they
retreated, carrying off Uncle Ben captive. TFor nearly an
houl:, Eoli'ne, obedient to her promise, sat at the feet of
Loulssg, with her arm upon her lap, and her affectionate
confiding eyes lifted to her face, listening to her géntlt;

N
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words, when sly footsteps stole behind, and a mischievous
pair of hands bandaged her eyes.

« Come with us,”” cried half-a-dozen voices, “and when
we seat you again we will restore you to sight.”

Yiclding with graceful willingness to her laughing guides,
Eoline was led over the soft grass to a slight elevation.
She knew it was under a tree, for she could hear the branches
rustling overhead.

« Now bow your head, lady fair, just a little,”” cried her
conductors, gently seating her; “and now,” added they,
slipping the bandage from her eyes, “hail to your flowery
throne!”

Eoline found herself in an arbor, within an arbor, formed
of freshly-gathered boughs, and festooned with garlands of
wild flowers. A cluster of large magnolia blossoms was
placed just over her head, and golden wreaths of yellow
jessamine, {astened near that central crown, and extending
to the edee of the lightly woven roof, formed the brilliant
wadi of the lattice-work. The young girls, who all wore
simple, white dresses, the Sunday Summer uniform of the
seminary, (as it wasa holiday, they were permitted to
wear it,) had garlands of flowers round their heads, arranged
with a wild grace that was bewitching, Fanny, whose
ringlets were playing holiday with the breeze, held in her
Liund o erown of white rose buds, with which she encircled
the brow of Toline. Selma threw a garland of roses round
her neck, and little Bessie Bell, kneeling at her feet, stuck
flowers all round the binding of her shoes, while half-a-
dozen little creatures pelted her with roses.

«\We il have a Queen of May!” they cried. “You
shall be our Queen !  This is your throne, and we are your
subjccts, and Uncle Ben is, too. He helped us build our
bower, and we promised him that our Queen should sing
for Lim, as scon as she mounted her throne.”

o Shall is a strange word to use to a Queen,” said the
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laughing, blushing Eoline, almost crushed with her hloom-
ing honors, “but as you have given me no sceptre, I sup-

" pose I must not claim absolute command.” -

Away ran one of the girls, and catching with a jump a
drooping bough, twisted round it the fiowering jesslafnine,
and presented it to her Floral Majesty, Eoline did, in-
deed, look like the royal bride of Spring, in her white rai-
ment and regal blossoms, while sweeter and fairer than
these regal blossoms were the roses of youth and health
made brighter by excitement, that bloomed upd;l hel,'
cheeks. She could not help feeling happy, thus loved and
honored. Existence itself was a joy on such a day as this.
Had she been alone on that charming spot—alone, with
all that loveliness, she would have felt happy, and th;nked
her God for making her the denizen of so fair a world.
But the beautiful, loving children and fair young girls that
surrounswed her, gave such life and enchantment to the .
scene, that her soul was ready to gush forth in the melodir |
fe.'wr which they were pleading. Just as she opened her
hi?s, she cast her eyes towards the spot she had quitted
bhnf]fold, and there Louisa sat, her head leaning on her
hand, fnorgotten in the bright and jubilant scens. |

“ Poor, dear Louisa !’ exclaimed Eoline, “we have left
her alone, How sorry I am we did not think of her

,sooner |

-Forsaking her vernal throne, she flew to her neglected
frlen'd, and igsisted that she should share her honors
Ijouxsa turned away her tearful eyes, but she did not re:
sist tl.le arm that encircled hers. She could not mar the
iappmess that beamed in the blue eyes of Eoljpe. She
ad felt,. for 2 moment, the demon of Eunvy breathing its
venom into her heart, but an invisible angel came and

strengthened her, and she met. with smiles the children

:’110 illad uz.lconsciously forsaken her. ' They loved her
ut t ey did not associate her in thought With"tht;
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flowers of Spring, as they did the bright and beautifu.
Eoline. _

« Qh, that T were a boy!” cried Uncle Ben, who was
sitting on the ground in the midst of the children. They
Lad made a erown of magnolia leaves, and put it on his
Liead, and pinned a tremendous bouquet in front of his
vest, «Oh, that I were a little boy—a pretty little school
Loy acain—instead of being a musty old bachelor!”

« What's the reason you never married, Uncle Ben1”
asked little Bessie, looking slyly n his face.

«What's the reason?” repeated he, smelling his huge
bouquet. ¢« Why, I loved every body so much, 1 could
not make up my mind to love but one at a time; and then
I thought I should keep young as long as I lived, and that
there was no use in being in a hurry, when, one morning,
would you believe it, pussies, I waked up and found my-
self an old man!”

« Oh, no, you are not an old man, Uncle Ben, you can
rum so fast and spring so light.  You are the youngest of
all of us.”

«So I am!”’ exclaimed he, jumping up and crossing
his feet twice in the air, “who says1amold?! It’s no
such thing—I am nothing but a boy, after all!”

Eoline’s warbling voice brought the boy back to his
grussy seat.  She felt inspired by the influences surround-
ing her, and never sung so wild, so sweet a strain. The
very mill-dam seemed to hush its rearing, for no one heard
it while she was singing.  She was not afraid to give full
scape to her voice, with such a sounding-board above her
as that blue arch, and the notes went up, and still up, till
the ear feared to follow them, lest the clear, crystal sounds
should break and shiver like glass; then, gliding, floating
lower and lower, with the softness of down, they died
away among the flowers, '

All at once, chang\ing her key, she struck into a gay,
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flute-like warble, that set the children dancing round her,
like magic. Fanny Darling had a longé garland twined
round a grape-vine, which she skipped as she danced, and
a lovelier looking fairy never flitted over the green.

- 7 At this moment, a beautiful dog ran’in their miidst, and
seizing one of the wicker baskets in his teeth, was about
to carry off his prey, when a young man, who appeared fo
be his master, emerged from a cluster of trees, at a little
distance, and approaching the bower, motioned the dog to
return the stolen treasure. FEoline ceased her warbling,
the dancers stood still, and Uncle Ben sprang from the
ground, and removed from his head its Bacchus-like orna-
ment. '

"“Do not let me disturb you,” said the young man,
lifting his hat from his head, with a low and graceful how,
“[ trust you will pardon my intrusion. I would apologize
for the rudeness of my dog, and for my own too,” added
he, looking towards Eoline, “in pausing beneath those
trees to listen to strains which left me no power to pass
on. The temptation was too irresistible. Am I forgiven 1’
cried he, again loking at Eoline, who, conscious of the,
strange picturesqueness of her appearance, blushed amid
her roses, while she involuntarily bowed her head before
his appealing glance. Then turning to the children, with
another, though less reverent bow, he smilingly repeated,
“Am I forgiven 17

“Yes, sir,” said Bessie Bell, who was nearest to him,

>and on whom his eye happened to rest, « yes, sir,” making
the prettiest little curtsy in the world. The girls laughed : £
her demure answer, and the stranger was thus put perfectly
at his ease. Indeed, he did not appear embarrassed from
thf? first, but probably thought he had as much right to
enjoy the beauties of nature as they had. He was singu-
laf'ly engaging in appearance, His dark hair flowed back

with a graceful wave from his white forehead, and poetry
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and enthusiasm flashed from his large, dark, romantic-
beaming eye.

Unele Ben, who was the politest man in the universe,
and who was charmed with the countenance of the young
stranger, assured him that it was no intrusion at all, and
that he was very happy to see him. He even offered him
the ground to sit down upon, as courteously as if it were a
chair, But there was somcthing in the countenance of
Iloline, the Tairy Queen of the scene, that forbade the
young man to take advantage of Uncle Den’s cordiality,
She knew too well Miss Manly’s strict rules of propriety,
to encourage even by a lock, the continuance of a stran-
cer's presence in the midst of her pupils. She regretted
the syren notes which had lured him to their retreat, and
Jooking gravely down, aveoided meeting a second time
the lustrons glance that had rested so admiringly wpon
her.

«Fido,” said the young man, calling to his dog that was
sticking its nose rather too familiarly into the dinner-bas-
ket—* let us go, before you destroy your master’s reputa-
tion for honesty. We areindeed intruders in this charming
group.  Once more, T trust, my impassioned love of musig
witl plead my apology.”

Again the young man bowed with lowly grace, and
smiling on little Bessie, who had so heartily promised him
forgiveness, passed under the shadow of the magnolia trees
into the path that Jed to the mill-dam,

This was an adventure, and it put a check for a time 1o
their unrestrained merriment. They all felt curious to
know who the young stranger was, and the children were
loud in his praises.  As Eoline would not sing any maie,
and they could not dance, they became suddenly conscicus
of being very hungry—and Netty, the black girl, who lad
never left her carriage for a moment, was called into im-
tnediate service, A nice table-cloth was spread upon the
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grass, and cakes and pies, cold ham and pickies, all gar-
nished with flowers, soon covered its surface,

« Wre ought to have asked that young gehtleman to dine
with us,”’ said little Bessie, & and his dog tdo [t seems to
me, it was rude to let him go.” o
¢ « So it does to me,” cried Uncle Ben, slapping-a pie, as
it was the first thing he came in contact with—little
Bess is right—1 did mean to ask him, but young Madam
‘Queen looked so grave, I wds afraid of offending her
majesty.”’

«It would have displeased Miss Manly,” gaid Eo]me,
regretting herself their apparent inhospitality.

«Oh, the Colonel—I had forgotten—"" exclaimed Uncle

Ben. .
The company around the grassy board became very
merry, and the tongues so silent at the long table of Mag.
nolia Vale Semmary, revelled in freedom in Magnolia
Vale. No matter what was said, a laugh was sure to break
forth,

At length Darling Fanny, who had stolen Boline’s
comb, and tucked up all her hair, excepting two long curls,
which she left dangling at the sides, like Miss Manly,
suddenly elevated her head with a dignified” motlon, and
exclaimed— : V .

“ Young ladies, Charlemagne.”

The mimicry was perfect, and the effect electrical. Un-
cle Ben actually threw himself back and rolled on the
grass-——and even Louisa could not help laughing., -

“Qrder!” exclaimed Fanny, with much gravity. ¢ Miss
Selma, what can you tell me of Charlemagne 1’

» Cha}lematme means great Charles,” replied Selma. |

«1 don’t like Charlemagne, because he made his daugh-
ters work so hard,” said Annie. «If I were a princess, 1

would not spin or weave. Let us talk of William the
Congueror,”
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«Y don’t like William the Conqueror,”” said another,
« Because he kopt a Doomsday Book, like Miss Manly’s.”

« And he made folks go to bed before they were sleepy,
at the ringing of a bell, as we have to do,”” cried a young
creature, always wakeful with mischief,

] like Alfred the Great the best,” said a fat, langhing
girl, who dispatched the pies with wonderful celerily,
“beocause he knew how to bake nice cakes.”

«T like Uncle Ben the Great, the best,” exclaimed little
Bessie, who sat next to him, ¢ because he gzves me nice cakes.”

This was received with acclamation. Uncle Ben of
course was expected to contribute his mite to the reservoir
of juvenile wit.

«Why am I like Priam of old?” said he. “Do you give
it up? He was father to filty sons, and I am uncle to filty
davghtoers 77

« Hush,” cried Loline, laying her hand suddenly on his
shoulder. A deep mellow voice came floating in music,
across the mill-dam. Rising in rich, manly tones, it was
borne over the water with the winding sweetness of the
hugle. It was one of the airs Eoline had been singing,
and she knew the singer must be the stranger who had just
addressed them, A thrill of delight penetrated her spirit
at the sound of those exquisite notes, that seemed so much
like the echo of her own.

«Oh! how sweet,” she exclaimed, when they melted
into silence, after a low flute-like cadénze, *“how more
than sweet!” '

Louisa smiled, and whispered to her,

“Do you feel the lightning’s flash 17

« No,”’ said Eoline, drawing a long inspiration, “but 1
feel the hreath of Heaven on my soul.”

There was silence for a few moments. That voice, like

“the far-off, exquisite music of a dream,” proceeding from
an invisible minstrel, and thus having the charm of mys-
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tery added to its melody, created a feeling: of sadness. It
belonged less to earth than Heaven—and Heaven with al]l-
its glories is a subject of sadness to the young and glowing
heart, It knows that the path to Heaven leads through the
grave, and shrinks from the coldness and darkness and gloom
of the passage. But there are shadows in life darker than
death, deeper than the grave—and when they are folded
round the spirit, it passes on untrembling, protected by the
clouds that envelop it. This is 2 sad reflection—in the
midst of all these flowers and vernal beauty. But it seemed
that there was a shadow lingering, ready to roll down upon

“them,

A cloud, 2 very small cloud began to float near the hori-
zon, First it was white as snow, and no larger than the-
wing of a bird, then its base became i faint slate-color,
then it suddenly enlarged and darkened, and rose up like

- a tall castle, with giant pillars and leaning tdrrets, Then

it expanded into the giant’s causeway itself, and dark figures
seemed hurrying near its base, :
“It will rain,” said Eoline, looking anxiously at the
darkening horizon, ¢ we must hasten our departure. Louisa,
must not get wet,” -
The chlldren were sure it would not rain, it was nothing
but a cloud such®as they saw every evening; but even
Uncle Ben, who was not remarkable for foresight, insisted

upon their hastening homeward. As they had but few

preparations to make, and Miss Manly was not there o
put them into military array, they were soon on the wing

Netty followmo* with the fragments of the feast, and a cast-
away garland on her woolly head The prospect of being
caught in the rain was perfectly delightful {o the chlldren,
and Eoline cared not for herself, It was for the frail and
delicate Louisa she trembled—who hurried on as much ag
her strength would allow, though her flushed cheek and

Jpanting breath showed it was neally exhausted.
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They had hardly reached the beautiful pillared aisles of
the pine wood, before big drops came splashing down faster
and fuster, till they suddenly fell in sheeted rain.  There
was no shelter near but the pine trees, whose lofty plumes
were a far better protection from the sun than the shower.
The children shouted and ran, and bared their flower-bound
ringlets, and tossed out tlieir arms as if to embrace the rain,
which wrapped them as if with a mantle. Their white
dresses were drenched and soiled—their flowers crushed
and torn—tleir hair dripping and straight. A few who
had green parasols, as wseless as a magnolia leaf would
have been, were discolored with green stains that not only
mottled their white frocks but rosy cheeks. Netty toiled
on after them, manfully pulling the little carriage, though
the remnant pies and cakes were reduced to a mass of
Jelly by the deluge,

«(h, if that carriage was only big enough to put you
in, dear Louisa!” cried Eoline, as Louisa sunk down upon
a bank by the way-side, declaring that she could go no
farther,

«] will carry you in my arms,” said Uncle Ben, “I am
strong enough to carry you all.”

“No, no, leave me here, I ought not to have come—to
e such an ineumbrance. When the rain is over I can
follow.”

«Here is an umbrella, if it will be of any service,”
cried a mellow voice near them.

And turning round, they beheld the young stranger, with
his sitky-haired dog.  As the rain was pursuing them they
had -t looked belind, and were not aware of his ap-
proach.  Ife was panting from haste, and his face glowing
with exercise and excitement, .

“ Thank you,” said Tvoline, to whom the stranger evi-
dently addressed himsell.  «If you wiil shelter my friend,

¥
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I shall indeed be gratefuli As to.the rest of us, 'it is no-
thing but pastime.” '

Eolme looked at this moment as if she were born’ to_
make pastime of the most warring elements of nature..
One of the girls, as we said before, had stolen her comb,
while they were at their rural dinner, and her hair, wet
and darkened with the rain, floated wildly over her shoul-
ders. The floral diadem still encircled her brow, and par-
tially confined her wandering:locks; as it was formed of
evergreen, and half-unfolded buds, it was not rent and
defaced by the shower, as the more carelessly arranged
chaplets of the children were. Eoline was fair and beau-
tiful in repose, but in moments of excitement she was
splendidly so. She was kneeling on one knee, her arm
supporting her half-fainting friend, and her eyes were
raised eagerly to the stranger’s face. She looked, through
the falling rain, like a flower enshrined in erystal.

“It will cover you both,” said the young man, going
bebind them, and kneeling so as to bring the umbrella-
nearer to them, as a shelter. As he thus held it over -
their heads, exposing his own to the elements, they formed
a romantic looking group.

“I cannot suffer-this,” said Louisa, raising her head from
Eoline’s shoulder. I feel better, stronger. I can walk
on alone, now.”’ '

“If you can walk,” said the young man, assisting her
at the same time to rise, % you will be in far less danger,
than on the wet ground. There is no house nearer than
the mill, which you have left behind.”

The violence of the shower had subsided, so that Louisa
found less difficulty in forcing a path through it. The
young man walked by their side, holding the umbrella,
and he even took off his hat, and held it before Eoline’s
face, in spite of her laughing remonstrances, Though
poor Louisa was the chief sufferer, he scemed far more

|
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oo
anxious to shield Eoline from the inclemencies of th
atmosphere. : ‘

|« Never mind me,” she would say—4I am a child of
he elements. My name is Eoline, and when the winds
piay around me, I'feel, indeed, like an eolian lyre.”
f
charming name. How appropriate, how peculiar.”
| «T was named after the eolian harp,’] she said, forget-
ing for the moment, that she was addressing a stranger.
"«Jt was my mother’s passion—and well do I remember
hearing one playing in her window the njght of her death.
So mournfully, wildly and sweet—I never, never shall
orget it,” -
«You inherit, then, your love of music)”’ cried the young
an, with animation. *In that respect we are congenial,

for I have breathed an atmosphere of harmony from my -

infancy. My parents are both musicians, and I was
aught to play upon the organ before 1 could reach an
ctave.”

« She is our music teacher,” said Bessie Bell, who run-

ning back for her bonnet, that she had dropped far behind,
verheard the remark, and was proud to proclaim the rela-
tive position of Eoline towards herself,
Eoline colored high. To be introduced to this very
aristocratic looking young man as a m sic teacher—she,
ﬁih_e daughter of Mr. Glenmore, of Glenmore Place~—struck
her painfully. She tried to repress her & elling pride, but

1{t'wou1d rise, and gave to her countenance an air of haugh-

_[iness and reserve.
IL «Indeed !’ exclaimed the young man, as Bessie was

ompanions, whom you had been crowning Queen of.
b

ay. .
« We made her Queen, because she is so pretty, and be-
cause we love her so much,”’ said the child.

. «JYoline—Eoline,” repeated the young man, “what a

ounding along. “I thought her one| of your -school

= “-;3: .

A
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The young man looked as if he sympathized in their
opinion, though he said nothing. L
Holine, whose thoughts were carried back io her dei-
serfed home, her banishing father, and Horace Cléveland
walked on in silence, with a cloud resting on her sunnj:
face. She felt uneasy in the prospect of Miss Manly’s
displeasure, in bringing a stranger fo the gates of the
seminary ; or rather, of its manifez}i-'t'ion in such a man-
ner as to make her ashamed of the relation she bore to
the institution. She was grateful to his politeness—it was
more than politeness—it was kindness, for he had offered
his arm to the drooping Louisa, the latter part of the way
and sustained her weary footsteps. ’
. Uncle Ben trudged on before with the children, his red
silk handkerchief tied over the fop of his hat,’and his
coat.collar turned up above his ears. The young romps
were cor.npletely Jjaded and sobered when they arrived at!
the. seminary. The rain had ceased, but it only made
their muddy and forlorn appearance more conspicuous,
Their shoes were filled with sand, for theyﬂ had rushed:
along without choosing a path, and their dresses heavy and
saturated with the rain. ' ' |
Miss Manly stood in the folding doors, with uplifted
hands. ; ’ ’
. “ Take oﬂ"yqur shoes,” she cried, not loud, but decp,
leave them in the portico. Don’t bring all this mud into
the.house. What a spectacle! Never ask for another
holiday. It is always the end of such follies. Wring the
water out of the bottom of your dresses before you enter
Hang your wet bonnets on the railing.” o
She really seemed half-distracted at the thought of the
mud and confusion around her, for her love of néatness
Was second only to her love of authority. But the rueful
countenances of the children, which began to have a blue
tinge the moment they ceased to exercise—the shivers

o
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which ran through their drenched

compassion.: ‘
e t3) .-
4 Run,” she cried, “yes, you m

some - warm drink prepared. ' Never

frames, "excited her
ay Tun up stairs, this

ind the tracks.

time; and change your wet clothes, E‘ecﬂy. I will have

I?iIever before had they rushed by
sty%e. © They scampered up stairs i
liké a covey of partridges, leaving

iss Manly in such a -
n their wet stockings,

Miss Manly gazing on

the| advancing figure of the stranger, who was conducting

the! two young ladies up the grave
scafrcely drag one weary foot after t
was hueless as marble. Eoline tuari
man, when, after having ascended 1
front of Miss Manly, and said—.

I walk, Louisa could
he other, and her tace
ned towalds the young
he steps, they stood in

«This gentleman has been kind enough fo shelter us

with hisi urabrella, and assist Miss

More, who, even with

' his aid, };xas been scarcely able to reach home.”
The young stranger made so hapdsome and reverential

‘2 bow to the tall and stately lady,
hand graciously to receive the card

that she extended her
he placed in it.

« Walk in, Mr, St. Leon,” said she, glancing at the
card, and repeating the name, as if it had an aristocratie
sound to her ears—“though accord:rg to the rules of my

Iy

institution, strangers are excluded
not bring letters of introduction,
rendered these young ladies, who
guardianship, entitle .you to my
ation.”

we have discovered his name, ds

om its portals, who do
the services you have
are under my especial
gratitude and considers

AT
« Thank you, madam,” said St.“Leon, (we are glad
it is very awkward to

speak of him as the young man,| and the stranger,) “1l
am in no condition to sit down|in a lady’s parlor. 1
will take the liberty of calling topmorrow, and inquiring

af#er the health of these young
suffer from their long exposure.”

ladies, who, I fear, will
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Bowing again, While Miss Manly emulated his Iit
ness by bending over him, he departed, though thout
a farewell glance at Eoline.. - % not without

Louisa had said that Miss Manly was
and Shft—:: II]Jro‘ved the truth of the rema
cares of the exhausted of !
had endeared her to doirl:zv;:g:es eaitta;:(t)ﬁness o oy

: | . ty she had nev;
disputed, and whose wishes she always seemed ‘anx:g;

}t:;rm;imipate.° i:Sdhe almost carried her to her chamber in
Tos, assisted in undressing her, a i |
] : nd establishi '
in dry sheets, and then brought hér a tumblerlso;'n\t?vahqr
sar‘]?-;re(f, and bathed her temples with cologne "
o haizld she had no heart,” repeated Eoline, to herself‘
wronged her. She really looks amiable ministef.
3 ol

ing wi ’
ng with a woman’s tendernesgs toone so meek and

Her character seems fragi]e!,
mad H .
her wear the other g ¢ of stripes, like a dress Isaw

; y=—with a thick hea i
:2;;1;;1 ‘and_ then one of the thinnest gauge, }ieinli)se .
iy emg,; Iinto each other—the edges are all hard "
- t}:; ! :Z;ilit:llighii of St. Leo'n, the interesting stranger,
oy ozl § glances of his lustrous dark eyes. How
o voice, and how graceful his motiong how
o su;e (113 max;lne'rs! St. Le.on !—it was a charming l,mme
o é}ev \;ve : s engaging owner. She thought ‘of,'
ot s e e gn » and wendered how e would have deport- |
Hopmsell ;;nzuzlrll aé I;sceneu She laughed at the idea of
brells oy g heads"e‘wet ground and holding an um-
13 »
Whoz:;lslge:f] Itthought she, “he looks far more like one
ey od ; er and protect from the storm and wind
o boi e}? erl, handsomle‘St. Leon. Horace is the oak
o ghs play not with the breeze, nor bow bef; ,
empest.  St. Leon, the graceful willow, whose pli;)rrxl:

branches swav ;
Y 1 every zephyr, .
have thought of taking gﬁ" hiI'; yr. Horace would never

76

kind in sickness,
rk in her tender

hat to screen me from the
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rain, though, if real danger approached, he might interpose
his body as a rampart. ' _
~ Louisa was the only sufferey from the rainy walk. Eoline
and the children, like spring flowers, blossomed more beau-
- tifully and brightly after their vern 1 baptism; but poor
'Louika bowed her head like a lily overcharged with dew,
‘and had not strength to lift it for several days. And now
‘she vras able to understand that though less admired than
‘Eoline, she was equally beloved. The same hands that
' almokt smothered the beautiful Eoline|with coronation flow-
'ers, without twining one garland for her pale and then
‘neglected brow, now ministered to her weakness, and alle-
 viated her sufferings. '
, “Oh, how ungrateful I have been,” said she, to Eoline..
|« Yesterday, when 1 saw you enthroned in.your regal
%bow& r, the object of such adoring homage, while [ was
| left forgottén and alome, I sighed, nbt for the honors and
j adulations which were your due, but at the thought that 1
was unloved. Oh, it was 2 cold, icy cold thought, ‘colder
than| the rain from which you sought to shelter me so
kindly. I find there are other flowprs, as sweet as May-
day blossoms, which™ the hand of affection may entwine,
and whose fragrance may penetrate the inmost heart, God
is mierciful—ein giving me a feeble frame, he has also
given me a claim on the sympathy and tenderness of others,
feelings of which love is born. HE does not forget us,
~ even| when we forget ourselves.” | u :
Happy they, who, by a divine alc \emy, can exiract the
balm of consolation from the bitter ingredients of human

suffering..

! A ‘
The evening after the holiday, St. Leon called, and was

received by Miss Manly with unusual graciousness, There
 was something so Jeferential in hig| manners, so winning

" 1n his appearance, he at once disar ed her of the hercu-
lean:ctub of formality, w?é which she banished all stran-
! .

1
I

|
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gers from her. portals. who were not furnished with the
proper Cf'edentlals. Eoline had not forgotten the enchant-
g strains wafted over the waters of the creek, and she
- \ ]
longed once more to listen to a voice of more than manly
mel?dyt.h St. Leon, who seemed to be an eﬁ‘%husia'st in
music, the moment he caught a glimpse
towards it, and exclaimed— ) P- of the harp ﬂe‘w
“Ah! this is indeed a treasure! Do you play, madam1”?
asked he, adroitly turning to Miss Manly ‘ .
‘ - '
) h‘I am not a great practitioner,” she replied, smilingly
though I flatter myself I am something of a connoiss:ur’

- I do my playing chiefly by proxy. If you are fond of

-music, I can promise you that Mi i
fuse to administer to iour grat?fii:sastgllfgmore i HO: ‘l'e‘
q “Fond of music!” cried he, enthusiastically, «T adore
it. It was the idol of my boyhood—the passi,on of my
n}anhood. Will Miss Glenmore indeed gratif’ 4
Plgh'ly P? added he, uncovering the instrument ér};d n;e iy
ing it towards her, As he did so, he ran his h::nd e
wires, with a practiced touch. o the
“ .Certainly,” replied she, seating herself with graceful
readiness, “but you will find my comi;ﬁance aris%s fi ]
very.selﬁsh motives—the hope of reward. Mr. St Leo""f’f;
continued she, turning to Miss Manly, “is a m;Jsic.ian hin’
self, and added an unexpected charm to our holiday” lm-
sures, by the music of a voice which it is onlv i f’P o
say I have never heard equalled.” 7 Justioe fo
sw‘f; vI:ia((:):. co%ore:d with delight. Eoline spoke of a
aect o wam s;)ngmg.,-, as fhe would of a magnolia blog,
- sat eautlful_ gift of God, and the owner had
s gif L ;)rrs :Ia;.mgy%r pride. She knew that she possessed
b » and she was grateful for it. Her mother,
o g;;;,o;l}s woman, uf;ed to tell her, when she was a
voice’ ha 8 I-? must. praise God for having given her a
Sihg His praise ; that the angels sahg divine hymns
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to their golden harps, and that one day her angel child !t

would be enrolled in that glorious choir.  Eoline never « Supposing it were my profession, would you inased

ceated horself at the harp without remembering the words desire my services, when you have such a world of music
of the mother, whose spirit-tongue now warbled the melo- in Miss Glenmore 1?°

© 8t. Leon turned round quickly, with a briglit smile,

e e ok e b

other, in her effort to keep time with his rapid movements. _. T'would rather have some kind of employment than re

¢« What a talent you have, Mr. St Leon!” she ex- ' ~ “11.3&111 a mere idler. If you indeed desire it, I shall co1:;,- _
claimed ; [ cannot but regret that you do not make music o ; sider myself highly honored to be associated v,vith an Insti -
your profession-—for then I should be tempted to secure ' '
your servicas as a vocalist*

dies of eternity. She never liked to'play upon it any but & « Miss Glenmore’s voice is admirable,” she replied, « but
holy anthems. It seemed sacrilege fo her to mingle with with a fine male voice in addition, x:ve could malze thé
the sacred associations of her childhood, the light and fash- . most splendid singing classes that were ever heard in a
ionable songs of the day. The instrument which the arch- ' ’ Female Institution. Such a second as yours would make
angels” waked to hosannas of glory, which the minstrel ( the fortune of any one who is not already lifted above its
monarch swept with adoring hand, and which her mother o caprices.” _
assimilated to the lyre of the seraphim, was hallowed in : People who know little of music, ﬁlways talk enthusi-
her eyes. astically of seconds, thinking it has a scientific sound.r
« Will you accompany me in this ?” said she, commenc- ; St.-Leon rose from the piano, aud eagerly approached =
ing part of an oratorio. Miss Manly. :
He immediately began one of the most melodious “ Though I cannot say that I have made music my pro- b
seconds, that flowed in under her clear rich soprano, like : fession, yet if you think my voice can be of any assistance
a fountain gushing beneath the surface of a stream, and ' . in your Institution, Miss Manly ”—here he made one of .
: mingling with its waves. Or, rather, her voice was the ; his peculiarly graceful bows-—¢believe me, it is at vour
: fountain, sending up its bright silvery wreaths to the sun . service, at all times and all hours.” , 7
! shine; his, the waters, murmuring in the deep reservoir L : «Indeed, sir,” replied Miss Maﬁly, hardly knowing how
2_3 below. ‘. to understand an offer, which seemed so gratuitous in ex-
Eoline was charmed; St. Leon inspired. They sang ; pression, but delighted with the manner in which it was
again and again-—and never did voices harmonize so per- made—“ I never imagined such a thing possible, when I
E feetly. They melted into each other as softly and as L made the suggestion. But if you are indeed \N;iliin to
= richly as the strains of the eolian lyre whose name she o become a coadjutor in the charming science of music ila !
k| bore. At length she paused and leaned against the harp— . I ask on what terms I can enlist your vocal powers s 7
for its chords, so sweet to the ear, are anything but down ' ) “Oh, it is of no consequence,” he answered, wi til -some
{6 the touch. St. Leon then seated himself at the piano, _‘ = confusion; «I will leave that entirely to your;elf ; it can
| . and the keys flashed under his flying fingers. Miss Manly : be arranged heréafter. I am something of a 'travegllef but _
“ é" was in ccstasics.  Her cwls flew from one side to the - o m B have no objection to rest a while in your beautiful vaile;]r

A L ST kil

tut‘gn Which-combines $0 many rare attractions.”’~ .
e addressed Miss Manly, but his glance in conclusion,

¢ : -
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was directed towards Eoline. Miss Manly did not per-
ceive this—for she had already commenced a bow of ac-
knowledgment, or she would not have felt so much
gratified at the compliment. Eoline listened with surprise
and embarrassment, to an arrangement which would bring
her in such close companionship with a stranger. She
was astonished that Miss Manly, with her iron rules and
inflexible formality, should have courted a proposition she
would have thought foreign to all her ideas of propriety.
But Miss Manly was not that strange anomaly, a woman
without a heart, which Eoline had at first supposed her to
be. She had a heart, thongh covered with a coat of mail,
It might be supposed that a Geliah or a Sampson would
be more likely to pierce through its steel panoply, than
this young, romantic-looking stranger; but it is certain,
that she had never looked upon mortal man with the same
favor which he, at the first glance, had won. “Though her
extraordinary height, and the still more extraordinary airs
of command which she assumed, gave her an appearance
of fuller maturity—she was not more than five-and twenty.
Though passed the vernal equinox of youth, she had not
reached the summer solstice of womanhood. St. Leon
had those dangerous, languishingly brilliant eyes, that
seemed “to love whateler they looked wupon,” and when
he fixed those eyes upon her face, making the earnest offer
of his services, she could not help thinking he was inspired
by no common interest in the Principal of the Magnolia
Vale Seminary. She had no mean estimate of her own
attractions. If nature had not endowed her with the
beauty of a Venus, she believed herself possessed of the
majesty of a Juno, the purity of a Diana, and the wisdom
of a Pallas.

“If you will call to-morrow morning, Mr. St. Leon,”
guid she, with dignified affability, ¢ at about eleven o'clock,

R
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the hour of recess, I shall be extremely happy to make the
necessary arrangeients on this very interesting subject.”
St. Leon called, the arrangements were made, and his

. name added-to the list of instructors in the Magnolia Vale

Seminary. The young misses were hLighly pleased with
this addition to the faculty, and Holine felt a charm
thrown around the lessons by the fascinations of his
voice and manner, unknown before. As they were ar-
ranged at those hours when Miss Manly could sanction
them by her majestic presence, Eoline was ‘spared those
feelings of embarrassment which might arise from being
associated so intimately with so young and handsome a
man. There was a mystery about him that added to the
interest he inspired. She was certain that he was as un~

- accustomed fo labor for others as herself, and that what-

ever motives induced him fo assume the position which he
now occupied, he was born to affluence and rank, Hedid
not board in the seminary, but there was always some ex-
cuse for bringing him there in the evening, a piece of new
music to practice, a string of Eoline’s harp or guitar to
mend, or some new book to read to Miss Manly. He was
a universal favorite, from the dignified principal to the-
smallest child in the establishment. . As we sald before, he
had those mild, expressive eyes, that seemed fo rain love
and sunshine on all; and all the sweet and graceful cour-
tesies of life, which Horace Cleveland had slighted from
his boyhood, St. Leon was ever ready to offer. In their
walks, if Louisa’s steps flageed from weaxiness, his arm

~was always extended for her support; when Miss Manly

commenced her brilliant harangues, he gave her the most

. respectful attention, yet it was evident that Eoline was

the inspiration of all his actions,—evident to all but Miss
Manly, who still continued strong in her first impression,

- that deep and admiring ‘reverence for herself was the

charm that bound him to Magnolia Vale.
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There was only one restriction which Miss Manly irm-
posed upon him—and that was, that he should leave his
beautiful, silky-cared dog at Montebello. Being an ex-
ceedingly democratic quadruped, though belonging to an
atistocratic master, he bade defiance to all her rules, and
created an anarcly in the school-room that threatened the
destruction of her dynasty. Miss Manly was not fond of
dogs or cats. Her only pets were peacocks, whose starry-
eyed plumage illuminated the inclosure back of the semi-
nary, The bird consecrated to Juno, seemed alone worthy
of her caresses.

~

CHAPTER V. .
We will return for a while to the deserted Master of
Glenmore,—and see what joy and comfort he finds-in his
now daughterless home. We will look in upon him, about
the time that Horace returned from his visit to Magnoli
Vale, while lingering Winter still makes the fireside the
brightest, happiest spot. He is sitting on the same sole).
which Eoline always wheeled up for him in exactly the
same spot, his feet are encased in the beautiful embroidL
ered slippers her hand had wrought, he has on his silve;'
gray wrapper, and the green shade softens the splendor of'L
the astral lamp. He sits with his arms folded, gazing at
the illuminated hearth. ' |
“Do you want any thing more, master 1” \
¢“ Nothing,” i
*« Shall I bring Master Willie down before he goes to,
bed 1’ -
“Yes.” ' |
“ Gatty closed the door. ¢« How different,” thought he,
“from the sweet voice of Eoline. The lamp has too great
a glare. Eoline knew how to temper its lustre, so that it
was as soft as moonlight. The curtains hang awry. Every
thing misses the magic of her graceful touch. She was
certainly a most loving and affectionate daughter, till her
pride rose up and overshadowed all her lovely domestic:
virtues. Pride l—pride!” repeated the proud father, per- |
fectly unconscious of being under its tyrannical dominion
himself, «it w[a;;pride that caused the angels to be banish- |
ed from heaver. It is the curse of many a domestic Eden. |
{1" she would even now unbend and obey my will, I would |

(101) ‘f
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forgive her past rebellion and receive her to my arms, for
olt! I do feel such a void, such a dreary void!”

He pauscd with a long, deep sigh, but no light footstep
hovered near, no gentle voice inquired,

“Iather, what can [ do to cheer you?” a. in hours that
were past.

Yes!—light footsteps did come near—a gentle voice did
breathe into his ear, but it brought no balm, for its burden
was Holine, sweet sister Ela.  Willie came to pay his
nightly visit, but the child who mourned for his sister
and refused to be comforted, was always sure to say some-

thing that struck like a dagger to his father’s heart. The
beautiful boy
“Ted by his dusky guide,
Like morning brought by night,”
glides along in Lig night-dvess and stood by his father’s
knee,

“When is Ela coming back?” was always his first
-question.  In vain had he been forbidden to ask it. In
vain had he been told that no one knew when Ela was
coming. He thought as his father went abroad every day,
that he must hear something of his sister, and still uni-
formly as the night came on, and Gatty brought him to
tis father’s knee, he would lift his tender, wistful brown
eves to Ins face, and repeat the burden of his young and
vearning heart, .

“ When is sister Illa coming home 77

This night the question scemed unusually painful to
Mr. Glenmore, and he answered impatiently,

“T have told you a huiidred times that I know nothing
about it.  Why wi/l you persist in asking 1

 Because 1 want to see her so bad. I must see her fa.
ther. T can’t live without seeing her,”

His beautiful eyes were crystalized with tears. His
father could mot speak harshly to such a cherub, though he

|
I
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often sent such barbed arrows to his conscience. ‘He tobk
the child in his arms and talked fo him of his playthings,
of a little pony he was going to buy him, but no matter -
what subject was introc_iuced, by some association it broug; t
him back to Ela. ) |

«] don’t want a pony, unless you send for Ela to s%ae
me ride it, When are you going to send for her 1? 1

«She does not want to come home. She wentaway
because she does not love us well enough to stay with ys,
Willie. You must learn to be happy without her.”

« But I cannot,” repeated the boy, “and I know she dogs
love us. And she didn’t want to go away, either. Iremex?-
ber how she rained her tears on my neck, and how she
sobbed and wept, as if her heart were breaking all to pieces.
What for did she cry so hard about going away, if she
wanted to leave us?”’ o

Many a one besides Mr. Glenmore has found it hard o
confute, with false sophistry, the pure logic of . childhood.
He remembered himself the filial shower which drenche
his bosom, the warm embrace, the clinging arms, the pray-
erful entreaties of that night of anguish; and he knew h{ﬂ
had spoken falsely when he had said that she wanted to leave
them, But he could not tfell this little single-hearted
child, that he had banished her-because she would not marry
Horace Cleveland. fo

“ You must not talk about Eoline any more, Willie,”
said he, smoothing back his ringlets, without looking him
in the face. 1 have told you so many times, I repeat it
again. If you do not obey me, I shall tell Gatty to put
you to bed without bringing you down stairs to see me.
Will you mind me, Willie ¥ .

The child slid out of his father’s arms, and took hold of
Gatty’s hand. ‘

“ You needn’t bring me down stairs at night any more,
Gatty,” said he, sadly, but resolutely, « I cap’t help talk
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ing about Ela, and I don’t want to. She’s good, and I
love her. T will talk about her,”” added the boy, his heart
swelling and heaving with suppressed sobs. ¢ She’s my
sister, and I won’t forget her,”

Again Mr. Glenmore was left alone, alone with his
inflexibility and his pride. He took up a book and endea-
vored to read, but he had been so accustomed to have
Eoline read aleud to him, that all books seemed insipid,
wanting the charm of her melodious voice,

“ Miserable father!” he exclaimed, throwing down his

book, “both my children turn against me, They care not
for me—intent on their own stubborn will, No one cares
for me. Kven Cleveland looks coldly on me since my
daughter has left me, as if T could have helped her rejec-
tion of his son? What.could I do more than discard, banish
her T Willie, young as he is, boldly reproaches me for the
loss of his sister. Iven my negroes roll their eye-balls
saucily in my face when they ask me when Dve heard
from Miss Foline. Yet it is her own fault—all her own
fault—though I must bear the blame and the reproach.
Such is the justice of the world, It is, ¢There goes the
cruel father'—not a word of the obstmate, ungrateful
daughter.”

IIL was interrupted in his meditations by the announce-
ment of a visitor, and Horace Cleveland entered, He
seemed in haste. His mother was unusually ill. They
were to start for Cuba on the morrow. He came to pay
his parling respects.

«1 have seen your daughter,” he added, abruptly. «She
burdened me with a thousand messages of love to yourself
and Wilhe.”

“She is well, I trust,” said Mr. Glenmore, irying to
speak in an indifferent tone, though he started with sur+
prise and pleasure.

“She is well, but she cannot be happy, situated as she

EOLINE; OR, MAGNOLIA VALE. 105

is. Mr. Glenmore, you cannot allow her to remain there.
You cannot permit your daughter to labor under a stern
task-mistress, when you have, educated her so munificently,
nurtured her so tenderly ; when the principles to which
she has sacrificed the luxuries of home, ought fo glorify
her in your eyes.”

“Really,” said Mr. Glenmore, looking with surprise on the
animated countenance of the young man, ¢ if you had mani-
fested as much interest in my daughter’s behalf, before her
departure, she might perhaps have been reconciled to re-
main. For, let me tell you, young man,” continued he,
glad to’find some channel in which he could pour out his
exasperated feelings, it always did seem very strange to
me, that youshould look with such coldness and indifference
on a girl of Eoline’s acknowledged attractions. One
would have supposed that you were doomed to wed poverty

and deformity, instead of affluence and beauty,—that you

were to be dragged to the scaffold instead of the altar.
If 1 had not said she should marry you,” added he, growing
warmer and warmer as he expatiated on the subject, and
still clinging to the sheet-anchor of his soul, his own iron
will—«if I had not’ passed my word, a word that never
has been broken, and never shall be, I would like her all
the better for her woman’s spirit.”

«J never have felt myself worthy of your daughter, sir,”
rephed Horace, apparently stung by Mr. Glenmore’s bitter .
taunts. “I acknowledge I have been unjust to her merits,
I have lived in a world of my own, from earliest boyhood,

- very much like the chrysalis in its shell. I could not be

forced to affect an interest I did not feel. The heart admits

o dictator, At least mine ddes not. Your daughter
has nobly asserted the independence of herss* I admire; ¢
honor her for it. She should be crowaséd. with laurels
instead of being doomed to banishment; exalted into 3
heroine, instead of Leing forced to earn her daily bread.”




106 EOLINE ; OR, MAGNOLIA VALE.

« Does she appear unhappy ¥’ asked Mr. Glenmore,
charmed, in spite of himself, ulth Horace’s warm eulo-
gluﬂ'l o
“ She told me ghe was ruswned if not hmppy. A spmt
like hers would sustain itself in any situation.’

“ How did she receive you?” asked the father.

« Far more cordially than I deserved. 'We parted friends,
hetter frivnds than we met. Friends, I trust, we shall ever
remain,’”’

“Triends!” repeated Mr. Glenmore, with a peculiar
smile.  “ When a young man and & young girl talk about
being friends all their lives, we know what it means. I see
very well that it rests with yourself to shorten the period
of my daughter’s banishment. If you wish it, you can
hasten her return,”

¢ No, sir,” hastily interrupted Horace, the blood rush~
ing even to his temples, “she did not disguise the repug-
nance which induced her to flee. I have no hope that
could ever conquer it. T am destitute of those graces and
accomplishments which charm the eye and win the affec-
tions of the young and beautiful, Yet with so litile to
inspire love, I should be boundless in my wishes, endless
m my exactions. If I once loved, I should be an enthu-
siast, and stake my life's happiness on being loved in
return. I tremble for what might be the consequences.”

“You have thought of the subject since your visit to
Magnolia Vale, it seems,” said Mr. Glenmore, sarcastically.

«T have,” replicd he, frankly, “and felt, too, as I have
never done beforey but, as I leave home to-morrow, and
it may be long before I returp, I shall have ample time
to recover thie former tone of my mind. In the meantime,
I know your parental heart will plead for your daughter’s
restoration, and will not plead in vain.”

« What fools sensible young men can make of them-
selves!” exclaimed Mr. Glenmore., I want to know.what
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is the reason you could not make yourself loved, if you

iried? With 2 fine face, a splendid figure, talents of which,
any man might be proud, a large fortune, and an unble.:

mished character, you talk as if you were a scarecrow,
terrible enough to frighten away all the girls in Chns-
tendom.”

“I spoke only of Eoline’s repugnance, sir,”

« And that was born of your indifference, The burden
of her song’ was that she could not be an unloved wife,
that she could not marry a man who disliked her.”

« Disliked her!” repeated Horace, %1 never disliked
her. I was indifferent, blind, stolid, perhaps. Mr. Glen-
more, I cannot remain to discuss this subject farther, to-

night. I should be glad to hear you say, before I leave, -

that you would- recall Eoline from banishment. I should
go with a lighter heart.”

“Did she commission you to plead in her behalf 1"

“ No, sir,” replied the young man, with growing warmth.
“All that T have said, is the spontaneous suggestion of my
own mind. She asks nothing, claims nothing from you.
If you were in sickness and sorrow, she would fly to you
on the wings of filial love; but in your day of prosperity
and strength, she feels that you need not her ministrations.

~ But you do, sir~—I see that you do.”

Horace took up his hat and moved-towards the door.
Mr. Glenmore held out his hand.

“T am not offended with your frankness, Horace, I am

~ glad that you have seen Eoline, and that you seem to like

her better than you once did. - I suspect she will be tired
ol her experiment and come back after a while. Iwill not
turn her from my door, but she knows the conditions on
which I can receive her as & daughter, and so do you.

~Tarewell I—a pleasant voyage and the speedy restoration
of your mother’s health,”

“ They have entered-into a conspiracy against me, to-

°
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night,” said Mr, Glenmore, when he retired into his cham.-
ber and closed the door. I wonder if they will let me
sleep, T suspect even the ghosts will haunt my pillow,
and cry out, ‘fioline, Eoline.) ”

Poor man! Lis own heart kept echoing the same elo-

quent cry, and he heard it through the steel armor of his, -

pride, and he tried to double the panoply and pile wup
mountains of defence, but it would be heard, in sunshine
and shadow, by day and by night, that one, sweet, mustcal
name, “ Loline, Eoline.”

In the unusnal agitation of his mind, he forgot to extin-
guish his light, but fell asleep with the lamp blazing on
the table.  How long he had slept he knew not, but he
awakened with a thrill of horror, at feeling a little cold
hand laid ‘on his, and starting up in bed, he saw a small
white fizure standing by him, with his large, pensive eyes
fixed lmmovably on his face. :

“ Willie,” he exclaimed, “Willie, what are you doing
here 17

The child moved not. Iis eyes remained fixed as the
eves of the dead. Tts cold hand pressed his. Its auburn
ringhets hung listless on its cheeks.

“When is Ela coming back 77 it ericd, in a strange, un-
natural tone,

For a mowment the father trembled with superstitious
terror—so pale and still and corpse-like the child looked,
in the glare of the yellow lamp-light—but he recollected
that Willie was 2 somnambulist, and had frequently
alarined the family by his nocturnal rambles.  Still it was
the first time he had ever sought Aés bed—the first time
that the voice of that mysterious existence between life
and death had ever sounded in his ears—and when he
heard the name of Eoline issuing from those statue-like
tips in the silence of the night, and the loneliness of his
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apartment, he would have scarcely felt more awe had z;
inhabitant from the tomh addressed him. *
“ Willie, my child,” cried he, “awalke,
walk about in your sleep in this manner.”
. t « f;{n looking for Ela,” replied the boy, fixing his stilj
-, star- i ’
:sz Vi ne?:,eyes on the face of his father, = « Is she gone to
“Come to bed, Willie,” said hi i
his arms and lifting him i’nto bgd 1::; If?: };1%.’:“?: ‘;\?;flg E'ﬁ
Jour eyes and lie still. Don’t Say any thing more :f—v st
The child lay still and silent, but he didgnot I. hi
eyes. . Calm, deep and serene 28 a moon-lit lalzeoiihe:
b ]

not a breath of Wind-agitates it
. e 8 surf; i .
orbs, mirrored the troubled g =€, their dark, brown

was as cold as ice, and b
father could not te]] wh
whether in that awfyl s chill, shi
Ing sensations, those who wake fo hehold i the .10
- old it; ori
consciousness of being pillowed on the bosfo’ whoss oo

. m, who, 1
z:;lt se;lf-\;qil g‘ahd %o lately repelled that youx;g an;eil:::lic
1ead. us looking } - '

! _ \ g nto each othey
faces, while the long wick of the lamp wavered, 5 r; "l
strange shadows on the wall, P mede

“I cannot bear this

You must not

* his embrace,

sic info hig ears,
“I will write to Eoline to

-Imory »
last resolve, as he fell asleep s the fathers

by his sleeping boy Wh
- - - » - ) en
In the morning, Willje was gor?e. The httle

;(i);m;a;;bulist ha-d stolen back to hjs couch, unknown tg
anueﬁ hm?;' and himself ; and Iike the. night-vision of the
child, the good resolutions of Mr. Glenmore Jeg .
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with returning sunshine. Remorse is a pale ghost, thai
hauits the midnight shades. Pride, a giant, with greaves
of brass and spear of iron, challenging, under the broad
day-beam, the armies of the living God. 1f night were
the time for action, Eoline had long since been recalled,
but unfortunately ber avengers walked in darkness, and in
the licht the strong man defied their power.
He hLad business to transact that day, which led him
about twenty miles from home. The air was clear and
elastic, the sky blue and clear, the horse which bore him
fleet and spirited. Mr. Glenmore’s spirits rose, and the lord
of Glenmore Place seemed to oceupy a very enviable
niche in the temple of the world, The business detained
him longer than he anticipated, and be concluded to pass
the night with a friend, an old college friend of his, whom
he had not met since their parting on commencement day,
when, from the threshold of manhood, they had looked
out into life and saw nothing but a crowd of indistinct
and glorious images. For years he had seen nothing of
this friend, and knew not until lately that he had become
a resident of a place so near his own. It was not without
emotion that he inquired the way to his dwelling, and
asked if Mr. Wilton were at home. He was ushered into
a handscmne parlor, where he awaited the entrance of his
friend.
« This is an awkward position,” thought Mr. Glenmore,
«[ Lnow not what has befallen him during these long
years of separation. If I inquire after the health of his
wife, she may, like mine, be sleeping the deep sleep that
Xknows no awakening here. If I ask after his children, he
may have none, or they may be dead, or what is still
worse, worthiless. If he pay me the same compliment, I
shall feel something as if I were under the operation of
the-tourniquet It is a dangerous thing for friends to meet
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after the lapse of years, unless the tongue of the absent
has been made eloguent during the interval,” "
- While waiting for his friend, he was attracted by a bea
tiful picture on the wall opposite the mantel-piece }11-: )
was a young girl in the garb of a shepherdess, with a (':'rook
in her hand, and a-straw hat, encircled with ,a garland of
roses, on her head. Her eyes were so black and lustrous
her- hair so black, waving and redundant, her cheeks sc;
radiant with life-roses, and her whole ficure so airy and
l?uoyant, so full of youth and grace, that it gave gfne
Joyous sensation to gaze upon it. :
“That must be his wife or daughter,” thoucht Mr. '
Glenmcu_'e. “It is almost as beautiful as 1;1y ownonli .
But Eoline has the beauty of thie mornine. This remi “;‘- '
me of the midnight’s. splendor,” b e
A gentleman entered in whose slender form, thin featurés
:,lzld sallow complexion, he would never have recognized’
e handsom'e person of the youthful graduate. Neither
hwoulc.l the jnhm, sallow, yet distinguished Iookino;Eentle;nan

ave identified the slender, graceful student i; the portly
pef‘scél and worldly face of the aristocratic m:,in beforrf himy
o -isillmorﬁ, I am.glad to see you,” said Wilton, in a:
rioups, tgneaz‘; ;lfly;:célce, ho:v different from the gay, hila-
on good terme Perc:g:é'” You and the world have been

“And how fares it with you, my fz;iend 1 asked Glen-~

more, all his best and kindest feelings stirred within him
¥

as il;; visions of hig yozuth rose one by one before his eyes.
. ;n; ;ezeit:m a kind of walking ghost,” he replied,
o o bel 1:‘ now than I was six months ago. ‘Then,
ed 1oy rav); aig‘ been thc‘mght premature to have mea
o 0§ o X 1ut walk into our family sitting-room
e 2ir of f'.s cold parlor seems chill ‘and ungenial to
0 Tlend in.  Come, let me introduce you to-m
You will see my daughter too,”” added I;e, in a iov}vr
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voice, as they threaded the long passage, ¢ or rather what
was once my danchter, You noticed the picture over the
sofa. See if you can trace any resemblance.”

A servant at this moment opening the door, Mr. Wilton
checked what he was about to utter, and ushered his triend
into the room where two ladies were seated. The elder.of
the two, a very fine-looking, but pale and care-worn lady,
rose to receive him, the wife and mother of the family.
The other did not move nor take any notice of the intro-
duction, hut sat like a statue of stone, her large black eyes
riveted on the floor, with an expression of hopeless despon-
drncy, In vain did Mr. Glenmore endeavor to trace in
that wild, faded and stony countenance, any resemblance

ta the bright, smiling, blooming shepherdess of the parlor.

He looked at his friend, who turned away his head with a
sigh, then resuming the conversation, he led the way back
throngh the scenes of their youth, and gathered up a thou-
sand reminiscences of their college life, The evening
glided away unconsciously, and the sallow face of Wilton
lighted up with a kind of sunset glow.

« Amelia, my dear,” said Mrs, Wilton, to the pale statue
on the sofiu, ¢ you had better retire. It is later than you
usually sit up.”’

«] cannot go alone, mother,” she answéred, with a hol-
low, meclancholy accent. #I'll go, when you are ready,
but not alone. That is, if you are willing to let me wait.
I'l1 do just as you think best.”

Mrs. Wilton roge with a sad countenance, and bidding
Mr. Glenmore good-night, took her daughter’s passive hand
and led her from the room. As they passed through the
door, the latter rolled her large, wild eyes back one mo-
ment on the stranger’s face, and then disappeared. M.
(Glenmore stacted. Tt seemed to him a voice was echoing
throngh the apartinent, as through his own echoing halls,
“ linkne, Eoline,”
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“My poor, unhappy child I exclaimed Wilten, clasping
his hands together and leaning his forehead upon them.
“ How my heart bleeds for her, When I think what she
once was, and what she now is, I can scarcely believe in
ager identity.” o

“ What has been the cause of this calamity ¥’ asked
Mr. Glenmore, strangely associating the thought of his
blooming Eoline with this wreck of woman’s loveliness,

“ A loveless, ill-assorted marriage,” exclaimed the father,
with emphasis. “A marriage that has,frozen the fountains
of youthful feelings, paralized the spring of youthful enex-
gv, and turned her heart to stone.”

The ruddy hue of Mr, Glenmore’s cheek turned of ashy
paleness, Once more the sweet name of Eoline breathed

softly in the father’s ear,

“Was it a marriage of compulsion 1’ asked the con-
science-stricken Glenmore.

¢ Not exactly of compulsion,” replied the father; «but
if you will not be a weary listener, I will relate to you all
the circumstances.”

Mr. Glenmore drew his chair still nearer, and his cound

tenance expressed the deep interest he felt. 1\

“I have two sons in college,” continued M. Wilton,i
“but this is my only daughter. Were it not for the picture%
on which I saw you gazing, you might well believe it a
father’s partiality, when I tell you how fair and beautifﬁll
my poor, faded child once was, She had but one fault—a!
too yielding temper. Ever swayed by the will of others,‘{
ever sacrificing her own wishes to those around her, it was
impossible to discover whether she had a wish or will of
her own. If I said, ¢will you do so and so, my Amelia
slie always answered, ¢If you and my mother desire if’ |
We‘ngve1- controlled her, never intimidated her by’ the.
manifestation of an arbitrary will. We endeavored to giveil :
tone to ber meek and too passive character. We encou !

‘\
|
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raged her to lean on her own judgment, to think, feel and
act for herself, but she never would do it; never would
seleet a ribbon or an ornament without the approval of hex
mother’s taste, or a book or journal, unsanctioned by her
father’s judgment. At length about two years ago, a gentle-
man of unblemished reputation, wealth and standing, paid
his addresses to her. He was of cold, reserved manners,
and somewhat unattractive in appearance, but he appeared
devoledly atlached to our Amelia, who hardly lifted her
eyes in his presence, and very seldom spoke. For several
months previous she had been unusually languid, and fre-
quently sunk into long fits of melancholy, which, not being
able to trace to any mental cause, filled us with solicilude
about her health, We hoped the attentions of Mr. Lovell
would be a source of interest and excitement, and therefore
encouraged them. When we appealed to her for deei-
sion on this all-important subject, she again and again re-
peated, T will do just as you, my parents, think best. 1
have no will but yours.’

“¢But your own happiness, my child, is at stake, It is
for you to decide where your own heart is concerned
Let it speak, and listen to its dictates. Do you love
him ¥

« [ respect and esteem him,’ she would answer. ¢I am
willing to marry him if you think it best that I should.

“Yes——she was willing—friends were urgent—the gen-
tleman pressing-—and we, believing him to be a moral,
sensible and honorable man, having the responsibility of

choosing for her, thus forced upon us, advised, nay, even
urged her aceeptance of his addresses—we were weary of
her indecision.  We saw no reasonable objection, and as
her heart did not seem pre-occupied with another, we
trusted he would, in time, rouse it from the constitutional
apathy in which it was stceped, Were we right in so
Joing 1 '

|
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« Certainly-—certainly,” answered Mr. Glenmore.-—i?—
« What else could you do 1" !
« Well, she married, and her husband carried her to his
own home, very far from ours, In a year’s time we
yearned to see her. We wrote and entreated her to come.
She answered that she would if her husband were willing,
she had no will but his. - He was not willing. He was
cold, selfish, and self-willed. We had been all tenderness
and indulgence. 'We had anticipated all her wishes. Her

husband thought only of the gratification of his own.

"The poor child fell into a state of perfect stagnation, Her
_bealth languished, her spirits sank into the waveless calm

of hopeless 'd,%pondency, and last week he brought her

‘back to remmain with us while he is. making an European

tour. If you were to ask her now if she is happy, she
would say, ‘I think so, that is; if my hushand is willing.’
Glenmore, you have a daughter?” |

“Yes.” '

“ Hag she a will of her own 1"

“Yes, and a pretty strong one.” '.

“Thank God for it. Thank God that she can ‘take the
responsibility of her destiny out of your hands. "I begin
to think my poor girl had no heart, but she must have had
one, or she would not have felt it freezing and freezing,
like the waters of a still lake in a frosty atmosphere. Had
she waited till love had ruffled those still waters, she had
escaped this hiving death, If you love your daughter
never let her marry a man whom she does not love wiin
all her heart and soul. Make her take the responsibility“
of her life’s future out of your keeping. God knows \(hat
our own accountability is a sufficiently fearful trust. I
have been a wretched invalid for many a day, but this
afiliction has added the weight of twenty years to my ex-
istence.” -

“I'am sorry for you,” said Mr. Glenmore, thoughtfulty.
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¢ This is really an extraordinary case. But I see no pos-

mble blame that you can attach to yourself What a
strange world this is! You are made wretched, because
your daughter has been made a passive being in the hands
of others; I, because I cannot bend the stubborn will of
mine, to my own superior judgment. Certainly my trials
are very different from yours.” "

Here he related to his friend his own domestic history,
dwelling on his baflled hopes, his defeated plans, his
wounded pride and affection, Wilton listened with in-
tense interest. He rose and walked the room, rubbed his
hands together, and fixed upon the speaker hié deep-set
and intelligent eyes.

“ And you have discarded, banished this glorious girl!”
he exclaimed, when Glenmore paused for breath. ¢ Cast
her from you, because she has dared to be the judge of
her own happiness ; dared to assert the supremacy of con-
science, honor and truth, over parental authority. You
ought rather to erect an altar to her, and pay homage to
the purity and rectitude of her principles, the noble inde-
pendence of her spirit.  The young man, too! I like him,
{ like his proud sincerity, his unbending firmness. W hat
a pity you fathers tried to force them together. Had you
left them free, they might have been drawn towards each
other by a natural attlactlon, but the lordly spirit di sdains
coercion. Chains are chains, though forged of gold, and
thev will excoriate the heart, though covered with roses.
Glenmore, you must recall this daughter of yours, 1f
you do not, by Heaven, I will adopt her for my own !”

«“If T had not pledged my word—a word never yet
broken!” exclaimed Mr. Glenmore.

“ Away with such Sophistry 17 Clied his friend. ¢ The
word spoken in passion 1s no more bmdmg than the oath

of a maniac Tn utter a rash promlse is foohsh to
Id
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persist in it, when reason and Justlce condemn 1it, is
criminal.”

“If I thought I should not forfeit my character for con-
sistency !” said the father of oline.

Wilton’s melancholy features relaxed into a smile,

“ We are wretched self-deceivers, my friend. Why,
you are the most inconsistent man in the universe, at
this moment. Fér eighteen years, you have been sparing
neither time nor money, in forming a lovely, intelligent,
high-principled human being, and now you have thrown
her from you, because she refuses to be a soulless ma-
chine, a heartless piece of barter and merchandise. If
that is what you call consistency, I must say, you have
studied a very different lexicography from what I have.”

“I will write to her!” exclaimed Glenmore, with
sudden warmth, grasping Wilton’s hand in both his,
“ You are right. I thank you for opening my eyes to the
real excellencies of her character. I have never known
one moment’s peace or happiness since she left me. My
home has seemed a tomb, my heari a grave. Give me
pen, ink and paper, and I will write to her, this very night.
Surely, Providence sent me hither, thit the sight of your
poor frozen child should restore mine to her forfeit-place
in my affections.”

~ A portable writing-desk, containing all the I‘EqUISlte
materials, was immediately placed before him. Wilton
looked on, with benevolent approbation, while he wrote,
under the influence of excited feelings, what would have
brought back the banished daughter at once, to her father’s
arms.

“ There,” said he, pushing the paper towards Wilton,

“read it, and write approved at the bottom of it, if you
will.?

“ Written hke a father, a man and a Christian,” re-
plied Wilton, laymg hls hand on his shoulder, “Beheve

e
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me, the only true dignity consists in a practical recanta-
tion of the errors of passion and of pride. Your daughter
will love and respect you far more than ever—so will all
rood and honest men.”

Mr. Glenmore returned home with a lightened heart.
Day after day and week after week, he waited, with an
iinpatience that baffles description, for tidings from Mag-
nolia Vale. But no letter, overflowing with grateful emo-
tion—no Eoline, flying on the wings of the wind to the
arms now open to receive her, gladdened the sad mono-
tonv of Glenmore Place.

« She scorns my offer of reconciliation,” he cried, pride
durkening into wrath, ¢ She refuses my forgiveness, and
spurns my humihiation. Well, let her reap as she has
sown, Though she steep her bread of dependence in bit-
ter tears, though her hireling wages be earned by her
heart’s best blood, she shall walk on in the thorny path
she herself has chosen, These rejected arms shall close
forever over my wronged and alienated afections. 1
micht have known—"" continued the excited father, “that
will of lers would never bend. The eternal vault of
Heaven would swerve from its stately arch, sooner than
that blue eye soften its bright, yet resolute beam.”

At the remembrance of that blue eye, pure and celes-
tial as the Heavens, whose hue it had borrowed, a feel-
ing of tenderness touched the proud father’s heart. A
tear glazed his haughty eye. He dashed it angrily away.

“Why should I feel, since she is forever estranged1”
he eried.  “Away with this weakness. Wilton may
weep if he will, over his frozen child, and it is well.
Mine has transformed herself into a pillar of fire, which
her own tears may quench, not mine.”

Poor Eoline, how little she dreamed of the storm of
passion she had unconsciously excited in the bosom she
believed 1mpassive to parental emotions. The letter of
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reconciliation had never reached her. By a strange fa-
tality, it had miscarried, and thus widened the breach it
was intended to heal. The dove of peace was not per-
mitted to perform its heavenly mission, and the olive
branch withered in its beak. '




CHAPTER VL

Eoline had become accustomed to her little severely-
furnished apartment. She nolonger contrasted it with her
beantiful and airy chamber at Glenmore Place, but with
the hustle of the school-room and the pompous formality
of the dining hall. Miss Manly had supplied her with a
rockine-chair of her own, which, if not covered with crim-
son velvet, was low and comfortable, in comparison with
the Windsor machines, with their tall, tomb-stone backs.
The dark counterpane was exchanged for one of snowy-
white dimity—the little narrow, green window curtains for
white flowing ones; even the morose-looking wardrobe re-
laxed its stern features under a smiling coat of new varnish.
Then her mantel-piece and table were always covered with
the sweetest and fairest flowers of the season—the floral
offeriney of her juvenile admirers—so that she seemed sur-
rounded by the redolence of Spring and the glory of Sum-
mer. From her windows she could look down upon
Magnolia Vale, with its emerald carpet and flowering trees—
and the roar of the mill-dam came like a deep bass in na-
ture’s anthem to her musing ear. She could catch the
silver flash of the waters as they sparkled in the sun—for

thongh the road which led to the spot wasleng and winding,’

encircling a wild and woody glen, the vale itself was not
far from the seminary,  Koline had reallybegun to love
the reticement of her littleapartment, and to associate with
it feelings of home and comfort. Here Louisa often passed
with her the evening hours—and Eoline always felt nearer

Heaven when she left her. Here darling Fanny would

come stealing in, after the nine o’clock bell had rung the
" (120) -
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+ children to bed, half hidden in her mantle of ringlets; and
- Selma, with her straight, black hair of Indian polish and

redundance, unloosened and floating, ready to be gathered
under the muslin cap, would peep in with sly and mis-
chievous smile. Annie Grey--gentle Annie, as she was
called—could not go to sleep without coming to give Eoline
a foving good night. And bonny Bessie Bell had learned
the way, after the «curfew tolled,” to elude Miss Manly’s
vigilant ear, and glide tiptoe along the passage to the Bower
of this May Queen, as they called Eoline’s bouquet-scented
apartment. The girls loved dearly to cateh her at her
night toilet. They almost quarreled for the privilege of
combing out the rippling gold of her hair. Sometimes she
had half-a-dozen frizeurs flying about her head at the same
moment—one braiding, another curling, another smoothing
and burnishing the flowing silk with her rosy palm. Eoline,
would laugh, and call them her bower-maidens, and repay
their toil with fond caresses. At times, she fell asleep un
der ihe soothing operalion, when she was awakened by a
shower of kLisses, mingled with rose leaves stolen from her
vases. . . , ‘

This was all very pleasant to the young and affectionate
Eoline, after being confined all day to her monotonous
lessons, and being measured and squared by Miss Manly’s
rule and compass; but she was not permiited to enjoy this -
sweet abandonment from restraini much longer.

One evening, after having returned from'a walk to the

vale, where St. Liegn had met her, and borne her burden
of flowers,she passed up to her room, her cheek flushed

from exercise, gnd perhaps brightened by the reflection of
St. Leon’s languishing dark eyes. She beheld with asto-
nishment a pile of trunks, band-bexes, bags, and bundles
near the door, and entering, saw, with still greater asto-
nishment, a coarse looking child wof about.twelve, seated
i her recking-chair, which ghe was putting ip vehement

M
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motion, while she was craunching a large, green apple,
whose skin she had strewn upon the floor. She did not
rise as Iioline entered, but stared at her with her light,

sullen eyes, without pausing in her fierce mastication of the -

fruit. Seeing how perfectly she seemed at home, and that
she had taken full possession of the apartment, Eoline
approached her and said, with that grace and politeness
which distinguished all her actions,

“You have mistalen the roown, I perceive. This is mine.
1 presume you are a new pupil of Miss Manly’s.”

« Miss Munly put me here herself,” replied the girl, in a
grum voice, half choked with the apple she was swallow-
g,

« Indeed,” said Eoline, her face crimsoning with vexa-
tion, ¢ perhaps you do not know Miss Manly. I cannot
think she intended you to come in here. It must have
been a mistake of the servant’s.”

«No it wan’t,”” cried the new comer. *’Twas a woman
as tall as a steaple, that ordered every body about, and told
the folks to bring my trunks up to Miss Glenmore’s room.
Ain't that your name 1’

« Miss Glenmore will probably have something to say
about this arrangement herself,” cried Koline, unable to
conceal her extreme displeasure at this innovation upon her
retirement, and her disgnst for the coarse and 1ll-bred com-
panion thus forced upon her. “I will see Miss Manly
immediately.”’ . :

« 1 don’t want to say with you, gracious knows, if you
don’t want me to,” said the girl, her face turning as red as
a peony. 1 didn't put myself here. Lid- a heap rather
stay with the girls, than one of the teschers, though pa
asked Miss Manly to let me sleep with one, ’cause 1 have
the. nichtmare so bad. I wish I was to home, that I do.
1 don't want to slay here to be snubbed. Pa’s as rich as
any body, and has got as many niggers, too. He won’t
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let me be imposed on, either, If he hadn’t gone, I'd go

~ back this minute, and so—" .

" Here she had worked herself up to such a pitch of wound-
ed and indignant feeling, that she began to cry like a big
baby, and sobbed out,

“] won’t stay here, I’ll make pa carry me home, I'm
as good as any body, and '}l let folks know 1it.”

Eoline, without attempting to reply to this outbreak of
vulgarity and pride, flew down stairs, and encountered
Miss Manly in the front passage, conversing in the most
gracious manuer with St. Leon, who had been presenting
her a bouquet of wild flowers. He looked up with surprise
at the excitement of Eoline’s manner, and at the crimson
spot that burned in the roses of her cheeks.

“[ should like to speak one moment with you, Miss
Manly,” said she, “if you are not too much engaged.”

“ Certainly, Miss Glenmore,” replied the principal, « if
Mr. St. Leon will excuse me.”

Of course Mr. St. Leon excused her, with one of his
reverential bows, and a glance of intense anxiety towards
Eoline. Miss Manly led the way to the parlor, her eyes
looking like a bird of prey’s. )

' “l am certain there has been a mistake,” cried Eoline,
conscientiously convinced all the time that she was utterine
a falsehood; *the servants have put a strange girl in m;
apartment. I will thank you very much to see that the
error is rectified.”

. “Hxcuse me, Miss Glenmore,” answered Miss Manly,
with slight embarrassment, but infinite haughtiness, « 1 took
the liberty, as mistress of this establishment, to put the
child there myself. .All the dormitories are full. I have a
pupil in my own room, and I de not expect my assistants
to claim immunitigs which I do not myself enjoy. As you
were absent, I could not inform you of this arrangement.
Ag for asking permission in what manner Lnight dispuse
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of my own house, I did not think it necessary. I am
sorry you are displeased, as it is not possible for me to
give counter orders.”’

« [ndeed, Miss Manly,” replied Eoline, with grave ear-
nestness, «1 cannot consent to *his. The apartment is
very small, entirely too small for two persons. But even
if it were of illimitable extent,  would not share it with
a stranger—above all, onc so exceedingly vulgar and low-
bred as this girl scems to be.”

« My former music teacher occupied that same apart-
ment, with one of my pupils,’ said Miss Manly, with
freezing stateliness—¢and I never heard any complaint.
I must say I think you selfish and disobliging, Miss Glen-
more; 1 always expect my assistants to have the good of the

{nstitution more in the heart, than their own personal con-
fort. ‘There is no sacrifice I would not make to advance its
already lofty and spotless reputation. I believe Miss More
is actuated by the same high and disinterested moftives.
She even requested me to place the child in her apartment
rather than yours—but her health is so extremely delicate,
[ did not like her to have any additional charge on her
mind.”

T thank you for having some regard for her feelings,
if not for mine,” exclaimed Eoline, her eyes glistening at
this proof of Loulsa’s self-sacrificing friendship. She began
{o feel something like the scorpion girt by fire. She could
see no way of escape, but by leaving the seminary ; and
where could she turn, when her father’s doors were closed
against her? She could not wander,abroad, seeking shelter
aid employment, with the vials of Miss Manly’s wrath
pouring down upon her devoted head. She was conscious
of losing caste with that lady, on account of St.Leon’s
unreprassed admiration and increasing devotion. She was
conscious, too, that Miss Manly had never liked her inde-
pendence and self-reliance, and was glad of annoying her
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in 2 manner most repugnant to her refined and fastidious
taste,

“I do not pretend to boast of the meek, Christ'ian tem-

per of Liouisa,” said she, bitterly. ¢ She is an angel, more
fit for Heaven than earth! - I wish I were like her—but I
never shall be, I fear, If you will give me Fanny or Siélma,

or Annie, for a companion, Miss Manly, I will not object ; .

but this rude, untaught child, will make my apartment a
perfect den of horror.”

«J trust the influence of your example will as.sist in

forming her manners. If she has not had the advantages of -

an 'early education and refined society, the.child is to be
pitied, not scorned. However, Miss Glenmore, rather than
have the Magnolia Vale Seminary a scene of unlady-like
contention, I will go to Miss More and accept her noble
and disinterested offer.”

. Sweeping aside her long ringlet? with an imperial mo-
tion, she was about to leave the parlor, when Eoline
sprang forward and laid her hand on the lock of the door.

“No, madate—Ilet her remain. Louisa shall not sacri-
fice her tranquillity for mine. I will try to emulate her

se;lf-denying and unmurmuring spirit. But when I think |
. of my once loved home—"" Eoline could not keep the tears

from gus?ing into her eyes, at the remembrance of all she
bad sacrificed, and unwilling to give Miss Manly this tri-
um]?h‘ over her feelings, she hurried into the passage, and
avoiding her own apartment, walked out on the greertm5 fawn
where the children were playing. Fanny flew forw (; :
and put her arms around her, "
“(?h! my dear Miss Foline,” she criéd, «T have been
praymg Miss Manly to let me stay with;'you, and let this
new girl t.ake Iy place; so have half the pupily; but the
Colonel will not consent, [t is too bad, to pu,t such a

o i
oarse, ugly, stray monster with such a-dear, sweet beau-
titul creature as you are.” i ’
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«T have been asking her, too,” said Eoline, holding
Fanny’s ringlets as a veil before her tearful eyes, but
in vain. o let us say no more about i, darling Fanny.
Let us walk among the rose trees, and see if their sweet
breath will not soften my bitter feeling. I am ashamed
to think how angry I have been.”

«1 don’t wonder you are angry,” said Fanny, « just look
at the creature! who ever saw such a looking object 7

Foline, following the direction of Fanny’s scornful
alance, beheld Louisa standing n the piazza, with the
strange new figure by her side.  She seemed to be direct-
ing her attention to the romping children, and kindly en-
deavoring to cheer the sullen and home-sick child. How
lonely, how amiable she looked in the eyes of the self-
uphraiding Toline. How sweet and dove-like was her
smile, how meek and subdued her quiet, gray eye!

« Dear, angel Louisa,” exclaimed Eoline, ¢« what an
example she sets us; she pities the poor girl, thus brought
into a community of strangers, pities her for the very
awkwardness we have despised. Fanny, it ¢s wrong to
laugh at the personal defects of any human being; wrong
to look upon them with scorn and derision, Come with
me, and you can carry her to the play-ground, and shield
her, if necessary, from the ridicule of her companions.
You are a favorite, and what you do, so will the others.”

As they approached, the girl looked sulkily at Eoline
from under her thick eye-brows, but without noticing her
bellizerent cxpression, she introduced Fanny, and asked
i she would not like to accompany her to the play-ground.

« 1 don't care if 1 do,” said she, glancing sideways at
Fanny’s ringlets.  « What did you say her name was P

“Fanny, l]arl'mg Fanny, we call her, for we all love her

so much.”
¢« And what shall T call your name1” asked Fanny.
« Ternsha—Jerasha Spots, is my name. My pa’s name
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is Jacob Spots—and my mothePs Betsy Spots; 1 wa§
named after my great aunt, that’s an old maid-—b’ut she’
got a heap of property, pa says,” |

Fanny’s shoe-string suddenly broke or seemed to, while
the communicative Jerusha unfolded this interésti%n,g leaf
of 'her family history. As soon as Fanny lifted her face
xvh}ch was very red, Jerusha put her hand into a big satchei
which was swinging on her arm, and pulling out a large
green apple, held it right in her face— ’ =
gOOd‘zon t you have an apple 1”” said she, “they are mighty

114 ? 3
grou'rll‘(l;??k you,” said Fénny, “let us go to the play-

They started, when Jerusha, who seemed restored to
good—humor, ran back and offered her open satchel to Lou-
1sa and Eoline, who politely declined taking advantage
of her generosity. She walked, with long rolling steps
by the side of the graceful Fanny, to the play-groulid,
where Shf:‘ found a ready market for her green apples amon :
the romping group. Louisa put her arm within Eoline’f
and said— : ’

“I tried to save you from this infliction, dear Eoline. I
am sorry for you,” -

« R
Teach me to bearit. Give me a portion of your divine

philosophy,”

“Alas! I have very little myself. It is 2 sad trial, I
acknowledge,l-—-fof our quiet rooms seem Edens to us v'vh’en‘
released from the harrowing duties of the day.” T

“ And yet you sought to save me from it at the sacrifice |
f’f your own peace. Ah! Louisa, I have been the child of -
indulgence, and self, I fear, is ever uppermost in my thoughts
I hav.e l'leard of people being restored to health v::hen
languishing on the bed of sickness, ‘by having tI,le pure
stre.am of life flowing in the veins of another transfused into
their own. Oh! that some of your heavenly spirit could
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be transfused into mine, then my soul would be healed of
the leprosy of pride.”
« Do not praise me—do not call me heavenly, Eoline, I

. [
cannot bear to hear you. I offered, nay, entreated, to have

this girl as a companion, because I'knew it would not be
half so great a trial to me as to yourself, I was born in
the lap of self-denial, and the lessons instilled 1nto me from
earliest childhood, you have been nobly teaching yourself.
Your virtues are all your own—mine those of education.”

At the supper table, the new scholar sat with open mouth
and distended eyes, gazing up and down the long table,
like one in a dream. She was placed by the side of Eoline,
being under her immediate wing, who endeavored to put

~her more at ease by her kind attentions, She really pitied

her awkwardness, especially as she saw such bright, merry
clances darting upon her from every side. She was evi
dontdy as wild and uncultivated an animal as ever was
caught in the deep pine woods of the South.

When Miss Manly, according to custom, rang the little
bell, and caltled out energetically,

«Young ladics. Xerxes the Great—"’

Jerushia actually started from her seat, and exclaimed
aloud, o« :

«Whe's that?” looking wildly towards the door, as if
expecting to see some monster walking in.

The Colonet had to ring the bell several times before
order was restored, for when the girls, forgetting all rules,
hurst into simultancous lauchter, Jerusha, without knowing
why, lawzhed more vociferousty than all the rest. Indeed,
from havine cried a great deal, and gone through a great
many strance (eelings, she had become quite hysterical, and
had no gontrol over her risibles.

« Miss Jorusha Spots,” cried Miss Manly, with majestic
gravity, “ you will become accustomed to our regulations
an? learn to respect them. - We always overlook and pay-

R
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‘night and eat.”
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don the errors of inexperience and youth. You will find
all our rules comprehended in the compendious aphorism—
“order 1s heaven’s first law, and must be obeyed.’”

Jerusha gazed upon her while she was speaking, with
a half-frightened, half-stupid expression, holding her knife
and fork suspended in the air, with her elbows squared, in
awful defiance of Miss Manly’s military drilling,” All at
once she turned to Eoline, and said,

“Are you the one that teaches playing on the box? Pa
says I must learn.”

“Miss Jerusha,” interrupted Miss Manly, looking por-
tentously at the children, ready to explode in a fresh burst
of laughter, “no young lady is allowed to speak at table
without beiing addressed first by her teachers. Listen in
silence, while we discuss the claims of Xerxes the Great,
to the proud epithet which historians have added to his
name.” |

Jerusha listened, and understood as much as if they had
conversed in a foreign tongue. As soon as supper was
concluded, and she accompanied Eoline to her room, she
said she was tired and wanted to go to bed. ,

“I always go to bed as soon as supper is over at home,”
she said, beginning to unPick her trunk for her night-.clothe,s.
A large, round wooden box appeared on the top, which she
eagerly opened, o

“Won’t you have a ginger-cake?” said she, takine out
one in the form of a gridiron and handing it to Eolir?e.

“No I thank you,” replied Eoline, amused, in spite of
herself, with her strange companion ; 1 cannot eat so soon
after supper.” '

“I couldn’t eat a bit,” said Jerusha, eating the ginger.
bread with great go@¢— that tall woman scared me almost

‘to death with her queer talk. Besides, I eat all the {ime ai

home.- I don’t do nothing else. I sometimes get up in tw
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«] don’t wonder you have the nightmare then,” said
Eoline, more and more shocked at the idea of such a cor-
morant for a room-mate, ¢ You will not be allowed to do
it here, and it will be far better for you.”

« [ wonder who's to hinder me? Ma’s going to send me
as many cakes as I want, and dried beef and smoked ham,
too; that she is.”? _

¢ 7 shall hinder you,” said Eoline, gently, but firmly
¢« As you share my room, you must learn to do as the other
voung ladies do. It is not at all genteel or refined to eat
all the time, and it will make you look very coarse. Don’t
yvou want to crow pretty and delicate, like Fanny ?” .

“Yes! I shouldn’t care if I did. But ma says eating will
make me look nice and fat. I don’t want to be scrawny
and have all my bones show.”

¢ T am not scrawny, am [ ¥ asked Eoline, laughing.

“No. I shouldn’t care if I looked like you.”

«3VWell, T never cat but three times a day, and if you
stay with me, you must try to please me, and obey all Miss
Manly’s rules.  If you are a good girl, I will try to make
you happy and assist you in your lessons. [ think you will
improve very much.”

«“Do Pou,” cried Jerusha, an expression of delight flash-
ing into her stupid face. I thought you despised me.”

« hope I do not despise any one,” answered the self-
rebuked Eoline, T did not like to have any one in my
room, because I prefer being alone, and I am not accustomed
to a companion.”’

] likke you now,” said Jerusha, putting on a thick cot-
ton night-cap, which, being unrelieved by any border, made
her face look like the full moon of an old fashioned clock.
Before she retired she came up with her mouth half full of

gingerbread and deposited a loud smack on Eoline’s rose~

.eaf cheek.
“] love younow ” said she. ¢« Good-night ?

EOLINE j OR, MAGNOLIA VALE. 131

“Good-night,” replied poor Eoline, trying to imitate
Louisa’s Christian graces. ¢« The child seems to have a
good heart,” thought she. “I will try to be patient and
forbearing, and perhaps I shall be able to polish her a little.
But, oh me! how hard she breathes! I never shall beable
to sleep. The nightmare, too, how horrible!” Ah! my
dear father, you little know what your poor petted child
has to endure. Horace Cleveland, when will he return?
1 wonder if he will ever again visit Magnolia Vale?
Strange! even while walking with the fascinating St. Leon,
or listening to the entrancing melody of his voice, I some-
times wander in imagination with Horace to the two silent
homes of his spirit, and wait for the moving of the deep

~ waters that there roll over his soul. What a magnificent
“man these two would make, blended in one! Then, indeed,

we should see the wild sweep of the eagle, and the brood-
ing tenderness of the dove, the supporting plllar and
caressing vine, strength and grace united.”

She took up a beautiful bouquet, the gift of St. Leon, -
and admired the exquisite arrangement of the flowers, the -
light of the colors, the shade of the leaves. They exhaled
a dying sweetness, that penetrated her heart and filled it
with the softest and most pensive emotions;.again the
thought, how strange it would seem in Horace Cleveland
to present her with a token like that.

It was very late before Eoline retired to rest. With an
unconquerable repugnance to approach so near the uncon-
scious, but energetically breathing Jerusha, she lingered at’
the window, gazing on the midnight glories of the darken.
ing firmament of June. She had extinguished her light,
and sat enveloped in the dim and solemn splendor of the
lonely hour. Tears gathered at first slowly inte her eyes,
then they rolled down her cheeks faster and faster, and at -
length gushed forth in a real heart-shower, deluging her . .
face and the hands that were clasped upon her knees. She

|
|
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had not wept so long and hitterly since the first night of
her banishment. She had not written to her father, for the
letter which she had left-on the toilet thq morning of her
departure; the letter full of a daughter’s yearning love and
blistered with her tears, had ngver been answered, and that
was equwalent to a ban upon all ep1stolary intercourse.

Yes! she!was a banished child, banished: forever, doomed
to s*ruggle with the hard realities of life, to wrestle still
‘with the iron will and selfish despotism, of others. But
she did not regret the path she had chosen Better the
prison- hoﬁse, the rack, the grave itself| the%n the cold, un-
loving wedlock, the false hand, the PEIJI]I‘_Y of the soul,

from which she had fled.

Lying down on the very edge of the bed at the immi-
nent risk of being precipitated to the ﬂoor if she chanced
to sleep with such a heavy bass rolling into!her ears, Eoline
" closed her weary and burning eyes. But she did sleep,
and she did not fall, two very miraculous things. The
first’ object which met her wakening vision was Jeru-
sha up aanl dressed, and seated at an open. ‘window.  One
of the virtuous habits of a country life 'is early rising,
and, as she afterwards told Koline, she'always break-
fasted at home by candle-light all.the year round, it

Waf not strange "that she emulated the birds of Magnolia

Vale, who| were singing their matin songs. She seemed
engaged in a very mysterious operation, of which Eoline
had heard, but never before witnessed. She held a large
black snuff-box open in her left hand, ﬁlled with fine
yellow powder, into which she kept dipping a stick resem-
bling 2 miniature broom, then putting it in her mouth,
fubbed her teeth with a Jazy but continued friction. She

- = appeared in a kind of ecstatic state, with her eyes

. closed and her mouth open, filled with the yellow dust that
infoxicates| before it stupefies. |
“ Jerusha,” exclaimed Eoline, leaning pn her elbow,

|
|
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gazing upon her with a look of horror and disgust, ¢ what
are you doing 1’

The child started and rolled her light eyes at Eoline
through her short hair, that fell in masses over her fore-
head.

«Pwm just dippgng,’ said she, putting her hand over the
box, for Eoline had risen and approached her, « where’s
the harm of that”’ ‘ ,

“] am sorry to see you indulging in so bad, so unlady-
like a practice. I certainly never shall allow you to do it
in my presence, or my room, and it is expressly forbid-
den by the rules of the seminary.”

“ My ma dips,” cried Jerusha, boldly, for what child is
not emboldened by maternal example, “and aunt Jerusha
dips, and a heap of folks that I know—I’d as soon live
without eating as dipping.”

“You will be obliged to live without it here, Jerusha,
it never will be perrmtted Do you not wish to be a
lady?”?

“To be sure Ido. Pa says he dont care about my
learning books much, just so as I learn manners. That’s
what he sent me hexe for, 'cause folks say, Miss Manly
teaches the girls how to behave, and makes them smart, -
t00.”

“ Well! no lady will indulge in such a habit, depend
upon it, and the sooner you break yourself of it the happier
you will be. The other girls will ridicule you, and Miss

- Manly expel you, if you persist in it. Give me that box

and let me destroy it.”
“I've got a heap more in my trunk.”’
“Give it all to me at once, and then you will be ow of
the reach of temptation.” ¥ f _
“I can’t,” said Jerusha, beginning to cry, « its nobody’s !
business but mine. It don’t hurt nobody, and my .ma I
wouldn’t do nothing bad, I know.” -
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“] shall speak to MISS Manly; you W111 not- dare dis-
chey he}r »
That| dreaded name seemed to mtamldate the child, at
least after many gentle remonstrances and grave rebukes
on the part of Eoline, she gave up the box, and repro-
duced the bottle which her careful mother had put in the
bottom of her trunk. Eoline encouraged her with warm
praises, and told her she was greater than Xerxes the
Great, whom Miss Manly had talked about the night
beforé, or /e had never conquered himself and ske had.
But poor Jerusha’s bad habits- were like the Hydra, with
unnumbered heads; as fast as one was destroyed another
rose with equal life and, energy. The next thing she
attacked were the beautiful roses, which'made an in-door
suramer fin the little apartment. She began to pick them
to pieces, and chew the leaves like a ruminating animal,
making 4 very unpleasant sound with her teeth.

. “You must not do that,” said Eoline, “;you must let my

flowers alone. I should not put them in Water if I did not
wish to keep them.”

“You won’t let me do nothmg,” crled Jerusha, impa- -

tienfly, taking a pair of scissors from Eoslme s work-box,

and cutting her nails over its elegant contents Eoline

was read% to cry with vexation, but she held down the

gwelling flood, and told her to take the ‘Bible and com-

mit a verse to memory to recite at the| breakfast-table,
“ ¥, will select one for you,” said Eolme, kindly.

. “No-I want to find one myself, I know how,” cried

she, elevating her right shoulder, and loocking at Egline

‘over it.
At the breakfast-table, when it camé her turn to recite,

n a loud, grum voice, that expressed her consciousness
of being able to do as well as any of them in this exercise,
if she dld not. know who Xerxes the Great was, she re-
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peated ¢ And the Lord said unto Moses and Aaron,
saying—"’

« T know how to spell Aaron,” she whlspered to Eolmé
after the recitation was concluded, “great A, little a-r-o-n.’

« No whispering,” cried Miss- Manly ; it is a violation
of the Chesterfieldian rules of politeness, and is never
allowed in the Magnolia Vale Seminary.”

Jerusha shook her dull, sandy hair over her eyes, and
sat still a few moments, but when a tall, handsome black
man, who assisted in waiting on the table, took her plate

" and asked her what she would be helped to, she electrified

every one by calling for bacon and greens. In short, there
was no end to Jerusha’s gaucheries, -They were equal in
number to the sands of the sea-shore, and the drops of the
ocean. In the school-room, Miss Manly found it impossible-
to preserve the silence and order which were the crowning
glories of her institution. The child@ sat, their hands
pressing hard on their mouths, withred and inflated cheeks,
stealing side-long glances from their books at the rara avis
alighted among their flock. When reading, she kept her
fore-finger slipping along the line, and she would stop and
spell all the hard words, with a loud, determined accent,
through her nose. But her exploits on the recitation bench
were nothing to what she achieved in the music-room, when
Eoline gave her the first lesson in her divine art, She had
never before seen a piano, and when she put her short,

. red fingers on the keys, and felt the little black and white

things jumping up and down, she fairly screamed with de-
light. 2

“Look look I’ she cried, “they hop just like parched
corn. They play Jack and Jill, don’t they 1”

She had on a large pair of nankin mitts, which terminated
in a Jong point over the back of her hand, but Eoline told
her she must talee them off, as they impeded the motion of
her fingers, She hid her hands behind her for a long time,

{
‘
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saying they were so red she wasashamed, but at length she
laid ’chxaI substantial members on the delicate ivory, by the
side of thne s, as fair asthe ivory, and far more beautiful,
because[they wore the soft blush of life.’

“f an’t put my hands ’long side of yourn, so there !
cried Jerusha, positively, puttmg them again behind her,
and Eol@ne was compelled fo let her draw on the big, long
pointed |mitts, before she would touch the keys. Foline
realized for the first time the full weight of man’s primeval
curse— By the sweat of thy brow shalt though earn thy
bread;” |for again and again did she wipe the laboring
, mmsture from her snowy forehead before Jerusha was dis-
missed fiom her mornmg lesson,

Mr. Spots had given Miss Manly a carte -blanche, to be
filled as |her judgment directed to supply his daughter’s
wardrobe. He wanted nothing omitted to make her fashlon—

able and | genteel, and Miss Manly, for the credit of her.

establishment, faithfully attended to his instructions. She
did, indeed, work a surprising change in the exterior of the
young savage, but there was no chemic art which could
reach the coarse, hard texture of her vulgar mind, Her

nature had become too completely animalized, for imgor-

tal longmgs to be awakened within it. Had Eoline been
eendemne
bésom a girdle of hair cloth, and to sleep upon a bed of
iron, she c%:suld scarcely have suffered greater forture than
she endured in such a room-mate. She resolved to fulfi]
her engageinents with Miss Manly—indeed, she had no other
alternative—but if the wide, wide world contained another
home, she determined to seek it before the commencemem
of a new session. ‘

Without| being positively wicked or bad Jerusha way
_mischievous and’ mischief-making. She had an insatiable
curiosity to kear every thing; would listen at the door,
peep through the key-hole, and every thing she heard and:

f as a penance for her sing, to wear around her
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saw she would run and tell Miss Manly. One by one,
Eoline found herself curtailed of all her heart pleasures.
The stolen visits of her young favorites, after the evening
beil, no longer gladdened her room, for Miss Manly, in-
formed of this infringement of her 1ules, commenced a
nightly inspection of the dormitories, and about half-an-
hour after the curfew, the commanding steps of the Colo-
nel were heard echoing through the long passage, where
then reigned the stillness of death. If Eoline left her
own and escaped to Louisa’s room, Jerusha was sure to
follow, saying she was afraid to be alone, and she did not
know how to study by herself, !

Ornie evening Miss Manly and Uncle Ben took the pupils
to Montebello, - to hear a celebrated lecturer on Phre-
nology. It was a favorite science of Miss Manly’s, who
had been told she had a remarkable head, and the organs
of Self-esteem and Firmness, were, indeed, most wonder-
fully developed. She took Louisa with her, to keep the
children in the rear in due order, while she marched in the
van. Eoline remained at home, notwithstanding Miss
Manly’s evident displeasure. She longed for the lu?cury
of being alone, and as it was a lovely moonlight night,

» she went and sat in the piazza, where the lofty shadow of

the Tree.of Heaven played on the silvery-shining pillame
and dewy grass. Soft as the falling dew, the perfect stil
ness and quietude of the scene descended with balmy in-
flaence on Eoline’s chafed and weary spirit. She took
out her comb and suffered her hair to float back n thew
night,‘ breeze that fanned her aching brow. . She had been
hard, hard at work all day long, and all the week long.
and all the month long. Miss Manly was making great
prepazations for a public examination and 2 public coh-
cert, and-as she had no mercy on herself; she had none on
her assistants. She had an iron frame and an iron sp?mt
which seemed incapable of fatigue, and though when sick
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ness acfually bowed the frame, and confined the sufferer
io a sick bed, no one could be kinder or more attentive,
she could not conceive it possible that one as young and
elastic as Eoline, should bend heneath a burden she deemed
very light in comparison to her own. But Eoline, who
had been dwelling lately in a narrowing circle of com-
forts, joys she had rea]ly none, and whose labors 'were con-
stantly increasing, began to wilt under the dreiry mono-
tony of her life. She felt that burning .calenture of the

soul, which pants for a native atmosphere and a genial-

home., While thus she sat, with one arm encircling a pil-
lar, her l

shadow of a drooping vine upon her brow, St. Leon came
across the lawn, and ascended the steps of the piazza.

« Why art thou seated in silence here, light of the dewy
night 1’ ‘exclaimed he, his eyes beaming with pleasure,
and s1tt1no- down beside her. ¢« And why seers thy spirit
sad, oh, l:flue eyed daughter of Glenmore 17

“And |why dost thou seek me, son of the moonlight
hour ¥’ answered she, smiling, in t‘he same Ossianic style,
to wh:ch she was accustomed from his poetic lips, «1
dwell in é!a.rkness here—wide over me flies the shadowy
mist. F1 led with dew are my locks.,” As she spoke, she
- attempted lo gather them in her hand, and he might well
have addressed her, as *the maid Wlth far-wandering
hair.” ‘

“ Do net,” he exclaimed, with a deprécatory motion.
“You look so wildly romantic, so poetically lovely, [
cannot bear that you should break the charm; by impri-
soning thQse beautiful tresses. You speak of dwelling in
darkness ; ‘but you are covered with the light of He:itc,en

o and.the mle; tarns t& dilvet as it flies over your Prow.”

w Surelyp Mr. St. Leéh, you musf be a poet as well as’.
musician. At least, you speék in poetry, if you do not
write it.” |

temples bared to the coolness of the hour, and the
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«1 tave written lately,” he replied: ¢The morning sun
has risen upon Memnon, and the lyre of ‘his soul responds
in music.” ?

“Pray talk to me in prose to-night, Mr, St. Leon, for [
feel sadly dull and matter-of-fact ; though an eolian harp,
the breath of heaven itself could not wake one note of
melody now in my weary spirit.”

“You are weary. I seeit, and grieve for it,’’ he cried,

| changing his high-wrought strain for one of deep feeling.

“ Miss Glenmore, I know your history. I honor, I adore
the noble independence of your ¢haracter, even more. than
I admire your matchless beauty and celestial voice.”

- Eoline started, and the deepest blushes mantled her
face.

“ How did you learn what 1 believed known only to my
father and myself, and one individual,’’ she added, most
deeply interested 17

“You cannot believe,” he answered, « that the daughter
of Mr. Glenmore, who had just arisen, a brilliant star on
the social horizon that bounded her father’s princely man-
sion, could disappear from the firmament, without exciting
the interest and wonder of the world. Believe me, if these
walls were not defended by a guardian more formidable
than Cerberus, you would be surrounded by admirers more
numerous than the leaves of Vallambrosa.” _ :}

“I do not like to hear you allude to Miss Manly in this
manner,”’ said Eoline, gravely, “ when you treat her with
such studied politeness.”

“It is for your sake, Eoline,” he answered. “I could
kneel for hours at her feet, if by so doing, I could insure,
for one moment, the delight of your presence.”

- aB, Leon, I adore sincerity,” Eb¥ne answered with

g, warmth, “as much as T abhor deceit.””

“T hope, I pray you do not suspect me of the last'!” he
cried, with great earfiestness, - ‘
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« s it not deceit to profess an interest in another you do
not féfél, to show respect and deference to one \_;Vhom you
do not respect, merely to spend a passing hour with one for
‘whom, perhaps, you really care as little 1"’ . N

~ “Eoline, you are severe, unkind,” lkle exclz.umed, rising
and pulling the vine-wreaths from the pillar wx'thout know-
ing what he was doing. I do not deserve this from you.
After r]sacriﬁcing so much, submitting to-so much, for the
sake of breathing the same air that you breathe, for th.e
mere privilege of being near you, and lightening, if’ possi-
ble, your heavy burden of servitude, I had hoped for more
mercy, more justice. Besides, I really do respect Miss
Manly.” ‘ .

« did not mean to be severe or unkind,” said Eoline,
in a gentle but troubled voice. I merely meant to be
true. |You speak of sacrifices you have made for me.
Indeed, T am well aware, and have been so from our first

interview, that you are not what you seem, that you are

departing as much from your natural sphere as I.am from
mine, in assuming a subordinate position. If it is on my
account you have done this, I cannot allow it one mo-
ment linger. Instead of lightening my burden of servi-
tude, it will only make it doubly, trebly heavy.”

St. Lion’s languishing eyes flashed with a dark fire.

«1 did not think my presence go oppressive,” cried he,
in a toe of suppresséd passion. ?‘ I did not think myself
an object of such intense dislike.” .

«1t i4 not. dislike, it is not oppression that I feel,” sal‘d
Eoline, admiring the spirit of St.Leon far more than his
boysh grace. ¢ Conscious of the sufferings I myself feel
in being in an uncongenial element, I cannot assume the
responsi iIityaof those afipther must_-endure.' Besides, and
be not angry that I say it, I would gladly believe that some

higher, greater rmotive had induced you to bow your pride

to the yoke you now wear.”

|3
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“J] can imagine no higher motive than the one which
now governs every thought, feeling, and action,” said St.
Leon, his color visibly deepening in the moonlight. Eoline
was agitated. So much of her present happiness, and
small indeed was the portion, depended upon the nature

- of her intercourse with St. Leon, that she trembled at the

thought of its changing. It is so natural for the young
and disengaged heart of woman to feel pleasure in the §0-,
ciety and admiring attentions of the other sex, that Ecline
had never analyzed the emotions St. Leon inspired. In
her father’s home, when surrounded by all that was
dear and precious to the soul, she would have delighted in
mingling her voice with the rich music of his, and listen-
ing to his refined and romantic sentiments. How much
more, then, in her state of exile, in the cold, ungenial at-
mosphere Miss Manly diffused around her! When singing
with St. Leon, the sweet, impassioned songs of Italy,
walking with him in the perfumed shades of Magnolia
Vale, or sitting with him in the silver stiliness of the
moonlight hour, she seemed in her native element—she
‘was at home—she felt happy--she was grateful in her%
loneliness, for so pleasing and interesting a friend, But
when he présented himself before her in the aspect of a
lover, she was startled. The question found her unpre-
pared. Were life all music, and flowers, and moonlight,
she would not have asked for a more charming companion,
to walk hand in band with her through its clouds of fra-
grance, or to float with her over its wgves of melody and
floods of light. But in the storm and the tempest, the
hour of darkness and desolation, where was the heart of
strength and the arm of power, where the strong tower in
the day of trouble? As these thoughts rolled through
her mind, and the lights and shadows flitted over her face,
like the flash of the moonbeams and the shade of the vine-
leavés, St. Leon stood*gazing upon her with an intensity
79 LT

4
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of emotion, that deprived him of the use of language.
At length she looked up with a very sweet smile, though
one, _ .
- I:‘en ;:rxeshall not again accuse me of being unkind,”' said
she, ‘ﬁl for I will speak to you with the frankness of a sister.
Tt had been very pleasant for me to look upon you asa
friend, for sadly have I felt the need of one. I am.not
insendible to the interest you manifest-m my destiny.
Believe me, I am grateful for it. But if you value my
happiness, still address me as a frien.d. Should you force
me tolook upon you in any other light, my POS]th':n. here
would be one of peculiar embarra-ssment. Prom{se'xrl.e
that for the shorl time we are associated together in this
institution, that you'will be to me all that you have ever
either less mor more.” -
be?‘n .ZXEd then,” exclai\m‘ed St. Leon, eag'c:'rl‘y,‘ “sghall I' be
rewarded for my forbearance by the privilege of being
more, [far more? Oh; Eoline, I am {‘wh——my father is
" rolling in afiluence. [ can place you in the station you
were Horn to adorn. ' I can cradle you in t!1e lap of smil-
ing fortune, and lay you upon its downy pillow.” .y
« Fdr worlds I would not deceive you, St. Leon,” cried

Eoline, moved by his generous azdor, yet shrinking from

its warmth, “nor would I trifle with your aﬁ'ffctions. 1
cannot answer for the present, I dare not promise for the
future. I do not know my own heart. I do not know
that T have a heart,” added she, smiling, and laying l}er
ith a grateful emotion on the folds of her wh.lte

_ muslinidress. I believe I am a very strange young girl.
I sometimes "think there #s a tissue of as!aestc_;s woven
around! me, impenetrable to that flame which is Sald‘ to
tht universe. That I have very deep, peculiar,

feelings .with régard to. a subject so often

lightly thought ef, you must be aware, since you seem

familiar with the circumstances that brought me here. I.

Lo
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believe I have boundless capacities, unfathomable sepsj-
bilities which have never yet awakened. Be silent till we
part, and I promise you, by my maiden truth, if I feel the
movements of the angel troubling the deep waters, I will
ingenuously acknowledge it.”

Eoline paused with an angelic blush. There was such
purity in her countenance, such modesty in her manmer,
.and such dignity and candor in her sentiments, that St.
Leon dared not express the enthusiastic emotions this dis-
tant hope inspired. He could have prostrated himself at
her feet, in.the humility of oriental devotion, but he
feared to offend the beautiful and vetal simplicity of ‘her
character. _

“And now,” said Eoline, rising, like a true heroine of
Ossian, in the midst of her veiling locks, “let me solicit
of you a great favor—that is, to leave me. Should Miss
Manly return and find you here, she will probably imajine
it a preconcerted meeting, as I displeased her by remain-
ing behind. You know I have not too many roses in my
path—TI would not court the thorns,”

“My right hand shall wither ere it willingly plant a thorn
in your path, Eoline,” replied St. Leon, while the passion
she had forbidden him to express in words, added tenfold
softness and brilliancy to his darlk, expressive eyes.

“1It is too late,” exclaimed Eoline, in a tone of vexation,
resuming her seat in the shadow of the vine. )

The Colonel and her retinue were seen marching with
measured steps up the gravel walk—TUncle Ben acting_as
van-guard. The moment she beheld St. Leon, standing by
the side of Eoline, and the exceédingly romantic appearance
of the young lady herself, her countenance fell. far below
zero.  She actually turned pale, a change that seldom ac-
curred on the surface of Aer face, and cast a Mithering
glance at the twain from her Saturn-like orhs.
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«]|thought Miss Glenmore remained at home on the
plea of solitude,” said she, with emphasis. o

« And so she did,” interrupted St. Leon, “but I intruded
upon it, with my perhaps unwelcome presence. . I.did not
know:—"" he was about to say, with the admitted insincerity
of the world, *that he did not know he should not have the
honor|of her society,” when the earnest assertion of Eoline,
« that she adored sincerity,” and a glance of her truth-beam-
ing eye restrained the words, and the unﬁnished sentence
died on his lips.

“ Wt had better issue a new edition of ¢Solitude Sweet-
ened,’ I’ said Miss Manly, sarcastically.

« Come, come!” said Uncle Ben, patting Eoline affec-

T f’/\ionatély on the shoulder. ¢ Little David has worked too

hard lately. She shall do just as she pleases, go or stay,
‘and nobody shall molest or make her afraid.”

" While this scene was passing, the pupils had walked
demurély to their dormitories, followed by Louisa, who
looked ipityingly on Eoline, as she passed. . |

Eoline, bidding St. Leon a hasty good night, was about
to leave the piazza, when the voice of Miss Manly arrested
her. The lady had lost her usual self-command, for s.he
was un?er the influence of that regal passion, to whose in-
fluence leven the royal virgin of England once bowed.

K Miés Glenmore; I wish to say to you, in the presence
of Mr. St. Leon, that he, too, may understand me fully on
this subject, that I do not approve of your conduct to-night.
Tt sets a bad example to the young ladies under my guar-
dianship, for whose morals I am personally responsible,
while they dwell in Magnolia Vale. Tam myself so ex-
ceedingly particular in attending to the rules of propx:;ety,
that the tongues of the most fastidious must ever be silent.
Sorry, indeed, should I be, to have the venom of sl.andpfr

© aitack the institution, whose unimpeachable reputation 1s

G
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my pride and my glory, through the imprudence of one of
my assistants,” .

The proud Glenmore spirit surged high in the bosom of
Eoline at this unexampled attack.

“I came here expecting protection from insult,” cried
she, with insuppressible emotion, “not to submit to it,
Miss Manly. You will do well to supply yourself with
another music teacher, for I do assure you I will never give
another lesson in-yeur seminary till I receive atonemen
for the injury of this moment.” _ ’

She looked involuntarily towards St. Leon, expecting a
noble outburst of feeling in vindication of her outraged
delicacy.” He looked excessively embarrassed, There wag
a frown upon his brow, and a flush upon his cheek, but
instead of uttering the manly determination of also with-
drawing, he stammered and declared that he bittesly re-
gretted being the cause of such a misunderstanding, that
he would not for the universe have visited Miss Glenmore
without the sanction of Miss Manly’s presence, had he
been aware of its being a viclation of her rules.

“I hope,” continued he, with one of those graceful bows,
which seemed as natural to him as the swaying of the wil-
low’s branches, “that [ shall be able to restore the harmo-
ny I have interrupted, and that Miss Glenmore may never
again suffer reproach for my imprudence and presumption.”

“Oh! why,” thought Eoline, giving him a glance that
brought the conscious blood to his cheek, “why does he

not boldly and bravely assert his rights and mine ? Why
does he not express his indignant sense of my wounded
feelings, and avenge the insult offered to himself? Why
does he not come forward as the champion of my reputa-
tion, and oppose with breast of steel, the arrows of calum-
ny and malice. I do believe there is more of manly spirit
in my girlish breast than in his.” o e

All this St. Leon read in the kindling light of her coun-

s
-
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{enanee, and he could have writhed in agony at the convic-
tion that he was wanting in that strength and power of
spirit to which she silently and vainly appealed. He could
have bartered a kingdom, were it his, to recall the smooth
words by which he had sought to allay the storm he should
have nobly breasted. e turned away in bitterness of
soul, fearing he had lost a treasure he would willingly
purchase, even if life were to be the immediate sacrifice.

¢« Niece, niece " cried Uncle Ben, detaining Foline,
who again attempted to pass the threshhold, ¢ this will
never do. You ought to be more tender with her. She
is nothing but a young thing, that ought to be petted, in-
stead of scolded. Turn round, little puss, niece did not
mean half what she said, she never does, she’s sorry for
it already. What, you won’t look at me! You are not
angry with old Uncle Ben, I hope t”

« No, indeed, Uncle Ben, I shall never forget your kind-
ness, never; I thank you for it, even now, but I cannot
cry peace, when there is no peace. Unless I hear an apo-

logy from Miss Maunly’s own lips, I shall consider the
. engagement between us forever dissolved. Let me go.”

Uncle Ben dlmost wrung her hand off before he let it go,

“when she ran up stairs, before St. Leon had time to address
her again. As she flew along, she heard something rushing

behind her, with clattering steps, like an animal. It was
dark, for the lamp in the passage had gone out, and she
knew not what enemy was in the rear. It seemed too
taree and heavy for a cat, too clumsy for a dog. Onward
she Tan, through the long, long passage, with the unknown
monster lumbering and panting behind, till she reached
her own door, and fell perfectly breathless against it. A
pair of strong arms grasped her round the neck, and she
was about to utter a wild shriek, when a voice she well
knew, called out,

“What you frlghtened'for'! It is nothing but me.”

life.”
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¢« Jerusha ! exclaimed Foline, shaking off the unwel-
come embrace. “How dare you termfy me so? And
where did you come from 1"’

“I was afraid to come up by myself, and just stopped
down there till you were ready-—I thought you knew
twas me.”

Louisa came out with her candle, -hearing the voice
of Eoline. She was alarmed, for the pallid hue of terror
still overspread her face.

“ They will be my death!” cried she, thloncr herself
into Liouisa’s arms, and laughing and crying in the same
breath. « Stay. and sleep with me to-night ; perhaps the
last night we shall ever be together, I will make a pallét
for Jerusha on the floor. Let me feel your dear, kind arms
around me, for my heart is sorely oppressed !”

“J don’t want to sleep on the floor, 1 know,” cried Je-
rusha, poutingly ; “’tis too hard.”

“Be obliging, Jerusha, said Louisa ; “ we can make you
very comfortable,” ;

« No—Ilet her keep her place and I will go to your
room, Louisa,” cried Eoline, that is, if Jyoudo not ObJECt 7

«If you do, I’ll go, too, ” exclaimed Jerusha, sfoutl;:
“I ain’t going to stay here alone all night, to save nobody.s

-~

Eoline, with 2 despalrmo' sigh, sat down on the suie of-
the bed, with Louisa’s arm around her, Neither of them
spoke for some time. In the meanwhile, Jerusha took
possession of the bed, and soon gave audible testimony that
she was asleep. A step, rather less firm than usual, was
heard in the passage. It was Mlss Manly on her nocturnal~
tour. Eoline’s heart beat more quickly, when giving a
quick rap, she entered and stood before her.

“ What is it, now 1 thought the young music. teacher,
“gstrife or peace 1-——-8‘(})]31’.1911 or fresh 1psult 1*? .

w MIS‘E Glenmore,” said she, trymg to speak in a, »nlan&er
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tone than usual, “I am willing to acknowledge that I have
spoken (without my usual caution and judgment to-night.
I am placed in a very peculiar situation, and in my extreme
anxicty to avoid even the appearance of evil, T may be
Ied 1ntc1 error, for I do not claim infallibility. As I never

encourage the visits of young gentlemen myself, nor allow

my pupils to receive them, it did strike me as very impru-
dent when I found you had passed the evening alone with
Mr. St. Leon, after refusing to accompany us, on the plea
of fatigue and a desire for loneliness. I spoke hastily——
I regret it—I have said so to Mr. St. Leon—I repeat now
the same to you.”

Theré did seém some dignity in this apology, commg
from so stiff and proud a woman, It was not without
a bitter isense of humiliation that she had compelled herself
to make it, but she knew the value of Eoline’s services
too well to suffer her to leave her, when she expected her
to give such brilliancy to her public concerts. Moreover,
she had !a high sense of justice and truth, and the moment
the gust| of passion was over, she acquitted Eoline of all
premeditation and design. Eoline was as generous as she
was high-souled. She took no pleasure in the humiliation
of an enemy, and the apparent consciousness of error on
their part, was immediately followed by forgweness on hers
She bowed her head, and said,

«It is enough, Miss Manly'——-—l ask nothing more !”?

And thus the wound was seemingly healed, but a scar
remained. Eoline felt hereafter as if she were watched
in the presence of St.Leon, whose impassioned feelings
for herself became more and more ‘evident. And just in
proportlon was the manifestation of Miss Manly’s jealousy.
She struggled with it, she tried to master it, but it had a
vitality that would not be destroyed. The greatest of hu-
man belhgs have one vulnerable point. There was one
spot in the heel of Achilles, which the waters of the Styx

\
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“had not bathed,—there was one place in the heart of Miss

Manly, which an arrow had pierced. If the goddess-born
had their weaknesses, we cannot expect mortals to be

exempt.

It wanted now about a month of the Examination, an
event which was contemplated with no little anxiety by
more than one dweller in Magnolia Vale,




CHAPTER VIL

The épproaching Examination was a kind of pivot, on
which every thought and action now turned. Miss Manly
had a remarkable power of awakening the ambition of her
pupils. | She had so constantly placed before them heroic
and stﬂking examples, that almost all looked forward to
the tlme _when the epithet Greaz would be attached to

their n mes, and immortality their portion. It is true .~

they ridiculed Miss Manly’s peculiarities and originalities
behind her back; they called her the Colonel, and mimick-
ed her assumption of supreme command; but with all
* this, they really respected her, and felt the influence of
. her strong mind on theirs. They saw her exclusive devo-
tion to the cause of education, that she sacrificed her time
.and her strength to the interests of the school, and that
though severe and exacting, she was consistent and true.
She never threatened, never scolded, She laid down her
rules, fived, émmutable rules, and their violation was im-
mediately followed by the known penalty. She might
‘have .represented justice, with her scales, weighing every
thing, ‘even the pound of flesh, with ynwavering hand.
Were the elements of our being purely intellectual, did
not the heart and the affections demand cultivation, did
hey not require the kind and genial sunshine, as well ag
the clear, bracing air, such a system would be admirable;
but when children are removed from the éndearments of
home, when no mother’s breast can pillow, no sister’s
arms entwine, they need the influence of love diffused
around them, or their, young heari-tendrils will droop for
want of gupport their buddlng tenderness wither and die.

.
NERE,
T
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But now they were all animated by the spirit of etudy.

Under every spreading tree, in every shaded corner, in lit~

2
i

tle shanties, which they had built themselves with branches -

and leaves, were seen busy groups intent upon their books,

or bending over their slates and pencils. Louisa began to

hear recitations soon after the morning bell rang, and
finished not till the twilight, and Eoline scarcely breathed
out of the walls of the music-room. Close as was the

confinement and constant the toil she there endured, she °

preferred it {o the apartment now desecrated by Jerusha,
or the parlor, where she was sure to encounter the impas-
sioned glances of St. Leon. They gave her a feeling of
unrest, of indecision, which made her unhappy. His love
seemed to her more like romance than reality.- It gilded
her imagination, played upon her heart, and warmed its
surface. 'Whether it would penetrate deeper and deeper;
time alone would prove.

Once, after a weary day, she happened to be alone in
her chamber, an unusual coincidence, for Jerusha followed
her like a shadow. She was pale and languid. Her arms
fell listless at her side, and her.eyes were turned towards
the fading horizon of the West. So deeply was she ab-
sorbed in thought, she did not hear even the stately steps
of Miss Manly, till they paused at her door.

“Shall I come in?” said she, in a kinder voice than
usual, . '

“I consider it quite a favor,” said Eoline, greeting her
with as much ceremony as if she were a stranger. It was
impossible to be informal with Miss Manly,

“You have confined yourself very much lately, Miss
Glenmore. You have been exceedingly falthful to your
duties, and the pupils will do great credit to your instruc-

tions. You have done more than I could with justice

have exacted, but not more than I am willing to be grate-
ful for. Another thing I. will take the libé#ty*of-saying
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I obserye, with approbation of your propriety, that you-
studiously avoid alluring the young gentleman, whom I
myself have perhaps imprudently made your associate.
We should always be upon our guard with strangers,
and there is a certain bound which discretion should not
pass.”’ IL

She anSed but as Eoline was silent, continued—

“You Have not been pleased with your room-mate, and
I grant, she cannot be the most congenial of companions.
The youm miss, who has been the sharer of my apart-
ment, leaves to-morrow, for domestic reasons, and I came
to tell you that Jerusha can take her place. I will have
her things/removed from your room to-night.”

Eoline lapped her hands together with rapture—a joy-
ous color rlghtened her cheek.

“ Than k you, dear Miss Manly, a thousand, thousand
times. ! what a favor! what a blessing! I feel like
a new bel g already. But I really grieve to think of the

awful infliction 1t will be to you. You have no concep-

tion what she is.’

«“ When the mind is fixed upon one great object, » re-
plied Miss| Manly, somewhat moved by Eoline’s enthum-
astic gratitude, “ minor things appear comparative trifles.
When I assumed the responsibilities of my station, I gave
up ease -and pleasure. I knew they were incompatible
with the stern and self-denying duties of a teacher. [

have never shrunk from labor or inconvenience, never -

hesitated tq sacrifice persomal-comfort to public good. 1
look upon |myself as a missionary in a great and holy
cause, and havmg taken the cross upon my shoulders, T
shall bear it with a firm step-and an unshrinking spirit.
Those whq would He on beds of down, and plllow on
roses, should never think of the onerous and ungrateful
vocation to Whmh I have devoted myself with the zeal of
a martyr o
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Eoline looked upon Miss Manly with respect, There
was much in her of the material of which martyrs are made
and heroes moulded. She seemed to have forgotten for the
‘moment all her artificial dignity, and expressed herself
naturally and energetically, as any strong-minded woman -
would. She was displaying one of the rich, thick satin
stripes-of her character. What a pity the flimsy gauze
would sometimes appear.

“You have astonishing energy and perseverance,” said

¢ Eoline. “I have seen you with wonder and admiration sus-

tain a weight of caré, suflicient to bow many a strong man to
the dust. But if I had my own will, it would be the last
vocation I should choose.” A

“I know it well, Miss Glenmore. You were formed for

-a different sphere, one to which I doubt not you will short-

ly return. I have heard of the motives which induced you
to quit your father’s protection, and it would be doing in-
justice fo your independence and principles, not to say that
I approve and honor them.”

“ Indeed!” exclalmed Eoline, blushlng, “] was not aware
that you knew anythmg of my pnvate history. Had 1
supposed that you w-uld havé sympathized in my feelings,
I would long since hive told you all. 1did not expect—1I did
not know-—"" she paused, in embarrassment, then added
ingenuously, “I-do no not think I have done you justice, -
Miss Manly You have more feeling and kindness than I
have given you credit for. I came here a very proud, in-
experienced young girl, born to affluence and indulgence—
a perfect novice in the school of discipline and action. I
should have found any service hard, and I have no doubt
pride has magnified my trials and darkened my judgment.
For your present kindness, I thank you. [ prize it more for
its beirg unexpected. It reconciles me to a great deal that
I was beginning to feel intolerable.”

Eoline spoke with earnest grace, and held out ner hand
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to Miss Manly, who rose to leave her. The latter was
evidently pleased with Eoline’s frank and grateful manner,
but she was as evidently afraid of committing herself by
being tog soft and amiable. With one of her own deep,
majestic bows& she retived, leaving Eoline almost wild with
delight. The great stone was about to be rolled away
from the sepulchre of her contentment. Jerusha was to be
removed| She was free—she was free. Flying to Louisa’s
room, arld catching up a light scarf from the bed, she

“wreathed it gracefully about her arms, and danced round
the astonished girl, like the gay Eoline of Glenmore
Place.

« Joy, Louisa, joy,” she cried, ¢ come and help me ga-
ther lauréls to make a crown for Miss Manly’s brow; oh!
what a good, glorious woman sheis. She hastaken Jerusha
to herself, and: we can renew the dear, quiet intercourse £o
Jong interruptéd. What ungrateful creatures we are! I
was sitting moping and almost crying, about to plunge in
the slougl; of despondency, like Bunyan’s Pilgrim, when in
came Gijnt Great-heart, and drew me out with a strong,
relieving| band. Shdme on me, to breathe a word that
could soqlnd like disrespect to Miss Manly, when I owe her

such a debt of gratitude. She has bound me to her by
cords that never can be broken. I am her friend now,
henceforth and forever.” |

Louisal had néver seen Eoline in such joyous spirits—

A R S
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of her, and as the enemy lay in ambush, too, Uncle Ben
had lns revenge in her captivity. All were engaged in the
sport but Jerusha, who sat under a tree, in the corner of
the yard, joyless and alone. Eoline, panting from herlace *
went to her, and asked her if she were sick. ’

“No, I ain’t sick,” said she, sullenly, “1know what makes
you so glad and frisky ; I heard you tell Miss Louisa all

- about if, But I won’t stay with Miss Manly; I'll go home

irst. T ain’t agoing to be hauled about from pillar to post,

as if I was nobody—when I’m as good as any body. My
pa is as smart as other folks’ pa’s, and my ma, too. They
won’t see me snubbed.”

Eoline was really sorry for the mortification of the child;
but what could she say to comfort her? She had intended
to repress the exuberance of her joy in her presence, to
avoid wounding her feelings—but the inveterate listener
had defeated her kind intentions.

“Ifold you I preferred being alone,” said she, gently.

¢TI did not deceive you—and I do feel very glad to have

my room to myself again. But I have always been kind to
you, Jerusha, and tried to make you happy, while with
me~—you know I have,” :

“Yes! that’s a fact,” cried Jerusha, vehemently, and
beginning to cry at the same time; “you've always been
good to me-——and Idon’t want to go away from you; youw've
learned me how to behave, too; and pa says he’d rather

T’d be like you, than any body else—'cause you are so
smart. He’ll be as mad as fire—thai he will.”

- The supper-bell rang, but Jerusha said she did not want
any supper——and she wouldn’t eat to save Miss Manly’s
life; so they left her under the tree in solitude. But she
was not allowed to starve—for half-a-dozen of the girls
slipped biscuits in their sleeves, and carried to her, fearing
she would die if she went supperless to bed. They did not
know that she had her pockets full of cake and cheese, and

TR e
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and most|truly did she sympathize in her joy. 'They went
to the pl#y-ground, where the girls were still lingering, and
Eoline challenged Uncle Ben to run with her—a thing she
had not done for a long time. Clapping his hands, with
boyish glee, he caught up the gauntlet she dropped at his feet, -
and began the chase, But he might as well have attempted
to catch Jche wild-deer of the forest, as the light-footed and
momentauly licht-hearted girl. He soon gave up the pur-
suit in dq‘;spair-—but Eoline had the whole school in chase
N | ,
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that she regaled herself sumptuously under the tree, while
they supposed she was shedding rivers of tears.
Jerusha had not a particle of malice or revenge in her

disposition ; and the next night she told Eoline she was -

mighty well satisfied, and she liked to be with Miss Manly
a heap better than she expected—that she hadn’t scolded
her one bit yet, and she didn’t mean she should.

A scene occurred about a week afterward, which left an
impression on Eoline’s mind, not to be effaced. They were
all assembled in the music-room to practlce some of the
anthems for the Examination. The room was very large—
and lighted with innumerable windows, which were all left
open; as the night was excessively.close and sultry. The
air had that pulseless stillness, which shows that the elec-
tr 1C1ty had left the earth, to roll itself in the bosom of the
cloud darkening over head. Eoline looked abroad and
sawW inth pleasure a dull lead-colored belt girdling the
Heavens, and deadening the deep, clear blue of the horizon.
Acrcﬂss this broadening belt, pale, lambent rays of lightning
were darting, in radiant mockery of its gloom.

e shall have a thunder-shower, 1 perceive,’” said she,
following, with delighted eyes, the dazzling play of the
lightning. “How welcome it will be,l after this long
drou%ht' Will it not 7’ added she, looking up to St. Leon,
who |was standing by her side.

- «] cannot say that I ever welcome a thunder storm,”
replied St. Leon, with a slight shudder. ¢From my earliest
recollection, I have had a constitutional dread of electricity.
It deprives me of strength and elasticity., It makes me
nerveless and weak.”

« Cannof the mind make the nerves the vassals of its
will?’ asked Eoline, the sight of his pallid cheek deep-
ening the hae of her own “at least in the day of health
and yigor 1"’ -

«fl have tried to school myself in vain,” said St. Leon.
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“ We cannot fashion ourselves anew nor string with iron
chords the spirit wired with silver or with gold, T regret
this weakness, if such it may be called, ‘but 1 cannot
conquer it.

“ When you sheltered Louisa and myself from that
terrible shower,” said she, I thought you quite strong and
heroic.” :

“Ah, that was nothing but rain,” he replied. <1 should
pot shrink from all the waters of the deluge, if they
came silently down ”

“] remember weH " replied Eoline, with a sigh, ¢ when

[ 'was a little child, my terror of electric power was so

great, that I dreaded the approach of summer—all its bloom
and beauty and fragrance could not reconcile me to the

thunder’s awful roll, the lightning’s blasting flash, But

when I became old enough to listen to reason, my fears

forsook me; and they have never returned. I even take

a sublime pleasure in gazing on the magnificent fire-works

of Heaven! Look! how beautiful—how grand!”

“I wish I could think and feel as you do,” cried St.
Leon,. “not-only on this subject, but on 21l. In everything
you rise superior not only to me, but to the whole world.

u were born for dominion-—1I, for homage.”’

“ No, St. Leon,” she cried, with another unaccountable,
yet irrepressible sigh, “I was not born for dominion, nor
will T assume it ; I was born to look up—up—high as the
eagle’s eyrie. It is this upward-reaching spirit that makes
me joy in the warring clouds or the rushing winds. They
are high and powerful, and I love them,”

“Have you no dread of danger? Do you not think of
death ¥’ asked St. Leon.

“We can die but once,” replied Eoline, ‘“and I would
far rather be struck suddenly by the bolt of Heaven, and
die a pangless death, than waste away in prostrated ago-
nies, or even languish long on the bed of disease, No, 1
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tamk less of dissolution in 2 moment like this, than in the
Ioneliness and darkness of the midnight hour.”

The entrance of Miss Manly and the pupils interrupted
the conversation. Eoline took her seat at the piano, Miss
Manly hers on the right, while St. Leon stood on the left.
The ydung choristers were arranged in a semicircle on
either %de, exactly as they were to be on the public plat-
form. Asthey came silently in, the roar of the distant thun-
der was heard, as a prelude to their opening anthem. To
Eoline jt was a grand rolling bass, and she seemed inspired
by the sound. Never had she sung with more power and
sweetness. In gne of the anthems, the words seemed sin-
gularly Llppropriate to the scene, 'They lwere taken from
one of 'those awfully sublime Psalms which make the
gpirit wéak from their overpowering grandeur of expres-
sion. It was Eoline’s part to sing alo&le the following
lines— |

«He bowed the Heavens also, and came down; and
darkness was under His feet.

« And| He rode ypon a cherub and did fly ; yea, He did
fly uponithe wings of the wind.” | ‘

While Eoline’s voice soared like the cherub, who is-

represented as bearing Jehovah on its wings, the thunder
came rolling and crashing along, as if the chariot wheels

of Deity| were overhead, and the sky was one blaze of °

lightning. St. Leon covered his eyes with his hand. He

=

had a solo which should have followed Eoline’s, but he
was voiceless, Eoline raised her eyes, not hearing the

" He looked like 2 fainting man.

the keys; “Miss Manly, will you send for a glass of
© . water?”? ‘
#. “Miss Manly, who knew not the cause of his agitation,
*“and supplosed ?;him" to be attacked by sudden illness, was

¥ |

expected note;F and saw his face and lips of ashy paleness..

« Mr, $t. Leon is il1,”” said she, liffing'her hands from’

A
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excessively alarmed. She handed him the water with her
own hands, and insisted upon his sitting down and not
attempting to sing any more. We have noticed before her
kindness to all in sickness, and her interest for St. Leon.
This combination made ber attentions conspicuously assi-
duouvs. She dispatched one for cologne, another for cam-
phor, and poured herself some of the fragrant lymph on
the waving locks of St. Leon. '

“] am ashamed, for causing this interruption,” said he
looking gratefully at Miss Manly, “and giving you so
much trouble. It is a great misfortune of mine,”

“Are you subject to these attacks?”’ inquired Miss
Manly, anxiously.

“Always in a thunder-storm or a tempest. It is a con.
stitutional weakness, and, I believe, hereditary.”

Eoline glanced at Miss Manly to see the impression this
confession had made upon her. She expected to see the
pity of this strong and high-minded woman blended with
a shade of contempt. But she was mistaken. Her coun-
tenance expressed all the tenderness and compassion of
which it was capable. Eoline felt for St. Léon, herself-—
she pitied him, for his agitation seemed perfectly uncon-
trollable. But she felt humiliated by it, because she had
lately associated St. Leon with her most secret thoughts.
She could not bear that he should expose this unmanly
trepidation to young girls, who have such a keen sense of
the weak and effeminate. She heard Fanny whisper to
Selma, « He is afraid,” and the same sentence was spelled
on the fingers of the whole choir,

As the storm continued, and the rising wind added its
gusts to the reverberating thunder, fhe rehearsal was stop-

- ped. It could not go on without St. Leon, and hé tvas.
R

incapable of proceeding. _ A
“Will it disturb you if T sing?” said Eoline, looking"
towards St. Leon. . e
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_ «0Oh, np—lyour voice always seems the Yoice ?f ”an
angel. Itwill be doubly sweet at a moment like this.
Miss Manly bad left the hall, to give orders that a room
might be prepared for St. Leon. ' She would not think of
his going abroad on such a night.: .
«] fear you think me unmanly,” said he, in a low voice
to Eoline; “but believe me, the mind has nothing to do
with it. It is altogether physical. Eoline, look down
upon me, if you will, but still look upon me. I am strong
in one thi g—-L—i'n my love for'you.” ' v
Eoline was|glad that Miss Manly’s approach p.revented
her reply. ¢ condemned herself for the feelings that
_oppressed her, but she could not help them, any more than
St. Leon his iphysical weakness. When she first met St.

Leon, he had appeared in the light of a protector, man’s

natural and Heaven-appointed office. It-is true, he h:ad
only sheltered her from the rain, but she remembered him
as a help in the hour of need. She imagined hers_elf ex-
posed to the warring elements of such a night as this, W{th
“no aim but His to lean upon, no spirit but his to sustain,
and she sighed at the prospect. It would be hers to up-
hold, hers to strengthen. Woman feels that it is her
office to w%tclh in sickness and soothe in sorrow—to go
down with 'the sufferer, even into the valley of darkness,
without fearine its shadows; but not to be foremost in the
battles of lif{; nor to take the helmm when the night is
dark, and the billows are roaring, with the master pale and
inert at her! side. .
The rainiccj\tinued, but the thunder was muttering at a

distance. Miss Manly insisted that St. Leon should re- "

Jmnain. He'wquld take cold, get sick, his voice would be
‘hoarse at-the concert, and then what would they do?  St.
Leon consented, and again Eoline heard one of the saucy
girls whisper yery softly to another, that « the Colonel
| ought to make|Miss St. Leon some herb tea.”

i

T oom
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“I am very wicked,” said she, to Louisa, when they
were alone, for they could be alone now, sometimes, « but
I have felt far more vexation than compassion to-night.
Do you think a man ought to know the sensation of Jear,
or, knowing ought to yield to it 1 ‘

“St. Leon’s nerves were strangely affected,” said Louisa,
“but, you remember, some very great men have had con-
stitutional weaknesses, Peter the Great, as Miss Manly
would say, and Cesar, too, fainted at the sight of water,
s0 great was their terror.” '

“ Ah, but they conquered it!” exclaimed Eoline, “and -
became heroes. Their greatest weakness became their
crowning glory,” '

“Perhaps St. Leon will conguer his,” said Louisa, “and
become a hero, too.” ,

“No,” replied Eoline, sadly and thoughtfully ; I think
he had as powerful a motive to-night as could act upon
him, but it was in vain. I said I am wicked, because I~
feel as if T could really admire a man more, who is capa.
ble of some great crime nobly repented of, if he have cor-
responding greatness of character, than one amiably weak
and constitutionally timid.”

“ You should pardon many-defects in St. Leon, Eoline,
for the exceeding love he bears you. Were I loved, and
S0 loved, it seems to me the passion would throw a radie
ance round the being who thus worshiped. We are all
made to differ, ¢There is one glory of the sun, and an--
other glory of the moon, and one star differs from another
star in glory,”” ' .

“The glory of the sun for me!” exclaimed Eoline, ar-
lently, “even its meridian glory. There is a joy in beirg
toved and worshiped ; but, oh, Louisa, how much deeper,
how much holier must be the joy to Jeel love and worship
for another!” * '

St. Leon was really ill and feverish the next day, ana
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unable to iave his room. Miss Manly did not visit him
herself—she [thought it the height of impropriety to do so,
but, through Uncle Ben, who was a celebrated nurse, she
lavished upon him more than needed care. The servants
were going in and out with little waiters, mysteriously
covered with white napkins, containing delicacies for the
invalid. A large stuffed rocking chair was rolled in for
his accommodation, and he had as many bouquets sent
him as if he fwere Prima Donna. The children, believing
they had vérr nged him in supposing him afraid, when he
was in reality ill, with the reaction peculiar to their age,
thought they could not do enough to express then sympa-
thy and regret.,

St. Leon as a Creole, the son of a Creole planter; of
Louisiana. It is believed that the race from which he
sprang iz more distinguished for beauty of person, grace
of manner, quickness and ardor of feeling, and gentleness
of disposition, than for the stern and’ hardy virtues, It
-vras certainly so with St. Leon. It is said, too, that an
exquisite taste for music in men, is accompanied with a
“fineness of nerve and sensitiveness of temperament, incom-
patible with a strong will and an unswerving purpose.
W hether this be true in general or not, it was true of St.
Leon. Even if nature had planted in his mind the germs
of a ﬁrmer‘ character, the indolence and luxury of his life
had never aﬂowed their expansion.

Great qualities are not the hot-bed growth of luxury.
They are plants of Heaven’s own nurture, and the blasts
that shiver the crystal walls of the green-house, destroying,

the exotics 11t shelters, only give them a deeper root and".

stronger tone.

His uncobimon delicacy « of constitutlon, which was vist-
ble in his pale, transparent complexmn, rendered it ne-
cessary for 5fhlm to leave the luxuriant and sickly regions,
where his {’ather dwelt, during the sultry months of the

EOLINE} OR, MAGNOLIA VALE. 163

year, He spent most of his summers in fravelling, and
being attracted by the beautiful scenery around Monte-
bello, stopped to linger a few days near its green fields,
and beside its still waters, . In one of his romantic ram-
bles, “he beheld the beautiful Eoline, crowned with the re-
galia of Spring, a Flora in bloom, a Nightingale in song—
the very incarnation of Poetry, Music and Love. Bless-
mgs on the rain that gave him an opportunity of approach-
ing her; and blessings on Miss Manly, who opened a door
for his admission to the seminary which would bring him
in close juxta-position with the object of his intense ad-
miration. As day after day unfolded her noble, intellee-
tual qualities—qualities he never dreamed of finding in so
young and fair a girl, his admiration deepened into wor- -
ship. She seemed to shine above him, a radiant and con-

stantly ascending star, and no Chaldean shepherd ever

gazed with more idolatry on the : "

“Brightest and best of the sons of the morning,”

than the young Creole on the banished daughter of Glen-
more. He felt her superiority even painfully, and there
were moments when he was tempted to yield to despair;
but she hid allowed him to hope, she had not rejected him,
she had asked for time, to analyse her own feelings, and
study Aés character. e had no rival, and such love as
his miust meet a return,

The night of the thunder-shower, when her sky-lark
notes rose clear and rejoicing above the thunder’s roar,
while he, a poor, trembling, stricken dove, was fluttering
songless, below ; he felt that there was an immeasurable
distance bP.tween their spirits—a distance the rainbow of
hope could scarcely span. It was this conviction acting

‘on his excited nerves, that caused the illness which suc-

ceeded. For days he lingered in his room, and Miss
Manly began to tremble for his health, as well as for her
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rehearsals and concerts, At length he came forth, looking
more pale and interesting than ever, but declaring himself
perfectly well. The langnishing softness of Lis eyes was
in keepmg W1th his invalid character—a character which
seemed to invest him with new graces, KEoline, conscious

she had {cond mned him foo harshly for a weakness he

- could not conquer, greeted him so kindly that all his wilted
hopes revwed

She was looking anxiously into the future. In her altered "

feelings for MISS Manly, she preferred remaining with her,
to seekmg a new, perhaps a less desirable home. But theve
wg.s a long Wacatlon approaching. All the pupils were
talking of home, of the expected embraces of parsnis, Lthe
joyous welcome of friends. Miss Manly spoke of visiting
her Northern relatives during the long holidays; Louisa,
of acco pany|r1ng her. Could she remain alone in that
baronial |castle, with its long galleries, winding stairs, and
empty d rmlt£1\r1es 1 It is true, she had 1nv1tat10ns, eagerly
reiterated, from all the pupils, Jerusha included, to pass the
holidays wnth them, but she knew not their parents, and
the home of the stranger offered no elysium to her yearning

" heart. She thought of her inflexible father, of Horace

Cleveland, of her darling Willie, and-~wept.
_ Poor Eoline !

CHAPTER VIIL

Horace Cleveland returned from Cuba’s sea-bound shore,
with the remains of his mother, whose last prayer was that
she might be buried in her native soil. She had sought
health in a foreign clime, and found death among its spicy
breezes and tropic flowers. As her son was borne home-
ward over the tossing billolxi,[lwith his silent and encoffined
companion, he communed\in secret with his life’s first,
great sorrow. Ever reserved and undemonstrative, no
one dreamed of the intensity of affection he bore his mo-
ther, till he hung over her dying bed. He knew it not
himself, for he had never sounded the depths of his own
heart. In the pure intellectuality of his existence, he had

&uﬂ'@md the fountains of feeling to lie far, far below the
urface, imparting neither freshness, beauty, or bloom to
the eye; but swollen by the waters of sorrow, the springs
gushed and welled up, forming an overfiowing Nile, on
which the Lotus might float, and the Lily gleam. "And

" even now, as he sat, with folded arms, and calm, thought-
ful brow, by the side of the unburied dead, a stranger
might have thought him cold and insensible. It is said
there are sermons in running brooks, and in the way-side
flower, but there is an eloquence in death, all voiceless as

- it is, that preaches as brook and flower never yet have
preached. Strange as it may seem, life, in its. fyllest,
broadest sense, was in this instance born of death, When
the strongest earthly tie he had yet known was broken, he _
felt the immortality of the affections, since they survived
the ruins of mind, Reason wandered, judgment grew weak,
lmagmatmn dlm ; but love survived the wreck. She clung
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to him, as|the sheet-anchor of her heart, while the waves
s of death washed over her, and he thus learned
the uncongquerable nature of human love. Strange, too,
behind ht% image of his dead mother, he always beheld
the living Eoline. She came upon his memory, a Phenix,
rising from the ashes of death, and brightening its gloor.
He reme "}Fered his visit to Magnolia Vale, angd the alliance
of friendship which had succeeded the cold reserve existing
between [them. When he caught the first glimpse of his
father’s lordly villa, and immediately turned to the twin-
built mansion of Mr. Glenmore, his heart throbbed at the
hope of soon meeting there the lately banished Eoline.

Mr. Glenmore came to sympathize with his widowed
friend, race asked after his daughter as if confident
that she was restored to his protection.

« Name her not,”” exclaimed the father, with . a darken-
ing brow.| “*S8he is nothing to me now and never can be.
The door lof] reconciliation is forever. closed, Jorever”?

He was tao proud to tell Horace of hisslighted overtures,
preferring! that he should think him the mast' vindictive
and implacable of human beings, rather than that he should
know that Nis offers of reconcikiation had been treated
with disdain{, gmj

Horace, who had been reading law at the University
of Gottinge ,\ during his residence in Europe, was now
anxious tocwe ter on the active duties of his profession. He
longed to throw himself into the battle of life, and test the
keenness and'% trength of the weapons he had been whetling
and tempe ‘in%‘- for the gladiatorial strife of mind. Before
geeking the arena he had selected, he resolved to visit
Eoline, sinl;e‘ e was permitted to do so as a friend, and see
if the eaglel wings of her spirit had not yet drooped in their
unaccusto ‘eti flight. [

« Parhap \{?ben she Jearns that I am going to leave my
home,” tho}

dﬂt he, ¢she may be induced to return, andv .
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the father cannot banish her a second time. Implacable

s he seems to be, he still loves her, and I see well that

this unnatural separation has added more than one furrow
to his brow.” - '

« Father is gone away,” said little Willie, when Horace
called the day before his departure to bid him farewell,”
“but I’m at home.” .‘ :

Willie had always been fond of Horace. Indeed he
was one of those slender, fibrous planis, whose delicate,
spreading roots cling to the surrounding soil with closeness
and tenacity. Now he had some misgivings about Horace,
for, though he did not understand the family compact
which had bound him to Eoline, he had heard his father
talk, and Mrs, Howe and Gatty talk, and he knew a great
deal more than they imagined the child thought of. From
all he had gathered he had come to the conviction that
if Horace had loved Eoline as he ought, as everybody
ought. to do, she would never have left him, sisterless,

“to mourn.

“ What for did you let sister Ela go away 1’ he asked,. -
when Horace took him in his lap, and stroked back his
beautiful auburn hair.

“I could not keep her from going,” replied Horace,
with embarrassment. “I was not even here when she
went.” , :

“Yes, but you could, though. I heard father say so.
He said you didn’t love her, and that was the reason she
wouldn’t stay. How could you help loving Ela? What’s
the reason you don’t love her?”

Willie fixed his eyes steadily on the face of Horace,
that reddened under his gaze. He knew not héw lo re-
ply to the siraight-forward and earnest child, but he said,
evasively,

“It is Ela that does not love me. That alters the case
very much.” : '
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- “ Byt |you don’t answer my question,” persisted 1the
boy. “l Il ask it another way. You don’t hate Ela, do
you’!”

«No, indeed. Heaven forbid. Sms&y you never heard
anybody|say that I did b

« Yes—but I have, though. I don’t know whether it
was T £ er, or Mrs. Howe, or Gatty. Somebody did.
But I ¥now it isn’t true. I couldn’t love you if it was.”

'« I am|going to see Eoline to-morrow, Willie,” said Ho-
race, anxious to change the current of Willie’s " thoughts.
“ Whaﬂ shall I tell her from you?”’

« Tell er to come back with you. Tell her to come
back, ctied the child, enthusiastically. ¢« Tell her it isn’t
home without her. Nobody’s the same they were before
she went\ away. This is the way father looks all the
time.” Willie contracted- his smooth brow and tried to

make a Jumatme horse-shoe. ¢« The flowers don’t look‘

half so sweet, for nobody takes care of them as she did.
My flazr don’t curl as pretty, because she isn’t her to tw:st
it round her fingers. And P’'m not half as good as I was,”
said 11ttl|e Willie, sorrowfully, and lowering his tone, ¢ for
“npobody lhsﬁens to know if God hears my prayers or not.
I say the m every night, but Mrs. Howe goes to sleep some-
times. Sister Ela carried up my prayers to Heaven her-
self, for ]shre looked up there to see them go, and held my
hands 11# hers all the time.”

Surely never were a sister’s praises so mnocently, yet so

eloquently breathed, Horace felt their glow in Ius heart,

and selfjrepfoach and sorrow were there, too, for had he
not, by af coldness and indifference he might forever vainly
rue, deprw d this beautiful and loving boy of the sister he
W@gshxped

s will &ell her all you say, and do all I can to per

stiade her to return fof your sake,” cried Horace rising to
depart. '

}
i
i
|
4

EOLINE; OR, MAGNOLIA VALE. 169

“Will you tell her you love her 1’ said Willie, laying
his left cheek on the hand of Horace, and lookmg beseech-
ingly in his eyes. 2

« She would be angry if I did,” replied he, turnlng away
from the little inquisitor. e

“No she would’nt—but don’t go yet,” said Wllhe, fol-
lowing him. ¢ Come into the garden and get some flow-
ers for Ela. She loves them so dearly. Then they are
her own flowers—and tell her I sent them. She will think
them sweet, I know.” :

He pulled Horace along with him into the O'arden, and“
began eagerly gathering the fairest and best, Horace be-
came interested in the task. His mother loved fowers,:

-and he had frequently brought the rich blossoms of the

tropic bowers, and laid them on her sick couch. But it
was the first time he had ever cgulled one for Eoline, -
though the betrothed of his childhood, and there was a
charm’ in the office which he could not explain. They
were fo be offered in Willie’s name, and she should net be
made to prize them less by knowmg that his hands had

assisted to pluck them. Willie would have put the whole . .

garden, and the green-house, too, into a bouquet, if Ho-.:
race could have carried it, and he mourned When‘com-’
pelled to stop, after having arrived at the limits of human
compressibility.

“Tell her I kissed them,” cried the boy, pressing them
again and again to his rosy lips, while his sweet eyes filled
with tears— and she must kiss them, too.”

Thus embalmed, the offering of fraternal love was borne
away by Horace, and its fragrance and bloom kept alive
by the most devoted attention. As he travelled on horse-
back, it required some skill to dlspose of the bouquet. He
could not put it in his valise for it would wither—he djd
not like to carry it in his hands Iest i should make him.
look*too foppish, but it was a sacred oftering, and he would

o
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not leave it behind; so winding a wet handkerchief round
the stems, he endured the shame for the sake of the plea
sure he hoped to impart, and every time he stopped he
took caré, to saturate the linen afresh, and awake the flow
ers to ne\i‘w? life. So carefully did he watch them, so ten
derly did he nurse, that he grew to love them, for the care
herbestov}réd, and instead of one Picciola, he had a cluster
to gladden his solitary journey. They were redolent with
memories of Eoline, that noble, beautiful Eoline, whom
his more than Indian stoicism had made an alien from her
home, and jon whom he had imposed a lot of toil, perhaps
misery. | B

Tt was hight when he arrived at Montebello. By going
through t 1e woods, he had condensed a two days’ carriage
journey into one. As he entered the hotel he met crowds
of people going out, as’ if in a great hurry, and he could
hear them say one to another—

« T fehr|we shall be too late for seats.”

Whilgé t supper, the landlord, an officiously polite gen-
tleman, remarked— :

«] suyppose you are going-to attend the concert io-

AR ;

night. 1
« Where1”
«At the] ‘ :

" erowd, and I fear you will find it difficult to get'a good

place—thai i, if you intend to go. If you are 2 stranger

in this partlo:f the country, I would advise you by all means .

to attend, for they saythere never was such music heard
before, as you will have a chance of listening to there.”

« [ndeed!” said Horace, shrinking at the thought of the

refined and high.bred daughter of Glenmore, being com-
pelled to exhibit herself before a promiscuous and crowded
assembly. | ¢ What celebrated musicians are there 17

« Why, there’s the young music teacher, a Miss Glen-
more, whose father they say is as rich as a Creesus, and who -

M agnolia‘éV'aIe Seminary. There will be a great ‘
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turned her out of doors because she wouldn’t marry 2 young
-man she didn’t like. That’s the girl for me. 1 would
walk forty miles to see such a one, if she was as ugly ‘as
you please—but' this young lady is the prettiest creature I
ever saw in my life, and sings like a dozen mocking-birds
put to§eth11'. 1;11 the young men who attended the Ex-
amination have been raving about i
stupid fellow she ran awaf from.”her’ sy they Plt}" e
Horace hastily rose from the fable. The words of the

_loguacious landlord were daggers to him. He felt as if

he were known, and that the remarks were uttered by
design, L

“Then there’s the handsome young gentleman that
tea(.:hes' singing, too,” continued the host; “he sings like
a nightingale as well as she. If report speaks true, the
two nightingales will sing in one cage before long.” ,

!

]

\

“ Of what gentleman aré you speaking 1"’ asked Horace, ’

a strange pang shooting through his heart. - '
“ His name is St, Leon,” replied the landlord. “Itisne
doubt he makes believe to be a teacher there, for reasons

best known to himself, but suspected by all. He boards

with us, and he cares no more how much money he spends
b

than if it were so much sand. He told me, when he first -

came, that he was going to pass the summer in travelling—
but 1t' seems he could not get a step beyond this p'lace.a
But, sir, I b_eg your pardon—I think I have seen your face
?}ffore.l Dldhyou not stop here in the winter, and inquire
e way {o the Semi ! i i
e v y inary ! I think you passed the night
Horace answered by a distant bow.
“ An acquaintance of Miss Manly’s, or i
Glenmore, herself 1 Y% or perhaps of Miss
With another cold, silent bow, Horace sought the door.
_“The Colonel is a wonderful woman,” continued the
Agefxtlgr{;an, facetiously, “we all very proud of her school.
B -
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There 1s not such another this side of the Alleghany. She
made a speecH this evening, at the close of her Examina-
tion, that, they say, beat all the stump speeches ever heard
in the land of pine woods. If she were a candidate for
Congress, I've no doubt she would be elected by an over-
whelming majority. Oh!.she’s a great woman—our Colo-
nel is.’} | '

Horace at last escaped to ‘his room, where he could
shake off the dust of the traveller, and make himself a
fitting guest for Miss Manly’s ctowded halls. Never had
he felt in such a state of-nervous agitation. One moment
he resglved to return at once, without exposing himself
to the hazard of being known as the young man, the “stupid
fellow,]’ from whom the heiress of Glenmore had fled ; the
next, he was urged by an irresistible desire to see Eoline,
blushing in maiden beauty, before the gaze of hundreds,

by' the [side of the handsome and melodious St. Leon. He
wanted-to behold this disguised hero, this spendthrift lover,
. this rage bird of song, whose magic notes were said to have
captivz:Eed- the heart that perhaps might have been his, had

he not chilled it with the coldness of polar ice. |

He was tempted to throw away the flowers, fearing they

ould draw attention to himself—but the remembrance
of Willie’s pleading eyes and tearful messages glued them
to his hand. He could not cast them aside. When he
approached the Seminary and saw the crowd around the
building, he gathered confidence in the hope of passing
unnoticed. It looked like an illuminated castle, with its

myriad windows brilliantly lighted, and its lofty towers °

leaning against the starry sky. Just as he reached the door
a sudden flood of melody rolling over the throng, drowned
the bugz of mingling voices,-and caused such a rush and

pressurg inwards, that Horace found himself borne along,

with sgarcely any effort of his own. Gaining a window

.- not far from the platform, he jumped on.to itsfys‘ill, and

S ~

_rlbbqns, with their sweet flowers all
)
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concealed her from the gaze of the audience, but this
slight screen did not intercept the view of Horace, who ‘

- peheld her with sensations such as woman had never be-
* fore inspired in his breast. Never had she secemed so daz-

zlingly fapr, so softly, yet resplendently lovely. He looked
as Adam looked when he beheld the new-made bride of
Eden, bepming on his kindling vision. He was as one
waking out of a deep sleep, by a flash of conviction, in-
tense as the lightning, and almost as scorching. When
strong passions have lain dérmant for a long time under a
superincumbent weight of intellect, their awakening is the
bound of |the giant, strong, exultant and fearful. Horace
trembled |and glowed as the new life ceme rushing and
flowing:in, into every vein—giving hini the sense of a new
creation. | It flashed from his eyes—it burned upon his
cheek—he felt it in every fibre of his being. But the mo-
ment that revealed Foline to him, invested with this new-
born glory, this moment, the warmest, the brightest, soon
proved the darkest of his life. For on the right hand
stood the minstrel lover, with his pale alabaster face, bril-
liant eyes, and romantic-waving hair, adorned with every
grace that can captivate the eye of woman. And all the
time he was gazing, music was gushing forth and filling
the hall and sweeping out into the starry night. They
were singing an anthem of praise. Hosanna was the bur-
den of the strain—¢Hosanna,” ascended clear and high,
as-the highest warblings of the flute, from the lips of Fo-

sanna,” repeated the youthful band, in their

-like contralto—¢ Hosanna,” breathed St. Leon,
in his deep melodious tenor—* Hosanna, Hosanna,” re-
sounded the whole choir, in one strong burst of jubilant
harmony, while the keys quivered and sparkled under
Eoline’s jewelled fingers. Horace listened with an inte-
rest, an intensity that amounted to agony. As one by
one, and then all in one, the Hosannas swept by him,and
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he beheld Eoline the centre of that region of light and

harmony, she seemed lost to him forever—_1 i
:‘nadness. The words of little Willie 1‘&11,«3,'0?1115 I;J;:;Z:"ﬂ
How could you help loving Ela 77—« What did r |
hfar 89 away for?” «Because I wag a fool, dolt mzo'u ff
thought he, «“and I deserve to be punished ,as I ;m ’:nac,
" There was a breathless silence after thejanthem .closed
en a sudden and spontaneous burst of appla ’
twice, thrice the building shook with jts thuiljders
t}?e Iul} that succeeded, Miss Manly arose. Her.t 11 figure
at once arrested every eye. o e
‘-‘ Hush, hush, the Colone] g goin
whisper across the benches, -

And truly the Colonel was oo )
) was
2 very sensible one, tog, §0Ing to make 2 specch, and

1 1en
forwzzs ;I:Iadnk thfe aud;e{lce,” she said, bending graciously
. their, :v;avmg herivory fan, «we thank our friends
ord manj Qsta.txons of approbation. We receive the ,
0 the spirit of kindpegg in which we are certain %her;:

g to speak!” ran jn g

espectfully request, th
should hereafter speak thc,éir

There
Was a murmur, when Mg

seat after a dignifieq bow, and anly resumed her

- together ready to clap, S0me boys put their handg

¢ respected Miss Manty,
Pupils had passed g
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his graspl They would carry her thoughts back to her
shome; tHey would turn her from the. fascinations of the
'present‘mmenf;, perhaps awaken one remembrance of him.
Before he left the hotel he had fastened a slip of paper to
#he bouquet, with the simple words—<¢From Willie, to his
asister Eoline,” inscribed upon it. W hile he was hesitating
" sby ‘what messenger to send the floral token, little Bessie
Bell, the young fairy, with her blue sash fluttering round
her, came|gliding amid the throng, like a gleam of azure
sky breaking through a cloud. |

«For Miss Glenmore,” said he, bending down, and
placing the flowers in her eagerly extended hand.

Proud of being the bearer of such an offering, to such a
shrine, the little white c¢loud, with its azure sky-gleam,
‘floated back to the platform, and seemed to melt.away at
Eoline's feet, for it disappeared in the twinkling of an eye,

Eoline received the flowers with a gratified look, sup-
posing them sent asa compliment from some lover of music
in the audience. She had had many similar favors in the
wgourse of the Examination, but there was something in the
fragrancel of this, that breathed into her inmost heart.

Horace watched her countenance as she read the inscrip-
tion. The red lightning of sudn%len emotion darted across

her cheek, fthen left it of snowy whiteness. She looked
eagerly into the crowd, with a wistful inquiring glance,
—that wandered from face to face, growing less and less
hop as|it|wandered, till it fell on the spot where
'Horace stood, in the deep embrazure of the window.
Shadows were resting there, but his eyes beaming with
newly enk ndled fires, met and arrested that vague and
doubtful glance. Had she recognized him? He could net
tell. But the color came back to her face. Nod#onger the
vanishing lightning, but the lingering crimson - that dyes

the ' sunset | ch‘:)ud. She bent her head over the flowers,
and he imbgined he saw them sparkling with dew-drops
| ! )

!
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which werenot there a few moments before. Again, she
turned towards the window, and this time Horace bc:we& |
to her glance. The salutation was immediately acknowe
ledged, and a bright smile played on her lips. - &

The harp was now drawn to the front of the platfon;
by Uncle. Ben, who had seemed during the whole eveniﬁgg
most s?perﬂu‘omly busy, taking up chairs, and putting them  ~
dowr{ n the same place, going in and out with a hurried
and imporiant look, as if he had not one moment to
spare, o . ‘

S't. Leon led Eoline forward, and seated her at the grace-
f‘ul 1:_1strum’ent. Taking the flowers in one hand, and lean-
ing lightly on.the harp with the other, the handsome Creole
sto.od waiting:to accompany her with his rich and mellow
voice. To the €lassic mind, he might recall the youn
Alcfollo singing to the impassioned music of Erato’s nine%
stn.nged lyre. Horace had seen Eoline at the hafp man
a fime before, but he felt as if it were the first time he haﬁ
ever experienced her minstrel power. As she raised her
hands to sweep the glittering wires, her loose gossarﬁ‘er
sleeves fell back, revealing an arm of unrivalled beaut

.bo}th as to form and hue. He thought of Ossian’s faiJ;:
haired maids, of the white-armed daughter of Joscar, and
he thought, too, of the angels, and the golden harl,)s of
_.Heaven. His imagination wag excited, and beautiful
images from the old poets, from ancient amythology and
the divine bards, crowded upon his meﬁmry. H;gg was
tra.nsformled into a poet himself. - He could write a rand
epic poem—of which life should be the subject, magl;l the

- hero, and the machinery, the hidden springs-and wondrous

*workmanship of the human heart.

The cd®ncert was windin
7' g to a close; the last anthem
‘was announced. The white-robed choir again arranged

', themselves in a semi-lunar form, while Eoline and St. Leon

took }the» same position as at the opening of the concert.

o
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MISS Ma ly stood up i to en_]oy this last act of a triumphant
drama. |Eoline, who missed for a moment the voice of
St. Leon) looked up and saw him leaning against the piano,
with his hand pressed against his side, and his face wear-
ing the pallor of death. Giving her one earnest, thrilling

is eyes closed, and he fell back perfectly insen-

It would be difficult to descnbe the scene of confusion
that followed, The forward pressure of the crowd impeded
every bréath of sir, and formed an impenetrable barrier
round the platform. The frightened children condensed
themselves on the other side—Miss Manly, no less alarmed,
for once gxerting herself in vain to call them to order.

«“Stand back!” exclaimed Eoline, in an agony of ter-
ror, “keep back, if you would not kill him! He is not
dead. Good Heavens!—will nobody help him? Oh,

Horace ! she cried, for he had wedged the crowd, he |

knew not how, and sprang upon the platform, ¢for God’s
sake get 'a glass of water!”

«Here 'is water! and here!” cried a dozen voices,
while Horace knelt and raised the lifeless St, ‘Leon on his

« Carry him to the window !” exclaimed a commanding

voice, while another strong pair of arms surrouj}ded the
young man, “he will die for want of air.” 7
Tt was Doctor Hale, the doctor, par excellencé, of Monte-
| bello, whase commands had the authority of Scripture.
By the copious application of water, and the current of
fresh air admitted to his lungs, St. Leon revived, so as to
open his eyes, and give evidence of consciousness—and
that was z:il 1 . '
L Yes,i adam " said the doctor, in answer to Miss
- Manly’s anixious inquiries, “ have asroom prepared imme-

diately, where he can remain perfeatly quiet. His pulse

is faint and flickering. My friends,’* said the doctor, some-

1
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what authoritatively, to those who pressed round: the plat
form, “we would thank you to retire as silently as pos-
sible. Little girls, it is time you were in bed. We shall
have a man’s life on our consciences.” ‘

The doctor’s words had the effect _of amagic, The illy-
minated hall was soon vacated, and the streets and dorni'
tories filled. St. Lieon was borné to his room in the arms
of the doctor and Horace Cleveland. It was a sad and
awful termination of the brilliant evening. Eoline, be-
fore she quitted the platform, stooped down and gathered
up poor Willie’s fading flowers, ' which had fallen from thé
failing grasp of St. Leon, then mechanically followed the
steps of Miss Manly, steps far less firm and majestic than
usual. Louisa, %ho fatigued by the exertions of the day,
had early retired from the concert, met them, with her
face as whité as her dress. thne oppressed by conflict-
ing emotmns, put her arms round her, and burst into

- tears.

“QOh, Lomsa !—this is dreadful-—-dreadful' I have been

-cruel and unjust!” she cried, scarcely knowing what she

uttered.

The thought of her harsh judgment of St. Leon, the
night. of the thunder-shower, filled her with remorseful

- Ppangs; for what a fatal proof he had just given of the fra-

gility of his constitution! " The sudden appearance of
Horace, bearing a token from her own deserted home, had
likewise produced a powerful agitation. The excitement
of the preceding scene had made her nerves pecuharly sen~
sitive. One could hardly have recognized the St. Cecili
of the evening, in the pale, trembling girl who sat cling %
ing to Louisa, and starting wildly at every sound, Miss
Manly qould not sit stilt, She-walked slowly up and
down the long passage, with/ootsteps that left ne seund.
It was the first time hers had ever fallen like down. Every
onée in a while Uncle, Ben Would come stealing on tzptoe,
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and whisper that he was a little better, that the doctor
thought there was some hope; then putting his finger on
his lip, and shaking his head mysteriously, would tiptoe
back. It seemed to the two anxious, waiting, weary girls,
that the night was all waning away, so long had they sat
listening to the muflled sound of carefully closing doors,
and whispering voices, whose words they could not
gather.

At length Horace Cleveland came within the door,
Eoline rose to meet him, without speaking. It was no
time for mere formal expressions, and she had no voice to
utter them. .

« Mr, St. Leon,” said Horace, “ wishes to see you for a
few moments. Doctor Hale thinks him in very great,
though perhaps not immediate danger, but such is his own
impression.  As everything depends upon the quietude of
his nerves, the doctor thinks your presence might have a
tranquilizing influence; that is, if you can command your
own feelings. Are you equal to the scene, Koline 1"

“Alas! I know not,” she answered; “I wish he had
not asked it.”

Miss Manly, who had followed Horace, and heard the
request, here spoke, with extreme agitation.

«] think you had better decline going, Miss Glenmore.
1t can do no possible good, and will excite his nerves, in-
stead of soothing them. Besides, I do not think it consist-
ent with propriety, and, as Miss Glenmore’s friend and
adviser, [ certamnly must oppose it.”

“If you will accompany her, Miss Manly,” satd Hg?
race.

“Yes, come with me, dear Miss Manly,” interrupted
Eoline, “your presence will sanction mine. Oh, it weuld
be cruel, to refuse a sick, perchance a dying man.”

« He asked not for me-—he desires not me!” exclaimed
Miss Manly, her under lip quivering with repressed emos
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tion, I should be looked upon as an intruder! No--nI
cannot go!”

“ Louisa, dem Louisa, you will go with me'! You can
console and comfort far, far more than 1.”

¢« Let me accompany you, Eoline,” said Horace, taking
her hand, and drawing it round his arm ashe spoke. “Let
me stand in a brother’s place to you in this, and all future
trials, Doctor Hale is with him—1I think no other friend
is necessary. Come, and show .the same fortitude you have
done on other occasions.—There 1s, there can be no impro-
priety in an errand like this. If so, let the angels of merey
be condemned.”

Thus sustained, Eoline went with Horace Cleveland to
what she supposed was the dying bed of St. Leon. She
felt, as she clung to his arm, that it was the arm of a friend
and protector, that it had strength to support, and kindnesg,
too. Her spitit grew strong as she leaned upon it. Yet
she trembled when she entered ihe dimly-lighted room
where St. Leon lay; he who so lately stood by her side,
music gushing from his lips, and love and passion flashing
from his eyes. :

% Be composed,” said Doctor Hale, kindly, in a low voice,
as Horace retired, “I would gladly bave spared you this-
trial, but I could not persuade him to defer the meeting till
tO-mOI’l‘O‘N' He thinks it would be too late. Stay but a
‘moment, and promise to return again. He must not be
agzmted ”* he added, emphatically.

Eolm‘e approached the bed, but when she saw him lying
so pale, and still and death- hke, awe settled deep over her
excited feelings, and she involuntarily sank upon her knees
by his side.

#Holine,” sid he feebly extending his hand, «I could
not die lvithout seeing you once more.”

“You will not die, St Leon,” she murmured, while his
dry and 'feverish hand convulsively clasped hers. “You
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must not think of death. God will give you back to
life,”

“ For your sake 7 asked he faintly.

¢ For the sake of all who love you, St. Leon.”

“ You promised me,” said he, fixing upon her his dark,
tancuid eyes, that contrasted painfully with his wan face,
“ you promised me, when the hour of parting came, I should
know if I were beloved. Eoline, that hour is come. 1
cannot lie down in the grave in peace, I cannot surrender
my soul to the Great God, who calls it, till you tell me
that you love me. I could not live—I cannot die without
your love.” :

“Think not of an erring creature of the dust like me,”
said Eoline, lifting her weeping eyes to Heaven. ¢« Oh, St,
Leon, this is no time for earthly love.”

“Tell me that you love me,” cried the impassioned
Creole. «I will then give my thoughts to God and Heaven.
I shull die happy. You tremble, you hesitate,” he added,
suddenly starting from his pillow, his eyes emitting a wild
gleam, like the fires of insanity. ¢ You cannot, dare not
curse me, at this moment, by telling me that you love an-
other.” '

Falling back again upon the pillow, he closed his eyes,
and an expression of acute pain contracted his brow. Eoline
thought it was the convulsive pang of death, and uttereda
faint ery. Doctor Hale approached his patient, and ap-
plyving his fingers to his fluttering and agitated pulse, looked
gravely and carnestly at Eoline, whose countenance ex-
pressed as decp suffering as the human heart is capable of

feeling. Again and again she tried to speak, but the words .
scemed glued to her bloodless lips. The doctor laid the -

hand of St. Leon gently on the bed-cover, then bending
down, he raised Eoline from her kneeling position, and
drew her to the opposite side of the room.

“ Young lady,” said he, in a very low and solemn voice,

]

By e TR

23
&

o AT T

S

EOLINE; OR, MAGNOLIA VALE. 183

fixing on her a calm, but ‘piercing eye, “‘I‘hqpe, I believe
you are above trifling with the feelings of another at this
awful bour, I do not think this young man will live; but

.1 believe his life is far more in your hands than mine, If

you can soothe his stormy passions, if you can speak peace
to his troubled heart, my skill may avail; but I can do
nothing in the state of strange agitation he égmnow in.
This is no time for concealment, none for false scruples.”

There was a stern emphasis in his low tones, that Eoline
felt to her heart’s core. Never had she known such a fear-
ful warfare in her bosom. Ten thousand pulses seemed to
throb in every vein. To be told that she held perchance
in her hands the life of a human being, to know, even if
that life were trembling on the verge of death, she was
capable of breathing peace to the departing soul, and
\ﬁnging it with joy into eternity—yet refuse to redeem
that life, even at the sacrifice of her own happiness; to
hesitate to utter those words of peace, to turn a deaf ear to
the last prayer of expiring humanity! could she be so cruel,
so selfish? Would she not be a murderess, and bathe her
soul in the life blood of a fellow mortal, by withholding
the remedy which might baffle the power of death? But
how dreadful to deceive in that solemn and awful hour!
She did not love St. Leon as he yearned to be loved, as

-, she felt capable of loving, as even then she felt she could

love another. She could not open her lips and say to the
soul, on which the light of an eternal day might be about

. to dawn, the soul that might carry her words into the pre-

sence of a God of Truth—] love you.” There had been

. moments, many moments during their intercourse, when,

carried away by the attraction of his graces, and the fervor
of his attachment, she could have given an impulsive affir-
mative to such an impassioned appeal, though reflection
might follow with a cold negation. And now, so deep
was her pity, so strong her sympathy, so awful her sense
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of responsibility for the happiness, the life of another, she
was wrought up to that high pitch of enthusiasm, which
made her all but willing to immolate herself, rather than
destroy him who hung trembling on her decree. But there
was something held her back with a strength as it were irre-
sistible. It seemed as if powerful arms were around her,
drawing her from the brink of an abyss, as if eyes, which
that very night had flashed upon her with a power unknown
before, revealing in burning characters the hitherto invisi-
ble writing traced on the mystic scroll of her heart, were
fixed upon her with scorching intensity ; as if voices were
whispering around and about her— Thou, who hast been
a martyr to truth and integrity, wilt thou falsify thyself
now? For the weak compassion of a moment, wilt thou
sacrifice thy life-long joy? Who knows but by this very
act thou may’st destroy the happiness of another than St.
Leon, as well as thy own??

“ Are you going to let him die?” whispered a grave
voice in her ear. She started, and a cold tremor shoolk
her frame. It seemed to her that she lived years in that
warring moment, and when she heard the tones of Doctor
Hale, so earnest, yet so low, so upbraiding as she thought,
they had a strange, unnatural sound, like the accents of
a friend from whom we have been long parted.

“Can I save him?” she cried, grasping his hand with
unconscious energy. 1 am not a physician. Why do you
throw the burden of his life on me? Do you wish to
denounce me as a murderess at the bar of God?’ She

spoke wildly—in her excitement she hardly knew what,

she uttered,

“This is a strange mse—-—both——very strange,” muttered
the doctor., «I h"trdly know what to make of either of
them. You had better retire,” he added, to Eoline, «if you
cannot apply the antidote, your presence must prove a
bane.”
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He was displeased with her, and his countenance ex-
pressed his sentiments more fully than he was aware of.
Her agonized cry in the concert-room—¢ (iood Heavens!
will nobody help him 1 the cry of life, for life so awfully
smitten down by her side, and which he mistook for that
of a wrung and bleeding heart, was still echoing in his
ears. He could not understand the extraordinary agita-
tion she now exhibited, or reconcile it with her reluctance
to soothe his apparently expiring patient, by the utterance
of feelings 'she had unconsciously exhibited in the first
moment of his danger. Turning coldly from her, he
again approached St. Leon, whose appealing eyes were

. riveted on Eoline with an expression she seemed no longer

able to resist. Hurrying forward, she knelt, so that her
face was concealed in the folds of the sheet, and ex-
claimed,

“Live, St. Leon and live for me.” ‘

«That will do, that will do,” said the doctor, in 2 much
softened tone. Bless you, young lady—now you may go.
My anodyne may take effect after this. Not another word,
my patient; not another syllable for your life. There,
young gentlgman, I commit her to your care,” added he,
almost carrymg Eoline to the door, near which Horace
Cleveland awaited her coming, He had too much deli-
cacy to qxtrude upon a scene he considered sacred, not
doubting it was for an affianced lover that Eoline trembled
and wept, ‘

“Your father and brother are well,” said he, as they
passed alohg through the dimly-lighted passage. «I saw
them a day or two before I left home. You received the
flowers which Willie sent you—did you not 1**

“I did,” she answered, “but my father—sent he no
message to his banished daughter 1?

Horace could not repeat the cruel words he had heard
her father utter, neither could he frame a falsehood.
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«He feels your absence—I see, I know he does—but he |
is too praud te acknowledge it.” }
« Oh? that T had never. left him!” exclaimed Eoline,.
with a bust of feeling she tried in vain to repress. a
«Wou elﬂ to Heaven you never had!” cried Horace, with
a1 emphasis of which he was not aware. !

They ﬁld not speak again, but walked on in silence toi

the door|of the sitting-room. He felt her leaning more |

heavily on his arm, and when they entered the apartment,
wheré a brighter light flashed upon them, he saw that her :
complexili)r} was of a déadly pallor. e gave her a glass
of water With a trembling hand. - As she took it, and lifted |
it to her lips, she raised her eyes to his, and something in
their exptession made her shudder.
«1 canfiot drink it,” said she, placing the glass upon the
table, and sinking into a chair, «If I were alone,” she
murmured, passing her hand dreamily over kier forehead—
«{ think I should be well. There is something fecly very
‘cold and fight here.” |
«You gre not well, Eoline,” said he, sitting do
her, and taking her passive hand in his. ¢ This intery
has been too much for you. I regret that I have been th
instrument of so much sorrow to you. But do not, I en-
treat you, yitld too readily to your fears. I shall remain
with Mr.| St. Leon during the night, as well as Doctor
Hale. He shall have every care that skill and kindness
can bestow. Eoline, most-willingly would I redeem his
life by the sacrifice of my own—if by so doing I could
ecure your happiness—and now go and take care of your-
self; let mo anxiety which I can relieve rest upon your
heart.”’ : a
Eoline ireturned the parting pressure of his hand, with
one as cold as marble. Taking the lamp, she waited till
the last echo of his footsteps died away on the stiflness of
night, thep sought her own room. She did net stop to
e
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speak with Louisa, though she saw a light glinimering un
der the door, and knew she waited her return. She %oulci-
not speak to a human being. She felt the nece‘-ssity of
being alone—to loosen the feelings so long suppressed,
that were tightening like a metallic girdle round her heart,
She could not sleep—she could not even lie ‘down ‘on her
pillow. The night was sultry and oppressive, and her lit
tle chamber seemed too narrow and close for’” the rt—:lstl1 ;
movements of her spirit, Knéeling down by the o ‘ZSS
:lvmt(;ow,f an.((li 10;)1king up into the dark blue, moonII)es]:
epths of midnight, she si and -
el bur{ﬂen o :1,] ) e,. e sighed and wept under the myste~
At length the deep stillness of the air was stirred, as if

~ by a thousand invisible wings. The night-wind rose and

moaned through the tall branches of the Tree of Heaven
that swept against the window-frame, and the dull roar fz ‘
the mill-(iam murmured gloomily in her ear. The beatio
of her own heart sounded like the ticking of the deatﬁ%
watch, and the shadow of her bed against the cold, white
wall, assu:med the long, sharp, formal outline of a’ coffin
The full.v‘.alance, waving to and fro in the rising breeze.
flapped like a funeral pall. Sometimes a lone bi?'d Woﬁlfi
breathe forth a mournful, solitary note, in the deep pin
woods, and she imagined it the dying wail of St. PLIe)one

!
Then she fransported herself in fancy to the brilliant con-

cert-room, the scene of flowers, music and splendor—to
the mOI'I}EH.t when her wandering eye was arrested by th

magnetic glance darting from the embrasure—that {;n X
which was indeed the lightning’s Slash, What Promfthe::i

fire had suddenly kindled that cold eye, and given it

, such strange fascination? What power had modulated

that deep-toned voice, so that it fell like the music of

" Heaven updn her ear?

The m@rbing found Eoline still kneeling by the open

windo " '
‘ W, h.e'r head bowed upon her arms, and her locks
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literally |heavy with the dews of night. She had fallen
asledp, just at breaking day. Thus Louisa found her,
when she softly unfolded the door, for Miss Manly had
omitted the awakening blast of the horn for St. Leon’s
sake. Strangely did Eoline look, in that lowly, drooping
attitude, iin her gossamer robes and azure ribbons floating
loosely rpund her, and pearls glittering like dew-drops in
‘her hair.
And there was another who had kept vigils through the
remnant | of that night. Another—who was draining in
secret the bitter dregs of mortification and grief. Miss
Manly, who had presided with such masculine dignity
~ during the evening, and who in general seemed inaccessible
to all softer emotions, had saturated her pillow with tears,
such as she had never wept before. We have said that
St. Leon| was the. first man who ‘had ever touched her
© hitherto invulnerable heart. By an inexplicable self-delu-
sion, she| had flattered herself that she had awakened a
tender interest in him. It is true, she regarded ‘Eoline
as a powerful rival, but she still looked forward to a day
of final triumph, a day when she would reign in undivided
sovereignty over his affections. Blinded by self-love, she
could not, would not see, what was visible to every percep-
tion but hers. But now the bandage was fallen from her
eyes. All the preposterousness, the magnitude of her folly,
glared upon her at once. She seemed looking at herself
through 4 solar microscope, and in what she had hitherto
~ believed 1pure elements, she beheld serpents writhing,
and monsters crawling, and everything instinct- with unna-
tural and | destructive life. This astonishing self-revelation'
was the work of a moment. One simple fact had reflected’
the wholg. Believing himself dying, his sole thaught was
of Eoling, his sole wish to see her once mare. He had,

forgotten| Aer existence, forgotten her who was suffering
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pangs of anxiety for him, such i .
could conceal. » it 84 8 Boman herome_‘only '

But she was 2 woman of too much good senge
fs.ense, ti be the slave of any weakness, when it was op
fully revealed to herself, She had not studied the ex 1139
of the great ones of the earth for nothing, Ther:mPe
1'ea]Iy_n9 shame in Jeeling human paésions, and there :::S h
glory in conquering them, The lion Queens of Ep laimis
antc} ?v;;éeden were .Weak and fallible as herself—-wfaker
;;d,m 8 ‘F would triumph ovgr l}er bosom foible—and she
Leikltl ht:éa lbreakfast-ta}ble Dr. Hale announceq that St.
oo bad ds epi Zranqt.ully th_e latter part of the night, and

e d Bot despair of his ultimate recovery, ’

I8 a very singularase,” said the doctor, “very sin-

gular, indeed. I should call it ap affection of3 the If:aal?'
;gfst there;are Symptoms which I have never met with' ixf é’
ma;ase I_;: that kind. He js g very idiosyneratic ycf)ung
o . must b.e kept: perfectly composed and still for
present. T think,” he added, looking towards Eéline,

“that I leave ici i
‘?;)g:- better physician behing me than [ am

myself, one w e Ty S
. Preseriptions g
which I should like to lea};n,” seem to have a sorcery

“(:?e;l Eoline rose from her untasted breakfast, the
o Uid\ 0?] her hand and began to count her faint and
guld puise. The marble pellidness of her complexion
]

the icy coldness of

, strong

g about her that P

ngly. If ‘she did not I,
play suel-o ove St. Leon,
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r
a hope of his ultimate recovery. Even Miss Manly’s face
~ was exprefsive of more joy than hers. While he was pon-
dering on these inconsistencies, still counting professionally.
her languid pulsations, Horace Cleveland entered the room.
" The languid pulse gave a quick bound, and the slow mov-
ing blood fushed through the veins, and rose instantaneously
to her pallid cheeks, '

“ Weli,’lr,thought he, “here is another enigma!”’

He knew something of the history of Eoline, for rumor
had spread it with her hundred tongues, and he had also
ascertained that this was the identical young man, whom,
to avoid mErrSfing, she had relinquished the luxuries of a
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splendid home. Now, this seemed very unaccountable.
Horace wal § fine, so intellectual a young man—
:J;N t his the form, not his the eye,
hat youthful maidens wont to fy.”

So he ha t"hought the preceding evening—and now,
when he felt qhe bounding pulse, and saw the glowing hue
caused by his sudden entrance, it seemed more unaccount-
able still, |Indifference could not cause such guiogg £mo-
tion. Dislike aor anger never wore a blush so soft; so deep,
as now trankformed the cold pale statue into a living, throb-
bing, heartiawakened woman. He could only repeat his
first reflectio |, ‘“that woman was a strange .enigma,” an;i
congratulate rlflimself on his homeward way that Mrs. Hale
was one of- ;;rose transparent-minded and single-hearted{
beings that he could read through without any strange
perplexity. f ' .

It was irﬁpossible that the doctor’s injunction of perfect
quietude could be observed that day, for the departure of
80 many Pﬂ]%)il inevitably caused much bustle and confusion.
The lowér passage was lined with trunks and carpet-bags
and bandboxes—the road in front of the lawn darkened
with carriages. One by one the young girls were borne
away Dadling Fanny, warm-hearted Selma, gentle Annie
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and blooming Bessie, hung around Eoline with faars in'
their eyes, and smiles on their lips. The tears were for
her, the smiles for the homes to which they were boyind.
Eoline stood in the door watching them hey folled:
away {from her sight. She loved all the household pupils,
but dearly did she love these sweet young frienas. Even
Jerusha had awakened her interest, for shé““h‘a&fmﬁ'ered‘
and toiled for her. Moreover, they were all going Aome,
the forfeit Eden of her own young heart, and it is no
wonder she followed the carriages with tearful eyés, while -
the excited travellers threw back Kisses as long as they

| .
could catch a glimpse of her figure in the open portals
of the Seminary. ‘

5
i




CHAPTER IX.

Several days had passed since the exciting scenes of the
concert. St, Leon was able to sit up, bolstered by pil-
lows, in an easy chairj and even Miss Manly, to whom
«consideration had, like an angel come,” began fo think
there was no impropriety in ministering to his weakness;
Louisa, like a truc-hearted sister, associated herself with
-Yioline in her attentions to the invalid, who felf as if in-
‘haling an atmosphere of Paradise. The words—* Live,
«St. Leon, and live for me,”” which had fallen from the
“pale lips of Eoline, when she thought soul and body were
parting, were echoing in his ears by day and by night, in
~waking and in dreams. He longed to hear her repeat the
life-giving sentence, but whenever she approached him,
Louisa was with her, in whose presence he could not ask
what his sighing heart and expressive eyes coniinually de-
manded.
He had another visitor, by day a visitor, by night a
nurse, and that was Horace Cleveland, but Horace began
.to think it was best to go, and so he told Eoline, when,
‘having followed her into the piazza after the hour of sup-
.per, he sat down beside her in the sofi gloom of dying
twilicht. How still and lonely seemed that broad, shaded
lawn, whose grassy surface had been so long crushed and
worn by so many bounding footsteps! How still seemed
those lopg, winding galleries, where no light shadows were
reflected, no soft whisper or stifled laugh borne to the ear!
But more lonely still seemed the heart of Eoline, when
Horace said he should go away by early dawn, when fo
return, he knew not. 'T'here was a support, a protection
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in his presence, to which she unconsciously clung. He
had asked her to look upon him as a brother, and never
had she so desired to lean upon a brother’s arm as at this
moment, when the consciousness of having sealed her
earthly destiny by a few impulsive words, pressed coldly
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" and heavily on her heart. There was a warmth, a re-

strained tenderness in the manner of Horace which touched
her more, from its being unexpected; and his eyes—so

full of deep and earnest thoughi—but which always

seemed so far away, even when looking upon her, now
flashing near, and still nearer, penetrated into the central
depths of her spirit, kindling its latent fires. Silently they
thus sat, in that soft gloom and breathing stillness—thes

.two, beings, whom parental authority had endeavored to
-force together, whom their own indépendent spirits had-so

widely sundered, and on whom a secret and powerful
magnetism was now but too Jate exerting its influencs. -

“I have felt very unbappy,” said Horace, breaking 4
silence which began to be too oppressive, “in thinking 0{-’
the uncerteinty of your destiny. I did think of urging
you strenuously to return to your father, trusting to the
love which [ know he feels for an unconditional reconcili-
ation. I did think of soliciting to accompany you, an
assuming the blessed office of peace-maker, however pnej
sumptuous it might seem. But Since I have been here,
circumstances have arisen which would make my interfe-
rence more than superfluous. I perceive, Eoline, that
your d_estmy is fixed, and God grant it may be a happy
one.” |

He paused in extreme agitation—but Eoline could not
have spoken, had her life depended upon the act,

“T feel,”” continued he, with still deeper emotion, *tha
in this interview, the last one of unrestrained’ confidenc

we may ever enjoy, I must give uiterance to feelings that

are Wholly irrepressible. They are new and overwhelm
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ing, and will not be restrained. Eoline, you deserve an
atonement for my past indifference, injustice, stoicism.
You deserve an explation for all the sacrifices you have
made—the trials you have endured for me. Now, when
it is too late, when I know that you are lost to me for-
ever—when a dark abyss seems opening between us, I feel
that I love you, with a love purer, deeper, stronger than
ever yet warmed the breast of man. Triumph, Foline,
triumph in this confession, wrung from me by throes of
passion too mighty to be resisted.”

It is impossible to give an idea of the force, the ear-
nestness of his manner. He rose and wound one arm
round the pillar against which Eoline was seated, and
leaned his head upon the cold stone.

“ Friumph!” repeated Eoline, in a low voice, “oh,
Horace, how little do you know me. Triumph! oh, had 1
heard those words but one week sooner, they might have
filled me with trivmphant joy. Now, alas! it is indeed
too late.” , ] .

“One week!” exclaimed Horace, “sureig_the love
which rises as a barrier against mine, is not the growth
of one little week,”

Loline had solved in one moment the great problem
of her life, the mystery of her own heart, To know that
she was beloved by Horace, as the strong in mind and
heart alone can love, would have created 2 joy too intense,
a triumph, as he called it, too glorious, had it not been
chastened and darkened by the conviction that it was roo
Jate! She felt that it was due to him, to relate the whole
history of her acquaintance with St. Leon, her first impres-
aions, her after misgivings, settling into a firm belief that
he was wanting in those master qualities necessary to in-

spire her love—and then the self-sacrifice she had made to -
impart happiness to his dying hour. And she did.do this, -

while walbing with him arm-in-arm, through the hedges of

EOLINE § OR, MAGNOLIA VALE. 195

rose-trees that bordered the lawn. She went back still .
farther, and told him the hopes she had cherished before his
return from abroad that she could inspire that affection
which would sanction the bonds their parents had imposed,
her disappointment at his coldness and reserve, her strug-
gles before leaving home, her awakened interest when
he visited her before, and the sudden but complete expan-
sion of her heart during their present intercourse, Under
any other circumstances she could not thus have revealed
her inner being,—but it is said death is an honest hour,

‘and this which confessed the birth of love, must prove

its living grave. .-

« And now, Horace, I have opened to you my whole
heart, only to close it up.forever. 'This disclosure was
your right, anything more would be infringing the rights
of another. When I uttered the words which sever me.
from you, I believed them addressed to a dying man, though
I said in my soul, I will leave the future in the hands of
God. They are as binding as an oath, and have sealed
my destiny forever.”?

“Had you known that I loved you, Eoline, would you
then have bid St. Leon live for you 1

“No, I could not then have sacrificed your happiness.
Had it been placed in my keeping, neither life nor death
could have made me faithless to the trust. It was to avoid
endangering that more than any other consideration, which
Ied me to resist my father’s will. I have always felt I had
a right to dispose of my own, if by so doing 1 could re-
deem another from misery.”

“How calmly you talk, how coldly you reason,” ex-
claimed Horace, passionately, “when my whole braim,
my whole heart are on fire. I am maddened, Eoline—
maddened when I think of my past blindness, my present

: loss, my future despair.”

- “The very depth of despair gives calmness,” cried Eoline,

i
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in an accent that expressed more than her words. Horace
felt his injustice, but every passion was raging in his bosom,
and he could not still them, There was another reason
for Eoline’s calmness, ‘The self-sacrificing spirit is always
strong. There is a sustaining power given to those who
are willing to sit in darkness that others may have light
—to walk on thorns—that others may tread a path of
FOses,

“There is 2 way, Eoline,” Horace suddenly exclaimed,
“Isee it as clear as noonday; I will go to St. Leon, and
tell him all. He cannot, he ought not to take advantage
of your noble, generous impulses. Your happiness
ought to be dearer than his own. He could not, would
not ask or wish your hand, without your heart. Eoline,
let us go together—our only safety, our only trust is in
trath.” _

“You do not know St. Leon,” said she, laying her
hand on his arm, and arresting his hurrid steps—¢ we shall
murder him at once. This very morning Doctor Hale
told me that the slightest agitation rnight prove his death
at any moment, Think if he could survive the blow you
meditate.  You have no conception of the strength, the
violence of his love. It is n<! ‘ove—it is idolatry.”

“The love which you inspire must be idolatry, Eoline.
I feel it but too well.”?

“Ah!” exclaimed Eoline, “how little we know ourselves.
I once thought it would be sweet to be loved, passionately
loved, even by those whom I loved not in return—but St
Leon’s love has always saddened me by its very excess,
Then I thought if the sensibilities of my own heart were
awakened, and its capacities known, if I could learn the
Leight and the depth thereof, it would be an earnest of
the joys of Heaven, And itis. I have felt as happy, for
alittle while to-night, as human nature is capable of fecling.
Through all life its memory will remain.  Even in death,

EOLINE § -OR,  MAGNOLIA VALE. 197

it will not perish—for our affections are immortal—and
God himself is love.”

Eoline had not slept for several nights, and for days
her nerves had been in a state of constant tension. She
had had no rest since the fatigue and excitement of the
concert, and she might be said to have lived on air, so
little food had passed her lips. In such a state of the
nervous system it is not strange that her interview with
Horace, so agitating in its nature, should have had some-
thing of the influence of opium. She felt unnaturally
spiritnalized, exalted, and her language partook of the hlgh
wrought tone of her feelings. :

“Yes,” she added, ¢the remembrance of this mght wﬂL
strengthen me in all coming duties. And so it will you.
You will go out into the world and be a wrestler for its
honors and win its laurels of fame. And I shall” hear
of you and be proud. Ishall say, he is my friend, my
brother, the friend and brother of my soul?” =~ = |

«] care not for honors now, Eoline—I care not for
laurels,—I have had high thoughts, lofty aspirations. ‘Ia
the solitary musings of my youth, I was always looking
forward to some great future. Meditation, born of ancient
lore, sat a cold-lipped hermit at my side, pointing to the
distant horizon, to the dim and hazy hills, . All that was
near and intermediate was overlooked. The future—it
was always the future ! and now what is it1 A’ blank!
No, worse than a blank! for disappointment and misery are
written - -upon it!” :

«“This is unworthy of yourself, Horace, and of me.
Great minds never despair—they struggle with destiny,
and triamph in the conflict,—it is the weak only who
yield. Let the selfish live: for their own happiness. Let
us live for something noble, Horace,—the happiness of
others.”

"Ehe force; the: sublumty of this senfiment, touched a'
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corresponding chord in the bosom of Horace. Yes! he
would live for others, for the good of mankind. He would
become the protector of the oppressed, the refuge of the
weak, the avenger of the innocent. He would become
eloquent, that crime might shrink abashed from his pre-
sence, and guilt from before the lightning of his glance.
The crowned champion of man’s rights, he would defend
them with an arm of strength and a heari of steel. The
wail of human misery rising from the bosom of the earth,
up to the ear of God, should change to notes of joy, as far
as his power extended. Then Eoline would hear of him,
and though reclining on the bosom of anocther, she would
bless his name and glory in his virtues.

Warmed with a noble emulation, he breathed these re-
solves into her ear, as they approached the steps of the
piazza. She felt proud to have inspired them—proud that
she had at last done justice to his exalted character. His
protestations of love did not cause so deep a thrll as
this almost divine philanthropy. The first humbled while
they enraptured her, for they were heyond her merits; the
last ennobled himself, and prospectively blest mankind.
They now stood upon the threshold, and the shadows of
twilight had deepened into the gloom of night.

“Farewell, Horace,” said she, while her hand lingered
in the farewell clasp of his, “we part here~when to meet
again, God only knows! 1 do not ask, I do not wish,”
she added, in a faltering voice, “that you should entirely
forget me, but think of me only as a sister,-and pray for
me as such.”

Horace held her hand in the strong yet trembling grasp
of his, then suddenly dropping it, exclalmed

“This is not a brother’s parting. For the first, for the

last time, Eoline,”” and clasping his arms passionately
round her, kissed her pale cheek, and was gone. Gone!

what a word that is!—the heavy clod falling on the coffin-,
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lid of hope! Gone! the sad heart echoes, and what an
abysmal void is left!

Day by day strength returned to the languid frame of
St, Leon. He could leave his room—be could walk

- through the rose-hedges, leaning on the arm of Eoline,

and breathe the fresh and balmy air. He was the most
interesting invalid in the world—so grateful, so gentle, so
childlike in his dependence and trust. He seemed to have
no misgiving for the future. With such a hope as now
animated him, health and strength must soon return. He
would dwell for hours on the luxunant beauties of his na-
tive clime, of its groves of orange and palmetto bowers,
in whose shades the sweet nightingale of the South should
find her downy nest. At the close of every soft and
glowing description of this future Eden of their hearts,
he would implore her to repeat the magic words that had
brought. him back to life and happiness—and Eoline, with-
a pallid cheek, but heavenly glance, would utter, in a low,
tremulous voice, -

. % Live, St. Lieon, for God—and me.”

‘Miss Manly, who had made preparations to visit her
Northern friends during the Summer holidays, and who
had been detained by the illness of St. Leon, now
asked the opinion of Doctor Hale with regard to his
patient. '

“He must go with you,” said the doctor, decidedly
“He is now equal to the journey, and a Northern tom
will give a tone to his system which could not be impari_:ed
in our debilitating climate. He could not be in better
hands than yours and Miss Louisa’s—and Uncle Ben is
worth a hundred Doctopy, myself included. Are you will-

ing that he should accompany you 1

«Certainly,” replied' Miss Manly, with a glow of plea-

_ sure her cold exterior did not betray. ¢ The only barrier
-t fuy departure is now removed. But Miss Glenmore,”
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added she, hesitatingly, “I once invited her to join our
party to the North, but she declined. Is she now included
in this journey 17

“No,” said the doctor, “1 am going to take her under
my charge. My wife, who is something of an invalid, is
going to try the waters of the Springs, so cele-
brated for their pure and bracing qualities. The baths
are delicious, the scenery wild and romantic. She is de-
sirous of a coinpanion, and Miss Glenmore is one she will
especially delight in. I have arranged all this, and have
no doubt I shall obtain the young lady’s consent. She
told me the other day, with one of those heaven-born
smiles of hers, that 1 was irresistible.”

The truth was, the doctor, notwithstanding his perplex-
ity with regard to her, had become deeply interested in
the young enigma. ‘The remarkable union of strength and
sensibility in her character had won his respect and admi-
ration, and her unprotected situation as a discarded daugh-
ter, his sympathy and tenderness. ‘Though he hoped much
from the invigorating air of the North for the delicate
constitution of St. Leon, he feared also, The nature of
his disease rendered him liable to a sudden death, and he
wished to spare Eoline the trial of witnessing 1t.

She heard the proposition with so much gratitude and
feeling, he blessed himself for having made it,

“ Thank you, sir, a thousand times, for your kind con-
sideration,” said she, with a joyful sense of relief from a
strange embarrassment. ¢ Nothing could be more pleas-
ing, under existing circumstances, Ior, indeed,” she
added, with a rising blush, “during Miss Manly’s absence
I hardly know where to go.”

The doctor had far greater difficulty in persuading St
Leon to accede to his plans. e strenuously opposed the
idea of being parted from Holine. If she would consent
to be united to him, and bear him company, he would be
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willing to go to the ends of the earth, but it was far bet-
ter to remain near her and die, than seek life where she
was not.

¢« Come, St. Leon,” said the doctor, in that tone of kind
authority. he knew so"well how to assume, ¢ you must not
be selfish, T must take your Eoline under my own charge
for a time, and bring back her vanishing roses. Were she
to accompany you, anxiety on your account would keep
her in a state of constani excitement, and she wants rest
and recreation. You, too, need rest—and in Aer presence
you cannot feel it. No, no—you must not think of mak-
ing the least opposition. It is all for the best. You will
return a renovated being, and claim a bright and blooming
bride.” : 3

St. Leon at last consented to be guided by the com-
manding will he had not mental strength to resist, and sub~
mitted his passions to the control of reason. B

“ And now, my dear Louisa,” said Eoline to her, the
night before her departure, after a long and heart-revealing
conversation, “you know all,~—all the strength, and all
the weakness of my soul. You remember, when I told you
in this very room—what love I wish to inspire and what
to feel. I have inspired and felt, and must ever feel all
Ithen described ; oh! what a strange and wayward destiny!
The same being—the cold and impassive being from whom
I fled, to save him as well as myself from an unloving
wedlock, now seems a twin-born soul, united to mine with
clasps strong as iron, and indestructible as gold. But
St. Leon has my tenderness, pity, sympathy, and sisterly
regard, He shall never know that I am capable of 2 warm
er feeling than he has awakened. If I have erred in utter

. ing more than a true heart sanctions, Ae shall never suffer

for my dereliction, from the stern principles of truth and
sineerity. Louisa, I believed him dying, and to give peace
to his departing soul, I did what I trust a God of Mercy
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will forgive. I was even vile enough to mourn that the
hour of death passed by, that the destroying angel relented
when he looked upon his victim, I have resolved that my
whole life shall be devoted to expiation for this sin, I
would go with him this moment, but the doctor asserts that
my presence will retard his restoration, and prove a bane
rather than an antidote. To your tender care I commit
him. Watch over him as a loving sister, as the guardian
angel you were born to be to weak and suffering man.
Miss Manly is kind and devoted, but she lacks the soft-
ness and gentleness of womanhood, she 1s wanting in
what Nature has lavished on you.”

‘Liouisa wept as she listened to the tender, solemn words
of Eoline, and promised all she required.

“ And now farewell, my own dear friend,” continued
Eoline, folding her arms around her. ¢I shall not see
you in the morning.  You are going to the embraces of a
tfond mother and gentle sisters, to the hallowed joys of a
native home. You must be happy. I might have been
reconciled to my father and restored to his affection, but it
was too late. How selfish I am, Louisa~I must go to St.
Leon now--and arm myself with fortitude to cheer and
console him. To-morrow the task must be yours.”

On the morrow the portals and blinds of the Magnolia
Vale Seminary were all closed, The kitchen and negro
cabins were still occupied, but the stillness of death reigned

*in the mansion in which so many hearts had lately

throbbed.

Eoline, whose feelings had been sorely tried the pre-
ceding night, leaned back in the carriage, and under the
covering folds of her veil, concealed her sad countenance
from the gaze of her new friend. Mrs. Hale was all kind-
ness, but she was almost a stranger, and Eoline naturally

shrunk from any display of sensibility before one who was ~
unacquainted with its source. The doctor had placed her

“to he left quiet in the gay scene. There could be no

EOLINE; OR, MAGNOLIA VALE. 903

under his wife’s protection, and recommended her as care-
fully as if she were a patient, but he could not leave his
professional duties to accompany them. At first she felt
very strange and sorrowful, but the sweet influences of
the season, the beautiful scenery through which they rode,
the easy, yet brisk motion of the carriage, and, more than
all, the natural elasticity of her spirits, contributed to
chase the cloud from her brow. - Her grateful apprecia-
tion of the doctor’s kindness made her endeavor to -piove
a cheering companion to his gentle and charming wife,
and justify his praises.’ )

She was enchanted with the wild beauties of the ——
Springs. The clear, pure mountain air, the icy cold water,
the delicious baths, the Alpine glens and forest bowers—
all infused new life into her languid veins. Then the .
stream of existence flowing in and flowing out the whole
time, the new faces, so soon becoming familiar, and the
familiar ones so soon gone, to give place to others ;—the
constant changes were animating to one so Iong confined
to the monotony of a school, where the same figures always
meet the gaze, where one day is an epitome of the next,
and where the constant ringing of the bell imparts a irazen
tone to the existence.

Eoline, who believed herself the saddest, most subdued
and resigned of human beings, was astonished to find her-.
self interested in all that surrounded her. The great prin-
ciple of vitality, fed by new fuel, and burning with new.
fire and brightness, triumphed in a great measure over the
depressing influence of past trials. She did not wish to
be borne on the tide of fashionable amusements; she came,
she said, “to be a looker on in Venice.” And true to her
resolution she would take her place quietly at Mrs, Hale's
side, resolved to find gratification in witnessing the enjoy-
ment of others., But she was too beautiful, too charming
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music without her voice, and she was too unaffectedly
obliging to refuse when she could impart pleasure by
compliance. She would often gay, “I will not dance to-
night,”” but when entreated to make up the one wanting
couple in a quadrille, she would yield, not like an auto-
maton, but a real living sylph of the season. Eoline did
not wish to be a belle. She had too many causes for deep
and anxious thought to desire to be an object of public
admiration. The heart that truly loves has no room for
vanity or pride. And Eoline not only loved, but was
condemned to struggle with emotions which, if no barrier
interrupted, she would have gloried in acknowledging. But
the distinction which others sought was forced on her—and
wherever she moved, she was followed by a crowd of ad-
mirers, many of whom she would gladly have transferred
to her less attractive companions.

One evening she noticed a tall, thin, sallow gentleman,
with a very intelligent and siriking countenance, walking
in the public ball, with a young, but pale and wildly-
mournful looking female clinging to his arm. There was
something in her appearance that strangely interested her.
ficr large and intensely black eyes wandered vaguely over
dhe gay throng, without resting a moment on any particu-
lar object, and there was a listlessness in her air which be-
traved perfeet indifference to the impression she might
make on others. The only thing that seemed to interest
her was music, and when Eoline, seated at the piano,
which was on an elevated platform at the extremity of the
hall, drew the crowd around her by the sorcery of her
witching voice, the pale, wild-eyed young stranger came
nearer and nearer, leaning on the arm of the sallow and
intellectual-fuced gentleman, and seemed to glue those
wild eves on the bheautiful face of the songstress. The
gentleman, though apparently of her father’s age, seemed
scarcely less interested. Every time she looked up, she
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encountered his fixed and penetrating gaze, as well as the
melancholy glance of his strange companion. During the
whole evening they seemed to be hovering near her, She
was told they were strangers, who had just arrived, and
no one with whom she conversed was aware of their
names.

At length, the gentleman, taking advantage of a mo-
ment when he could obtain access to Eoline, approached,
and said,

“Pardon me, Miss Glenmore, for this infrusion. But
one of your father’s earliest friends takes the Iiberty of
addressing you. Perhaps you may have heard him men-
tion the name of Wilton.”

“Often, sir,”’ replied Eoline, with cordial frankness.
“But I did not think, you would recognize me from my
resemblance to my father. We are not supposed to be
alike.” :

“There is indeed little similitude,” said Mr. Wilton,
“and I did not imagine when I first beheld you, that I
looked upon the daughter of my friend, that daughter I
have been so anxious to see. I had no difficulty in know-
ing Miss Glenmore. I have heard hardly any name but
hers since entering the hall. But let ine introduce you
to my daughter, Mrs, Lovell. Amelia, my dear, this is
Miss Glenmore, the young lady whose sweet voice charmed
you an hour ago.” : -

Amelia gazed earnestly at Eoline, but suffered her cold
hand fo remain passive in the soft clasp of Eoline’s.

“Is your father with you 1 asked Mr. Wilton.

“No, sir,” answered Eoline, the blood rushing painfully
to her face, “Y am under the protection of a lady who
will be happy to make your acquaintance. She sits in {he
opposite corner of the hall. Shall we go to her ?”

“How long is it since you have seen your father?”

83
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inquired Mr, Wilton, anxiously, as they approached Mrs,
Hale.

“ 1t is many months, sir,”* she replied, with an involun-
tary sigh.

“He visited me early in the spring,” said Mr. Wilton,
wondering that the letter of his friend had not softened
the heart of the estranged daughter, and carried her back
to her father’s arms. * He spoke of you, and created in
me a strong desire to see a young lady possessed of so firm
and 1ndependent a character.”

She could not judge from his accent whether he spoke
in praise or blame, It was evident her history was known,
1t was more than probable that her father had represented
her, as she appeared to him, obstinate, ungrateful, and self-
willed, and that Mr. Wilton regarded her in a prejudiced
and unfavorable light.

“VWhen a young lady is forced to act independently,’
satd Eoline, with a conscious blush, “she is very apt to in-
cur the censure of the world. Strength of principle may
be mistaken for obstinacy, and self-reliance be branded as
self-will.,”

They had now reached the place Where Mrs. Hale was
geated, and the ceremony of introduction interrupted the
conversation. Amelia seemed glad to sit down by the
pleasing and sweet-looking lady who greeted her so kindly,
and when Mr. Wilton saw her nestling at her side, as if
shrinking from the gay crowd with timidity and terror, he
turned to Eoline, and acked her if she were willing to
take the arm of her father’s friend, and seek the cool aiz
of the pilazza a fow moments,

Eoline complied, but the hand trembled that rested on .

his arm. She thonght he was going to urge her father’s
claim to obedience, and the wall she had herself built up

against compliance, rose up before her with frowning height.
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Neither could she bear to hear Horace Cleveland spoken of
as an object of aversion and avoidance. :

«T honor your principles, Miss Glenmore,” said her new
friend, pausing near a pillar, against which he leaned. [
admire the dignity, the loftiness of character you have
exhibited, and which I have never seen equalled in one so
young. But vindictive feelings against a parent appearso
inconsistent with the sensibility and gentlenesé your coun-
tenance expresses, I regret e¢xtremely seeing you still in a
state of estrangement.”

“I have never cherished vmdictwe feelings towards my
father, sir,” exclaimed Eoline, deeply wounded. ¢ You
wrong me greatly. I have always felt for him the tender-
ness, affection, and respect of a daughter.” 7

“ Then why not return to his protecting arms.”

¢« Because, sir, there are conditions which it is now im-
possible for me to conform to.”

“ But when he offered you unconditional forgiveness—
when he wrote in terms which, to a proud mamdgie him,
must have been like writing in blood, and entreated you
to return ; pardon me, but it does seem-——” ‘

“Wrote to me, my father write—my father—entreat
me to return!” exclaimed she, catching hold of Mr, Wil-
ton’s arm, and looking into his face with wild earnestness,
“He never wrote to me—never offered forglveness. Some
one has told you falsely.” )

“But I saw the letter. He wrote it in my house, at my
own table, with my own pen and ink. I read every word
of it, and it was worthy of a repenting father’s heart.”

“You read it!” exclaimed Eoline, turning pale as the
moonlight. «T never received it-—never.”

She was so much agitated, that-Mr, Wilton, fearing she
would attract the notice of the curious and the inguisitive,

‘proposed adjourning to the cabin occupied by Mrs. Hale,
an offer which Eoline gladly accepted, finding it impos
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The moment they
arrived at the cabin, she threw herself on the rustic bench
that ran under the stoop, and burst info a passion of
fears.

“Oh! why did T not receive this token of pardoning
Iove I she cried. ¢« How blest, how happy I might have
been! Now it is too late.,”

“No, Eoline—let me thus address the daughter of my
friend. It is not too late. A moment will explain and
reconcile all,  Most happy shall T be to assume the office
of peace-maker.”

“« How cold, how ungrateful he must deem me,” she ex-
claimed, in an agony of emotion, ¢ to slight his proffered

forgiveness, to refuse the pardon that must have been

bought with many a bitter struggle.  What an unnatural
wonster I must have appeared in his eyes!” Oh! my dear
father! how happy we might all have been, had I known
this a httle sooner!”

Her promise to St. Leon pressed with a tightening
stricture across her heart. Restored to her father once

more, 2is sanction would be necessary to make that pro- -

mise binding; for though she might resist the authority
that would force her into an unwilling wedlock, she would
never marry in opposition to a father’s will, while occu-
pying a daughter’s place in his household. Restoration to
her home, freedom from her impulsive vows, a union with
Horace Cleveland, love, happiness, an earthly Eden—all
beamed in radiant colors on her viston. Then the image
of St. Leon, despairing, dying—with his hand pressed
upon his heart, and his thrilling glance bent on her, just as
she saw him, before he fell insensible at her feet in the
concert-room—glided before her, and filled her with an-
guish and remorse.

“ My dear child,” cried Mr. Wilton, sitting by her, and
taking both her hands in his, for she was wringing them
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in the conflict of her feelings, “can you not say ‘I will
arise and go to my father,’—not like the returning prodigal,
for you have not sinned against Heaven and him, and you
are worthy to be called his daughter ; but in the true spirit
of love, obedience and conciliation, and reinstate yourself
as the filial angel of his heart and home 1”

«Yes—I will go to my father,” she said “and never
again would I leave the guardien shades of Glenmore. I
will go to my father, and leave all other events in the
hands of ‘a directing God. But will he receive me, after
my apparent ingratitude and neglect? Will he not close
his doors against me, and suffer me to drift once more on
the stormy waves of destiny 1"’

« One simple word of explanation is all that is needed.
I will write, myself, to-night, and prepare the way for
your return. You can enclose a letter, if you wish.”

«If I wish! Oh! how much have I to write. Yes, I will
go in immediately, and pour out my full and grateful hearf.
How sweet will home seem to the wanderer !—that home
from which I thought myself forever exiled! My own sweet
Willie—I shall hold him in my arms again—I shall twist
my fingers in his shining ringlets, and drink in living foun-

taing of love from his rosy lips. Good Mrs. Howe-—faithful

Gatty—my garden—my green-house—and the grand, ances-
tral-looking trees!”

“ Then it is not too Iate,” said Mr. Wllton, llstenmg to
this burst of natural emotion with delight, “you do love
home, yet.” ' ' '
~ “Loveit! exclaimed Eoline, clasping her hands in the
most impassioned manner, and smiling through her tears—
“Liove it!—ask the exile if he loves kis native land! And
now,” added she, rising, “I must leave you, to write what
my heart aches to express. I thank you, I bless you, sir,
for telling me what I might never otherwise have known.
So many feelings rushed upon me when you first revealed

|Q-
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¥ it, they almost overwhelmed me, and for a little while I
| thought I had learned it too late. You will go with me,
ﬂ and ﬁmr daughter, tco.” ’
| y daughter!” repeated Mr. Wilton, sadly, “I could
' almost envy Glenmore the joy in store for him. Nothing
short of a-divine miracle will ever restore my poor Amelia
'to her primeval brightness. Should you be tempted to
lexult in the trinumphs of your beauty and charms, think,

‘that had you consented to the cold union your father urged, -

and sacrificed your affections to an unnatural coercion, you

. ‘might have been the wreck that she is now, for a more

beautiful and blooming ‘girl never awakened parental

pride than she was before her ill-starred marriage.”

| How strangely Eoline felt to hear him falk of that cold

| q‘m'onﬁwhich would now realize all her dreams of felicity !

ruly, the human- heart is a dark and winding labyrinth,

Lmd Eoline had but lately discovered the silken clue to her

. own. ' ~

S -“-Your_datighter does indeed look very' unhappy,” she
| ggaid, I grieve for her.”

| «If she could be roused from this state of apathy,”

“gaid the father, “If she could be made aware of her
ywn independent existence, I should have some hopes of
Xer recovery. Even in her ‘brightest hours, she was per-
fectly passive, never acting from any volition of her own.

So gentle was she, that we never made the pressure of .

parental authority heavier than down. After she left us,
an iron will weighed down upon her, with perhaps uncon-
scious force, till it paralized the life of her mind, and
chilled the warmth of her heart. It was the sight of my
poor wilted child, and the mournful consequences of her
mental. inertion, that reconciled your father to your
stronger and.more independent character,”

“[ ought to cherish her very tenderly, then,” said Eoline,
“ysince her misfortunes have' resulted in blessings to me

|
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i suppose my father did not complain to you of my 100
passive nature.”

« No—he seemed to thmk you were blessed W1th a wlll
of your own. But console yourself, Foline—you have
acted nobly—and every true and manly- heart wxll say
Amen to the sentiment I have uttered.” . -.

Eoline sat up till past the midnight hour, wrltmg to her

. father. She wrote sheet after sheet, thzn tore them in

pieces, thinking they did not do justice to her feelings.
At last she wrote the simple words—

« Father, dear father, I never received the letter giving
me permission to return, or it would have borne me on
wings to your feet. I come, ready to devote my future
life to your happiness. I have sown in tears, but I shall
now reap in joy. Yes, my father, I come, like the dove
to the Ark, weary with my wanderings, to fold my wings
on your breast. “«Your own

' . EOLINE.”

In one of her first letters, which she had torn, she had:
spoken of St. Leon, but on refléction, she thought it best
to wait till her return, and then she intended to give her .
father a frue history of her life since their separation. .
‘When St. Leon returned, he must seek her at her paternal-
home, and obtain her father’s sanction to his love, As the
son of arich Louisiana planter, he might find favor in
Mr. Glenmore’s eyes, since he had released his daughter
from the first conditions be had imposed upon her. '

Mr. Wilton bad made arrangements to follow the letter
in a few days, but the illness of h1s daughter detained hira
at the Springs. .

“I will send you in my carriage,” said he, to Eoline,
“for I know your yearning desire to be at home.”

But Eoline could not leave the poor invalid, who clung
to her with an interest she manifested in no other being.
She was confined to her bed, and the slightest sound seemed
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to agonize her unsheathed nerves, but she would hold
Eoline’s hand in hers, and drawing her down close to her
feverish cheek, whisper— ‘

¢ Sing {0 me—you are an angel;” then she would add,
still more softly—¢ that is, if you are willing.”

Eoline hung over her sick couch and sung to her, in
2 voice sweet and low as the echo of a flute, some of the

lﬁloly hymns her mother had taught her in her childhood. '

With her glittering hair unbound, for Amelia had loosened

it from confinement, and drawn it as a veil, partially over’

Her own faded face; her black eyes gleaming mournfully
ttrough the golden meshes, Eoline .did resemble one of
those heavenly beings, sent to minister fo languishing
humanity. All day, and day after day, she sat by the suf-
ferer, singing to her those low warbling strains which had
such a soothing influence on her excited nerves, and hold-
ing her burning hand in hers,

|+ It has been said by the best medical advisers whom I
have consulted,” said Mr. Wilton, who watched with
intense anxiety the effect of Eoline’s devotion, ¢ that if
shk conld become interested in anything, deeply interested,
there would be a gleam of hope. If one electric spark
could be communicated to her palsied mind, she might
perhaps feel the glow of life stealing over her benumbed
fa-:[:'lties. Eoline, I have never seen her manifest the

same interest she does in you, since this leaden dullness

settled on her brain.” .

“Oh!”’ thought Eoline, “if 1 could be the means of
raising this poor, widowed heart to bloom again—of call-
ing back mind and feeling to those wild, lustrous eyes, how
I would 'bless my God for the gift of existence. [ should
feel then that I had not liw‘;ﬁ in vain,”

From this moment she geemed to feel that she had a
peculiar call to devote herself to one, who from the first
ha? singularly attracted her. She treated her as a little

R o e o

EOLINE; OR, MAGNOLIA VALE. - Q13

clfild—told her fairy tales, the treasured lore of her child-

ood——deseribed to her, her own beautiful home, its fruits:
and its flowers, and dwelt on the happy hours they should
have together in its embowering shades.

Amelia listened, and a smile glimmered on her face.
It was the first that had flitted over it for many a day.

« Tell me about those beautiful things again,” said she.

And Eoline, with unwearied lips, repeated the childish
legend, the nursery song, and the charming description
of her native scenes. ‘ L .

Mr. Wilton listened with admiring gratitude, while
Eoline, with patient sweetness, thus beguiled the weary
hours of .the poor invalid, apparenily forgetful of her own
disappointment and deferred hopes. -

«] see, now,” said he, “the error we have committed.
Her mother and myself have been too gloomy. Seeing
her in this sad and seemingly hopeless condition, we have
yielded to despondency and gloom. Instead of endeavoring
to rouse and animate her as we should have done, we have
sunk, ourselves, under the blow that crushed her intellect.
You have darted one ray of-sunshine into the obscurity.
Heaven grant that it may brighten and brighten into the
perfect day.” . 4 '

This was not said in the hearing of Amelia, who began
to discovera faint interest in what was passing around her.

“Shall I really go with you?” said she to Eoline.
¢ Are you willing that I should go 1”

“ Willing! I have been begging your father to let you
stay with me. I have a sweet little brother, but no sister;
and you shall be my own sister, and Willie a darling little - -

- brother to us both.”

“ And will you sing to me there, too 1"’ she asked—a
faint color stealing over her wan cheek.

«T will sing the songs you best love to hear, and I will
sing them to a harp with golden strings, such as my
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| mother used o tell me the angels played upon—and we
will gather flowers every day, and make garlands for our
hair. * Oh! we shall have 2 merry life, Amelia.”
‘| Amelia gave back an answering smile to the sweet smile
of Eoline. An electric spark had struck the palsied mass,
\ and life was slowly stealing through it.
i “You seem to love music very much,” said Eoline; “do
| you not sing and play yourself?”
' «Idid,” answered Amelia, “but, oh, I have heard suck
music |
She spoke with more emphasis than usual, and a shade
of softness stole over the wild splendor of her eye.
“ Where 1 asked Eoline.
«In this very place. And when I first heard you sing,

1 thought it seemed as if I were ﬂoatmg backward in a
dream.”

“ Then "you have been here before 7

“Yes! but do not speak of it. My father does not |

\know all.”

| Amelia put her hand to her head, with an expression
of perplexity and pain,

. Eoline was certain that there were associations con-
nected with music, to which Amelia’s heart still responded,
|a11 unstrung-as it was. Perhaps they might furnish a key
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The ardent Creole wrote, as he spoke, in a strain of poetic
rapture, and every line was glowing with the inspiration
of returning health. The future—it was all sunshine.
No cloud obscured its noonday effulgence. 'The pen of
fire, which traced these impassioned sentiments, met a sur-
face of snow on the heart of Eoline. -She tried to be
grateful she tried to rejoice, and she did rejoice for him,
and she was grateful, that warm in youth and love, he was
not called to ¢bid the world farewell.” But she felt no

answering enthusiasm when he dwelt upon the future,

which was mapped out to him as an eaithly elysium. St.
Leon, blooming in health and radiant in hope, was a very
diﬁf%;eﬂt being to her from 8t. Leon, languishing on a sick
and dying bed, and appealing to her for a gleam of joy to
light him through the dark valley. With a suppressed
sigh she turned to Louisa’s letter, which was a true tran-
script of her meek and gentle spirit. As it was at least
twelve sheets in length, we will not attempt to unfold the
whole contents, but extract a passage here and there for
those who feel some interest in this unselfish and holy-
minded being. '

“8t. Leon,” she wrote, “seems to gather strength every
moment from the dewy freshness and mountain elasticity
of our Northern atmosphere. His pallid cheek begins to

S

to the mysterious paralysis of her being.

The arrival of the mail at the Springs, which
only came once durlng the week, always created exeite-
ment. Incidents in the great world, from which they

show the living under-current through its fransparent
whiteness. Miss Manly continues to treat him as an in-
valid, though he smilingly declares that he is now only-an
honorary member of the valetudinarian club. Uncle Ben,

S

ortance which they did not possess to those who were ac-
ors in the busy scene. Mr. Wilton put a packet of let-
ters in the hand of Eoline, and retired to peruse one

| iFere so completely shut out, assumed an interest and im-

¥

too, good; kind soul, watches him as if he were a child,
and will not allow him to expose himself to the evening
air or the noonday sun. 1 think St. Leon loves to be
petted, to-use a childish expression, better than any man I

ddressed to himself,

Eoline recognized the hand-writing of St. Leon, and
Louisa, and opened the letters with trembling fingers.

)

ever saw. Though he disclaims all réghs to these cher
ishing and preventing cares, they still please him, and hig
heart seems overflowing with gratitude, You recollect,




(

216 EOLINE ; OR, MAGNOLIA VALE.

hear Eoline, when we were speaking of Miss Manly, in an
hour of unreserved confidence, I said I should not be sur-

rised if she had her weaknesses, like the rest of her sex.
E am certain that this proud, unbending woman—this sci-
‘ence-dedicated Minerva, really loves the gentle and ro-
mantic St. Leon. She struggles to conceal it, but the

eakness exists. I do not think /e imagines the passion
he has inspired, and I sincerely hope, for her sake, he never
will. While I love her the better for being capable of a
jroman’s tenderness, I revere her too much not to wish it
indiscovered. Pity would be a strange emotion for our
commanding Principal to awaken in any bosom. St, Leon
is a very interesting traveller, and suffers no beauty of na-
ture, however minute, to pass his artist eye, unpraised by
hii’ts poet tongue.” 3 . ‘

. %St. Leon—St. Leon I exclaimed Eoline, “nothing but
St. Leon! Poor, dear Louisa is so eloquent on this one
theme! I wish she would tell me something of her own
sweet self.” a '

~ By-and-bye Louisa came to the moment when she ar-
rived at her own modest and elm-bowered home.

| % And now, dear Eoline, I will speak of myself and the
holy joy that fills my heart on finding myself once more
with the mother and sisters from whom I have been so
long parted. Ah! what a blessed thing it is to be loved!
I am the present centre of this charming domestic' circle,
the cynosure of this firmament of peace and love. Can
you imagine your humble, retiring Louisa occupying so
eonspicuous a position? My mother is the perfect model
of a lovely, chastened, Christian woman. Resignation sits
upon her placid brow, religion beams from her mild, quiet
eye, while loving-kindness and tender charity breathe from
her gentle lips. Her happiness lies buried in the grave of
her husband, but she lives for the happiness of others.
Mbr sisters are fair, blooming young girls, very different

1

_ing willow that sighed over her father’s grave.
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from your pale-faced drooping friend. But you would
hardly know me since I have inhaled my own native air.
[ have really gained flesh and color, and I could walk
twice as far as Magnolia Vale now without being weary.
I have done so. The other evening, they call it afternoon
here, just before sunset, my sisters and myself, accom-
panied by Charles Osgood, the son of our present minister,
walked to Mossy Pond, one of the most beautiful sheets
of water ever crimsoned by the rosy suffusion of the
West.”? ) )
~ %S0,” thought Eoline, ¢ dear Louisa is going to weave
oné™little silver thread in the sober web of her life——
Charles Osgood! Their minister’s son, a minister himself
to be, I dare say. I always thought Louisa was born for
the wife of 2 man of God.”

“«T knew Charles,” continued Louisa, * before I went
to the south.  His father often exchanged with mine, on
the Sabbath day, and he frequently accompanied him. I
always thought him interesting, good and pious.”

“I dare say you did, you sly, demure little Quaker,”
mterrupted Eoline, ¢ never to siy one word about this in-
teresting Charles, while I have been pouring out heart and
soul into your bosom.” .

“But,” continued the candid letter-writer, “I never

-saw any one so much improved in all outward and inward

graces.” ,

And so Louisa went on ingenuously and modestly and
s0 humbly, telling how she walked and talked with Charles,
the devout, the ministerial, but still the interesting and
most agreeable Charles, not only by the green banks of
Mossy Pond, but under the shade of the branching elms,
and stood with him in the gloom of twilight by the weep-

“I never spoke to you of Charles,” and Eoliné almost
imagined she saw a soft blush on the paper, ¢ because I
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never dreamed, that I, such as you know I am, could
awaken more than a friendly interest in his heart. 1 can«
- not tell why I shrank from mentioning his name, unless it

|
|

was this feeling of resigned hopelessness. But it was re-
turning from the grave of my father, when there was just
enough 1wht lingering for me fo see the mild, holy beam
of his eyes'as they bent upon me, that he told me he had
lalways loved me, and dared to look forward to the time
when I should lighten the burden, and temper the heat of
his day of care. I wept—because there is no language
but tears, for such feelings as swelled my heart almost to

suffocation.}’ ’

«¢You weep, Louisa,”” said he. ¢¢Have I made you
unhappy by this confession ?* :
| «<I weep,”” answered I, «¢for my own unworthiness.
i « And I do feel unworthy, dear Eoline, of the love of
so pure, so excellent, so exalted a being; I, who imagined
I could never inspire love in any one, to possess the per-
ect, the undivided affection of one, worthy even of you,
my noble, beautiful Eoline! He will seek a portion of his
Master’s vineyard, warmed by a Southern sun, and fanned

y 2 Southern breeze, so we may meet again when you
well amid'the orange bowers and citron groves that are
aiting to embosom you in their fragrant shades.”

« Happy, happy Louisa !” cried Eolme, the letter drop-
p;mg from her hand and tears glistening in her eyes, “thy
true humlhty, thy modest Christian graces, thy meek, self-
renouncing spirit are about fo receive the greatest reward’
earth can bestow And yet in thy blindness, thou lnst
ehwed me.’

| Liouisa said not one word about physical weakness, She
e pressed no misgivings for the future, She seemed strong’
and firm iniher new-born happiness, Her greatest trial
was the thought of leaving her mother, but her sisters

13

would ill her place, and be more to her than she had ever
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been. The one next to herself would return with Miss )

Manly, to take her oﬂicei in the seminary.

« Farewell,” said she T;conclusmn, “till we meet again

.

in this spiritual intercotuse, which is the joy of parted -
friends. I have described you here, sometimes, as the rose .

of the South, sometimes as the magnolia of your glorious
clime. Eoline, I trust, I| know that you will be happy.
Surely Heaven would not vouchsafe such a prospect of feli-
city to me, and suffer a heart like yours to be chilled by
disappointment or darkened by sorrow. '

“ Your LOUISA.

Eoline sat with her hands clasped over her knee, still as
2 statue, for nearly an hour after the perusal of these let-

ters. This was her habit in moments of strong excitement,

when shé Was\alone, and no counter current came to mingle

with the deep and troubled waters of her soul. At Iength

she roge.

“I have forgotten poor |[Amelia,” she said. 1 fear she
has pined for my presence.”

When she entered her room she found Mr. Wilton sitting
by ber, with his arms around her, endeavoring to soothe
her, for she was in a state jof unusual agitation,

“I am glad you are ¢ome,” said he, in answer to
Eoline’s inquiring glance, ¥ though I rejoice in witnessing
this unwonted sensibility ; | I have just received the unex-
pected intelligence of her husband’s death. I did not
!;]’aink it would affect her as it seems to have done. It
19 true the shock is great, but there can be no heart-
string broken,”

Anelia stretched out her arms to Eoline, who saw that
her glazed and unnaturally brilliant eyes were swimming
in tears. It was as strange) a sight as dew on the burning
sands of the desert. . ’ )

“ Weep, _Amej/i},” cried ‘Eoline, taking the father’s
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place by her side, “shed all the tears you have been hold-
ing back, lest others should shed them for you.”

And she did weep long and freely—wept till Eoline’s
cheek and neck were wet s with rain-drops. The father
could not remain to witness this crisis of her malady—for
such it seemed to him. He had so often prayed that he
might see the wasting fire of her eyes quenched i, tears,
the oppression of her heart loosened by such a rehevmcr
shower, that he went out hastily and sought the deepest

_shades of the grove, where no eye but the One, which

pierces through the densest clouds, could witness his
emotion.

It would be difficult to analyze Amelia’s tears., Through
the influence of Eoline, the fearful tension of her nerves
had been relaxed. And now the sudden intelligence of
her husband’s death smote on the surface of her heart,
unnaturally hardened, and the long restrained waters gushed
forth. She had never loved him—and they were not

| - therefore tears of anguish. Perhaps it was the removal

of the iron pressure which had been gradually crushing

and crushing her, producing an insensibility that made-

her scarcely conscious of the weight——the heaving off of
an incumbent load, the rolling away of a rock from the
door of the fountain, and giving liberation to the impri-
soned waves.

Eoline remained with her long after the paroxysm had
subsided, and drew from the youthful widow the history of
the past, which she had kept so hermetically sealed that
even her parents neter suspected the source of her strange
malady.

Amelia slept that night as she had not slept for a long
and weary year. That copious, yet gentle shower of tears,
was like Summer rain oh the dry and parched earth. The
révelation too of a bosom secret, which she had heen che-
rishing like some ill-gotten treasure, was an unspeakable
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relief to her burdened spirit. Xoline, too, had been whis-
pering to her words of hope and comfort. Eoline had
said, with ber voice of music and look of love, '

% Amelia, you may yet be happy.”

“Yes,” thought Eoline, while she pressed a sleepless'
pillow, « Louisa will be happy, and Amelia will be happy,
and I. Oh! thou God of the lonely night, whose mighty,
invisible spirit I feel brooding over the depths of mine, if

Thou hast in Thy mystery reserved any unknown joy for

me, teach me to wait, patiently to wait, till the day-star
shall dawn upon the glom. |

The morning found Amelia so softened, so subdued, so
tranquil, that her father embraced her with speechless
gratitude.

“We can commence our journey to-morrow,” said he,
to Eoline, “] long to see my friend. We must rejoice
together,”

“I wish my rnpther were with us,” cried Amelia, in a
soft, natural tone &f voide. She seemed for days previous
to have forgotten her mother’s existence.

“We shall soon be \with her,” replied her father,
“after we have restored Eoline to her father’s arms.”

“She must meet us at Glenmore Place cried Eoline,
“for it will be long before I shall give up Amel:a, my
new-found friend and adopted sister.”

Then Eoline told her plans for the future—how M.
Wilton was to leave Amelia with her, while he went and
brought her mother to form one of their domestic party—
and how Amelia was to remain with her till the bright
roses of her youth bloomed again upon her cheeks. Mr.
Wilton smiled gratefully on the young enthusiast, and
blest the Providence whith had brought her, a beam of
light and comfort, into their darkened pathway

Towards evenin, Eoline, who had several favorite

hauats around the spnng , and wished to visit them for
84
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the last time, stole out through the broad chestnut trees
behind her cabin, that she might enjoy the pleasure of a
lonely ramble. There was a fountain not very far from
the way-side, gushing out in the midst of such coclness
and depth of shade, it diffused around the freshness and
verdure of an eternal spring. Here she loved to sit on
an old gray rock, half covered with moss, and imagine the
green closure one of those silent homes which Horace had
described to her, and like him, she felt waves of deep and
solemn thought rolling in upon her soul. The fountain
murmuring in the solitude was a pensive yet earnest
teacher of wisdom and godly love, and the soft whisper
of the wind through the trees was an echo {o its ac-
cents—and far down in her own heart was a deeper echo
still.

In returning, she was obliged to walk a while in the
public road. She heard the rumbling of carriage-wheels
behind—no unusual sound where life seemed a locomo-
tive engine. A young silvery voice reached her ears,
that made her blood give a quicker bound in her veins.
She turned round and saw a noble pair of bays, fleaked
with the foam of exercise, She knew their stately step-
pings well.  She knew, too, the coal-black face gleaming
with ivory, shining down upon her from the coachman’s
geat. There was a large, fine-looking man seated in the
carriage ; she knew him, too; and that young, silvery
voice—again it thrilled her very soul— :

«la, sister Ela,” it cried. It was the music of the
opening Heavens to her ears. The carriage stopped—the
steps were let down, and Eoline sprang in at the same
moment, Willie jumped into his sister’s arms—who,
clasping her precious burden, knelt at her father’s feet.
The proud master of Glenmore bent down and folded his
hanished daughter in his arms.

i
|

ﬂ ~ CHAPTER X.
| .

A fow days after the scene which formed the closing in
cident of our last chapter, the party were on their home
ward way. Koline had ftaken an affectionate farewell of
her kind friend, Mrs, Hale, whom she burdened with mes-
sages of love and gratitude to the excellent Doctor, and
then every thought was directed towards Glenmore, . She

could have exclaimed, inverting the feelings of the sad
exile of Erin.— - ‘

*“ Now once again in the green sunany bowers,
‘Where my father Jas lived, shall T spend the sweet hours,
And cover my harp with the wild woven flowers, )
While I sing the wild anthems of joy and of praise.”
One unexpected incident in their journey must be re- -
corded. As they were travelling through the woods, ap-
parently far from any habitation, something gave way in
the carriage, which obliged them all to descend.
“ There must be a dwelling near, for I see a vegetable

‘garden ahead of us,” said Mr. Glenmore.

“And I see a chimney peeping through the trees,” cried
Willie, standing on tip-to ‘.

As Mr. Wilton’s carriage was far behind them; Eoline
proposed walking on with Willie to the house, while her
father consulted with the coachman about the best means
of repairing the injury the carriage had sustained. Lightly
Eoline ran on, holding her beautiful little brother by the
hand, both glad to exchaﬁhge the rolling motion of the
close carriage for frée exercise in the open air.

A large, double log cabin.emerged from the trees as they
approached. A hospitable-looking bucket, with a nice
(223)
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white gourd suspended over it, attracted the eyes of the
thirsty Willie. But Eoline was attracted still more
strongly by a figure standing in the door, gazing on the
approaching strangers. It was a stout coarse-looking girl,
in a blue-checked bib apron, with short, sandy hair, that
fell over her eyes like 2 thick, flaxen fringe, holding in her
hand a long green pickle, whose truncated end exhibited
the print of her incisors.

“T,a, sus!” she exclaimed, rushing to the gate, to the
astonishment and affright of Willie, “if it ain’t Miss o-
line. Goodness me! how came you here? I’'m mighty
glad to see you. Aunt Jerusha!” she cried, running back
to the door, and calling out from the top of her lungs—
« Aunt Jerusha, come here, Here’s Miss Eoline, my mu-
sic-teacher, that learned me how to play. My ma’s sick,”
she added, “and my pa’s out in the cotton field.”

«Don’t go in, Ela,” said Willie, in a low voice, “she’s
too ugly.”

«But you want some water, Willie, and we will be very

tired before the carriage is mended.”
+ By this time a very short, fat woman, with a thick cap
on the top of her head, and a long pipe in her mouth,
came to the door, obedient to Jerusha’s summons. She
put one hand up over her eyes, for the sun was shining
JDrilliantly, and scanned the figures, near which Jerusha
now stood, in a fever of delight.

« Walk in,’ she eried with a strong nasal twang, “walk
in, and make yourselves at home—I'm powerful glad to see
you, for I've hearn my niece tell a heap about you, and
t'other ladics up at the sinimenary.” '

Jerusha fairly dragged Eoline into the house, in her im-
patience, and attempted to take Willie’s hand, also, but
he resisted her advances with such unconquerable disgust,
Eoline feared her feelings would be hurt. She seemed,
however, too much excited to notice it much, and the mo-

|
|
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ment her guests were seated in the split-bottomed chan‘s,
which adorned the parlor and sitting-room, she ran into
her mothier’s chamber, to tell her that her music-teacher
was come, with the. prettlest little boy she ever sot eyes
on.

Poor Mrs. Jacob Spotts was confined to her bed with
the fever and ague, so she could not rise to do the honoxs
of hospitality as she would gladly have done.

Jerusha. insisted that Eoline should go in and gee her
ma, but she declined on the plea of great haste, ag she
expected the carriage every moment.

“Go and have something got for the young lady and the
little boy to eat,” said aunt Jerusha; and though Eoline
protested they were not hungry, and could not eat, having
dined very late, a black woman came and spread a table
with ginger-cakes, cheese and pickles, of which she\was
compelled to taste, fearing to offend their Well-m?ant

~ though oppressive hospitality.

“The tobacco smoke makes me sick, Ela,” cried Wll].le,

‘ please come away.” |
“Doesit?” exclaimed Aunt Jerusha, « well, I'Il lay down |
my old pipe. It’s a mighty bad habit, I know. You don’t
smoke, honey 1" asked she of Eoline, who shrank with
horror, even from the question. ¢ That’s right ! ’twci)uld
spoil your pretty skin, You've got a powerful fair skln,i
and so’s he. I can’t make Jerusha keep her bonnet | on,
no how in the world, and she- ‘gets as black as a mggb‘er.
She did whiten up mightily while she was at the sinile-
nary, and improved wonderfully. I never did see anybody
larn faster for the time being, in 2ll the days of my life
Sister Spotts is mightily pleased about it, and so we all are.
I'm for having children taught manners, ’fore all other
sorts of larning, and as I'm going to leave my property to
my niece, I mean she shall have a good eddication to! go
upon. She’s desperate smart——J erush is.”
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“No, I ain’t, aunt, no such thing,” said Jerusha, hang-
ing her head, it makes me shamed to hear you talk so.
If you'd seen the gals at Miss Manly’s, how smart they
are, you wouldn’t think me fit to parch corn for ’em. Bu*
I mean to go back and get ahead of ’em yet.”

¢« That's right, Jerusha. Be ambitious, and you cannot
fail to improve,” cried Eofine, rising to go. She feared
to have her father find her there, for she knew how hig
proud spirit would chafe to hear such a girl as Jerusha
address her familiarly as her teacher. <] know the car-
riage must be ready—we will go and meet it.”

But the carriage was already at the door, the soft sand
over which it rolled, giving no sound to indicate its
approach.

Eoline, taking a hasty but polite leave of Aunt Jerusha,
who tried hard to detain her, followed the flying steps
of Willie,; and hounded into the carriage. But niece Jerusha
was not to be put off with a I'rench leave. Unintimidated
by the grand and imposing appearance of Mr. Glenmore,
she pursned koline to the steps, which the footman was
folding up, asking her when she was going back to Miss
Manly’s, telling her she must be sure to come that way,
and then her ma would be well, and could see her,

“Drive on,” said Mr. Glenmore, in a commanding voice,
and the horses started with haughty speed.

“I’ve got a piano coming!” hallooed Jerusha, after
them. “DI’m going to practice hard what you learned
me. I can most play a tune.”

Mr, Glenmore frowned darkly.

«'m astonished, Eoline,” said he “at your allowing
gich vulgar familiarity. If such are the associations you
have bwn forming, you have, indeed, disgraced your family
forever,’

« She called sister her teacher all the time,” said Wllhe
indignantly, ¢ that big, ugly girl. What did she mean?”

|
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“It means,” cried Mr Glenmore, wrathfully, « that the

. name of Miss Eoline Glenmore will be blazoned all over

the country as the teacher of such rough, ill-bred hoasiers
as this choice and raré specimen of humanity, That’s
what it means 7 :

Eoline was truly dlstx;essed at this unfortunate mcxdent
for it gave her father wrong impressions of the beings
with whom she had been associated. It disturbed; her
new-born serenity, and 'threatened to renew her father 8
anger against her, at a moment when he seemed 6ver—
flowing with parental affection. She did not answer, but
looked out of the carriagle window, through her fast-gather-
ing tears, i

“Don’t ery, Ela,” said Willie, peepmg anxiously in her
face, “you couldn’t help it.” !

They rode on silently for a time, for Eoline could | not
speak, and Mr, Glenmore was occupied in a strong inward
strife with his bosom sm, : |

«Foolish child!” said he at length, putting his arm round
Eoline, and drawing her towards him, “ when weé once
reach home, all will be *vell 1

And so it was well, when the large gate of the avenue
swung back on its massy hinges, and the magnificent forest
trees stretched out their hundred arms in the breeze, as if
io welcome the exile to her home. The little negroes
were perched up on the top of the white fence, like so
many black crows, grinning their welcome, and Gatty
stood upon the marble steps, clappmg her hands, her tegth
gleaming large and white as the ivory keys of a piano
while a little farther back appeared the matronly counte-
nance of Mrs. Howe, beaming with delight.

« Mrs. Howe, Gatty'” cried Willie, putting his cherub
face out of the window, ¢ we’ve got her—we’ve brought
her back, and we’ll never let her go any more!”

thne was at first so gitated that her father was obhged
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to Iift her from the carriage, but she was soon flying ail
over the house, wishing she were a Brierius, that she might
embrace the whole household, furniture and all, in her
myriad arms.  Nothing was said of her strange departure,
for this was an interdicted subject. She was greeted as if
she had been gone on a long visit, and she began herself
to feel that the past might be a dream. By the time Mr.
Wilton and Amelia arrived, she was ready to receive them
with a composed and smiling countenance.

According to the arrangement made at the Springs, Mr.
Wilton departed the next day for his wife, who soon
joined, with him, the family party at Glenmore. It was
astonishing with what rapidity Amelia recovered the van-
ished beauty of her youth. Her eyes no longer glared
with melancholy brilliancy, but beamed with a soft ra-
diance that reminded Eoline of St. Leon’s lustrous orbs.
Her thin, pale cheek became round and fair, and a beau-
tiful color played hide-and-go-seek on its surface, as if
afraid of remaining all the time, when it had been so long
absent.

Eoline beheld her renmovating charms with rapture.
Hers had been the magic power which had given birth to
this new creation, and she looked upon her dawning color
and awakening loveliness, as the painter does upon the
canvas, living and glowing under his master hand. She
had sent for her harp and guitar, and for a while she
played and sung without asking for a requital, but gradu-
ally she induced Amelia to seat herself at the piano, then
to sing some sweet, simple air, till, like a child learning to
play, she recalled all the knowledge of music, and all the
taste for which she had once been distinguished. Thus oc-
cupied in benevolent and hospitable cares, Eoline had not
time to brood ove: her own feelings. Sometimes, when
she caught a glimpse of the lordly twin-mansion which
had had such an influence on her destiny, she would sigh
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and turn away her heaj, then she would look bagk with a
smile and a blush, then sigh again, as memory effaced the
illusions of hope. She%had written to St. Leon and Lou-
isa, and the time was drawing near when she might look
for the return of the former. She had at first intended to
tell her father the history of St. Leon, but lately shede-
cided it would be better to await his arrival, and see what,
impression was made byi the interesting Creole. j |
One morning Eoline was reading a- journal of the ' day,
when her eye fell upon ia. name that quickened every pul-
sation of her being. There was the record of a thnlling
incident—-a child had fallen into a creck, where the waters
were deepest and the current strongest. The distrat%ted
mother stood upon the bank, calling upon God and man
for aid, while she was f%)rcibly held back from the watery
brink ; when the crowddivided, and a young man, throw- .
ing his hat and coat uypon the bank as he flew along,
plunged in and rescued the drowning boy, though he was
thrice borne down the| current himself in the struggle.

- «This young man,” continued the journal, “has lately

been electrifying the community by a display of eloguence
perfectly unrivalled, ot the florid and artificial de-
clamation so popular and fashionable, but the eloquence
of deep, concentrated thought, and powerful ratiocination,
warmed and illuminedh‘ by flashes of the most brilliant
genius, He is a young member of the bar, and bids fair
to win the highest honmﬁs of his profession. His name: ig
Horace Cleveland.” :
Eoline’s spirit glowed within her at this testimony to
Horace’s worth and fame. He had been tipe to his pro-
mise. He was carrying gut the noble, philanthropical prin
ciples which he declared should be the guide of his life.
She imagined she beheld him buffeting the angry waves at
the cry of drowning imnocence, rising above them, with
pallid cheeks and dripping locks, bearing his rescued irea

w
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sure to the feet of the distracted mother, She imagined,
too, she heard him addressing the listening throng; that
she was borne on that strong tide of eloguence, on whose
rushing current so many souls had been drifted by the breath
of an overmastering will.

“ You seem interested, Eoline,” said her father, watching
her varying countenance.

“] am glad to see that Horace Cleveland has distin-
guished himself,” she repliad, without looking up. ¢ Shall
I read you this passage 17

¢« have read it,” said he. “ I am astomshed that you
manifest any interest or pride in his success or reputation,
I thought it 2 matter of perfect indifference to you.”

«“He has my best wishes and highest esteem!” cried
she, laying down the paper. I cannot be unjust to his
merits,”

“ e is expected at home very soon,” said Mr. Glenmore.
«I should not be surprised it Wilton’s daughter secured
a treasure mine thought it beneath her ambition to win.
His father seems pleased with the idea.”

Eoline started, and the color faded from her cheek.
Amelia was now very beautiful, and there might be a
charm in her passive sweetness and winning gentleness,
irresistible to the high-souled Horace Cleveland. But the
pang passed away instantaneously. She judged Horace
by herself, and believed not only in the steadfastness of his
privciples, but the duration of his attachment. St. Leon
might change, but Horace never,

It was that very evening, when they were gathered
round the ﬁrs£ autumnal fire of the season, attracted more
by its brightness than its warmth, for the air was still genial
abroad, a stranger was anuounced, and St. Leon entered.
Ioline advanced tu greet him, with an agitation and vary-
ing color, that might well have passed for the timid con-
sciousness of love. Her hand trembled in the ardent
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pressure of his, and her voice slightly faltered as she intro-
duced him to her father‘! She felt that the crisis of her
destiny was at hand. Mr. Glenmore, seeing a remarkably
handsome and aristocrati¢ looking young gentleman, bear-
ing, too, the well-sounding name of St. Leon, received him
with great urbanity, and began to introduce him to his
friends. |

M. Wilton, Mr. St. Léon——Mrs Lovell a daughter of
Mz, ‘Vllt()ﬂ« \

Amelia, who had risen, sunk back upon her seat, and
averted her head—Dbut St Leon, who had canght a glimpse
of her countenance as h' approached, turned very pale,
and looked at Eoline, with something of that glance of
anguish he had bent upon:her in the concert-room. Eoline
was alarmed, and for one {moment all her self-possession
Ieft her, An invisible bell rang in her ears, and a darkness
came over her sight. |

Mz, and Mrs. Wilton looked anxlous’ly at Amelia, who
maintained her singular aftitude. . So completely was her
face averted, one cculd sce nothing but the raven tresses
of her glossy hair, with just a glimpse of her marble
cheek., | L \

“You do not seem well, Amelia,” said her mother.
“You had better retire WiLh me.”

As Mrs. Wilton thus addressed Amelia, Eoline inquired
of St. Leon after Louisa,\ Miss Manly and Uncle Ben.
She wished to divert his attention from Amelia, while she
quitted the room. As th}e youthful widow in her sable
weeds, that set off with a deadly contrast her now colorless
complexion passed out, leaning on her mother’s arm, she
gave one glance at St.Leon, and a crimson tide imme-
diately flooded her face and neck., St. Leon colored, too,
and cast his eyes on thei floor, Mr, Glenmore and his -
friend fell into an earnest conversation off some exciting
topic of the day, though the thoughts of the latter often,

i
b
|
I

i
I
t
i



232 EOLINE } OR, MAGNOLIA VALE.

wandered, thinking of the singular and apparently cause
less agitation of hig daughter, St. Leon drew near Eoline,
He gazed upon her with a dark and troubled countenance,

“Cannot I see you alone, Koline, for a few moments 1
said he, in a low voice. ¢ After such an absence, it is mad-
ness to meet you thus.  Are you afraid of the night air 7

“Noj but it may be dangerous to you; or is your
health so perfectly established, that you dare io forget
yourself

“Iam well, perfectly well, now-—that is, I was an hour
ago. Any sudden agitation still affects me. Will you
wallk with'me in the piazza? The moon is just rising.”

Ecline hesitated a2 moment, then led the way to the
portico, where the argent light of the rising moon was
flowing in through the lofty colonnade. They were alone,
they, who had parted as betrothed lovers, and St. Leon,
throwing his arms around her, exclaimed,

‘“Loline, I live, and live for you.”

“There 1s another who has prior claims to mine, St.
Lieon,” said she, withdrawing from hi: embrace, “and that
you know full well.”

“There is none,’” he cried, passionately, ¢ there can be
none. I have never loved any one but you. [ do not
eall a boyish fancy love. How came ske here to poison
yvour mind and fill it with doubts of my constancy to you?
I never loved her. It was but a passing fancy, and that
was all.”

“ Let us walk,”” said Eoline, taking his arm, with a slight
shiver,

“Are-you cold, Eoline?”

“No, there is something more chilly than the night-
hreeze, and that is, want of faith in those whom we have
once trusted and honored.”

“ Eoline, can you, do you really doubt my love 7

“No, St. Leon, I know that you love me; but I grieve
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to hear you say that yc}*lru never loved her, who has kept
her faith in heart to you, even to the unthroning of her
reason.” ‘\

« She is married,” replied St. Leon, bitterly. ¢ Thatis

a strange way of keepin%lher faith.”
« She' married according to the will of her parents, be-
cause, believing herself forsaken and forgotten, her palsied
heart submitted itself pjssive:ly to the wishes of others.
For more than a year she has lived a frozen life, feeling
and intellect locked up,|and inaccessible to affection or
reason, wearing an iron yoke with the meekness of a
saint, and the endurance of a martyr. Her friends have
never suspected the secret| of her heart, It was the night
that brought her the tidifl‘lgs that the chains which bound
her were broken, for they, were chains, and galling ones,
that the sealed fountain of her feelings overflowed, and
she revealed to me all she had so long concealed from the
world. In the very scenes where you wooed and won her
young and trusting heart, St. Leon—" )

« Good Heavens! Eoline, are you going to make me
insane, thus calmly presenting another’s claims, as if you
intended to throw me from you. What a meeting after
months of absence! How cold,’jy,gw cruel, how madden-

ing you are,”

Eoline raised her deep, lilue eye to his, in which gleams
of passion were sparkling, like the flashing of warring’
weapons. The brightening moonlight enveloped them’
both, She laid her hand gently on his arm, and in tones,
soft and long, she related tL him all she knew of Amelia,
and all she had revealed of herself. It was a simple story,
and may be told in few words. St. Leon had met
Amelia more than two years ago at the ——— Springs.
She was under the protectién of a female friend who, en-
grossed herself with the gaities of the scene, took little
thought of the young girl just emancipated from the re-

]
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straints of school, and perfectly “ignorani of” the ways
of the world, as well as of the mysteries of her own
heart. It was there she met St. Leon, whose charming
voice and personal attractions completely fascinated her
juvenile imagination. Charmed with her beauty and sime-
picity, he did breathe into her ear “many a vow of love
and ne'er a true one,”’ for when they parted, he for his
Louisianian home, and she for the retirement of hers, he
thought of this short episode in his life as a pleasint
dream, a boyish fancy, as he had told Eoline j—she lived
on its remembrances till the powers of her mind seemed
consumed, and then it was fed by the life-blood of her
heart. It was the hope which Eoline had infused into her
spirit that St, Leon would return to her, when made
aware of her broken shackles, which had called back the
life-blood to her heart, and the love-light to her eye.

«Since I lLave learned all this, St. Leon,” continued
Eoline, as they slowly pursued their moonlight walk, now
in silver and now in shadow, as they passed the long massy
row of pillars that intercepted the night-rays; «1 have
resolved to restore to her, if possible, the love which
should be hers, as the price of her sufferings and her faith.
I could forgive the levity which tampered with her young
affections, unthinking of the ruin it involved—but I could
not, would not forgive the coldness, the cruelty, and wanton
injustice, which, knowing the consequences, would doom
their victim to irremediable woe.”

She paused—she felt the quick, nervous shudders run.
ning through St. Leon’s frame, and she pitied the agony
he was enduring.

¢ Ypu have never loved me, Eoline,” he cried, “ never.
Y ou would have some little mercy, you would find some
e¢xtenuation for a youthful indiscretion. You would not
stab e with such o serene countenance, Even the
surgeon when he cuts into the quivering flesh, looks the

_ pised me—despised the weakness which I could not

|
L
|
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pity he does not express. Eoline, you have deceived me—.
for you never could have loved me.” '

“I have never deceived you, St. Leon,” she replied, with
a quivering lip. “Recall our past intercourse and asi
yourself if I have not been—no” added she with a sigh—
“I have not always been perfectly sincere; but Ivhave
never made professions which I did not feel. I have always
felt that there wis a want of congeniality in our chara“{r
ters, which would one day force itself on your conviction
You recollect, I doubt not, the evening of the rehearsa}.
when the thunder-storm dairkened the Heavens, that I tolti ‘
you I loved the war of elements because it Wa’s grand and |
powerful ; that it was my nature to look vip—and so it is.
You felt then-—I saw it in Erbur countenance—that there:
was a want of sympathy between us, Amelia resembles

you. She is more gentle and yielding thanTam. St Leon
2

she is beautiful and good, and loves you wi
: ou with ¢ pass~
ing the love of woman.”” Tl ’ e s

« lfes, I remember that|night-I remember it well,”
exclaimed St Leon, mournfully, “I saw that yo'uide’s-

ter.” ‘mas-

“N o,.S.t. Leon, you wrong me there. I did not des;'pise
but I pitied—and the map I love must be above mj;

pity.” . :
She spoke involuntarils s to
. ¥, but Si.Leon felt her words to
his heart’s core. Shaking hri)mself free from the arm that -
was loo:ked In his, he leaned back against one of the tall
pillars in an attitude of defiance—
N “}:. ask not your pity—-f—I é:sk not your love. Soar up to
! e highest Heavensi if you will, triumph and look dewn
npfc)n me from your dazzlinﬁ height. You say it is );our
b?.t ture to look up—but methinks,” he added, in a tone of '
1LIEr sarcasm, “ you are prone to look down on all.”

«RB : }
¢ as unjust as you please to me, think me cold, proud,
: ! ' |
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even insolent if you will—but St. Leon, once again, I im-
plore you, be just to yourself, be just to Amelia. I appeal
to your high sense of honor, to the magnanimity now latent
in your bosom, by all that is dear to the heart of man, to
reflect on all T have said to-night. We had better part
now. You are excited, you must be weary from your
journey—and above all, I do not wish you to act from
impulse, but principle.  Come to us to-morrow, trying to
forget all that passed at Magnolia Vale. Look upon Amelia
and myself both as friends, for she is still your friend. No
thought of bitterness or resentment mingles with her pure
and gentle feelings. She has never blamed you in words—
but if you had seen her, asI first did, you would have

mourned over the wreck of so much beauty and sweetness. -

Will you not come in? The cold mist is stealing over the

valley, and I begin to feel its chillness. You, too, must

remember you have been an invalid.”

«No, I cannot go in. Forgive me if I have gaid anything

passionate or unjust. I feel only too deeply, too hitterly
my own unworthiness, Tam but too conscious of thégulf
that separates me from you.” .

«We shall be betier friends than we have ever.been
hefore,” said Koline. “Iam grieved if T have given you
pain. Ifi—I know I have, but I have not done itin wan-
tonness, nor have you suffered alone. Come to us in the
morning. Will you not promise? 'Then indeed I fear
your are angry.”’

«1 cannot promise, for there issuch a whirlwind within—
but believe me, that I am not angry. I feeltoo crushed,
too wretched, too self-abased to be angry.”

«Your best, your truest happiness will be born of that
self abasement, St. Lieon,” said she, extending her hand in
parting.

t. Leon, as he turned back to gaze upon her, standing
fuir ane still in the moonlight, saw a tear sparkling in

g
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her eye——and hot scalding drops came blinding into his
own. '> -

St. Leon did not come in the morning, nor during th
day; and Loline trembled at the thought that her pegrsuaej
si‘ons had been un%availingg. She could not bear to think of
him as a cold, unrepenting deceiver. She had relied on
the pliant weakness of his character, to bend to the right
after the first storm of pastion had subsided. She WZ;.tCie(i
with painful. interest the mutable counttenance of Amelia
Every entering step made her start and ¢hange color, then.
she would sink into the sad and dreary abstraction’ from

. which she had been so lately roused.

But with the \g:v'éning Sty Leon came, looki :
and sad, but corpga_;iratively \calm. Eolim’e, true 1tlog tﬁzri‘oﬁ?::
she had marked ott for herself, treated him with franknes
and cordia.iity. She asked him to sing with her the songs the ;
ha.::l sung in Magnolia Vale) subduing her own ma niﬁcen{
voice, that the ear might dwell alone on his. Shf placed
j;iw lightgt rat they right shine with softened lustre on

melia, who had drawn bagk as far as possible from slight,

that she might listen; herself unseen. Without being aware

of the fact, Eoline selecte

I an air which St. Leosn had

;ung, t.he first time he had ever met Amelia. She remenmt.
. bered it but too well, and a% those sweet, enchanting notes

which had ‘sunk so deep on her memory, again stole on her
:‘ar, breathm_g the same pensive, loving words, the crimson
ide of emotion ebbed and flowed again and again fl'om
her heart to her cheeks, flom her cheeks to her héart
The l.apse of time was forgotten. She was again in‘the‘:
:nornm‘g freshness of life, drinking in strains that seemed
ol?er wafted from the world of angels. Torgetting her-
ie ) slhe looked up, and met his sad, earnest gaze. . It had
pon her the effect of fascination. She did not suffer lher
eyesto fall, but looked for a moment steadfastly upon him

He read in that B . ;
s at glance the history of her life, all hér ﬁuf
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ferings, and all her love. Never had he met such a look
from Eoline. Never had her eyes thus melted in the
beams of his. It was but too true, that Eoline had never
loved him.

'Thus passed cvening after evening, and thus day after
day he came. Eoline found a thousand things to do she
had never thought of before, that called her from her
room, so that St. Leon and Amelia were often left toge-
ther. She began, too, to have a slight cold, impercep-
tible to others, but which made it an exertion for her fo
sing, and Amelia was obliged to supply her place in the
duets with St. Leon. Indeed, it was astonishing how
many of *the ills which flesh is heir to” fell simulta-
neously to the lot of Eoline. It wearied her to take long
walks, and sometimes when the trio had started on some
romantic excursion, in the beautiful surroundings of the
twin-villas, she would declare herself overcome with sudden
fatigue, and return, directing them into many a winding
path and shady dell. St. Leon understood it all, but while
he chafed and strugeled, he bent to the influence of her
stronger, nobler will, and his wounded vanity, bleeding
from the consciousness that she not only had the strength,
but the wish to transfer him to another, found healing
and balm in Amelia’s undying love. And still more,

for we would do full justice to his character, all his bet-

ter feelings had been roused in his interview with Eoline,
whan she so eloquently advocated the cause of her injured
friend. She had appealed to his honor and his magnani-
mity, and had not appealed in vain. He resolved to make
himself worthy of her esteem, and when he began to pay
those attentions to Amelia it seemed impossible to avoid,
he thought more of exalting himself in the estimation of
Eoline, than of making Amelia happy. But St. Leon, as
Louisa had said in her letter, was fond of being petted, of
feeling that he was beloved. Eoline’s coldness chilled
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him, Amelia’s constancy and devotion flattered and soothed
him. Amelia was 2 true child of earth, a fond, lovi}ng suf-
fering, forgiving woman—FEoline, a daughter of the’sun
enshrined in a radiant sphere of light, far off, inact essible:
to l:lim. We give St. Leon’s impressions, not out* own
Toline was capable of a depth and strength of attad‘hment'
of a generous, self-sacrificing love, which Amelia’s ipassivt;
nature and morbid sensibility could not fatliom. For the
mind and heart do correspond, and when both are %strong;

and_‘ pure, Fhey approach near that arch-angelic Jlature
which is said to burn with Love before the throne of Gpd,

by night and by day—no, not night, for there is no night
to the long day of eternity. | ;
The @orning arrived when the Wilton family "Wl re to
turn their faces homeward. St. Leon was to accor!; an
them on horseback. During the bustle of preparatiénP Sty
Leo.n behfald Ef)line a few minutes alone. She did’noi;
Z:}ilr(i f}l:ﬁ ﬁxﬁte?:wew, for her mission was aceomplisheh, her
“I told you we should be drawn nearer than ever té: each
other,” she said with a warmth of manner she had nev
before manifested to him. % You now possess my ﬁ;llezz
este?m, my sisterly affection, my heart-felt gratitude, 1Yes'
gratxtude, St.. Leon, for having sacrificed your own fe ]ing;
or the hap'pmess of another. I have seen your stre gles,
;nd glory in your triumph. You will be happy, for ym;
ave acted rightly, justly, You will be happy, fori you

tare beloved as your exacting nature requires. Amelia is a
t;loplc rose, far more fitting to bloom in your orange bowers
nea:]leitam]; Cherish her tenderly, for she couldbnot !‘b'ear
neglect et her always have the first place in your hbart
b Yme:t’nbe.r, { must always claim the second. |
es,” said St. Lieon, as he pressed for the last fime

the hand of Eoline, «1
i ) now love Amelia for your s
but I must ever adore and worship you.” o siake’

»
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« T owe my happiness to you,” whispered Amelia, when

she hung round Foline’s neck in parting. “I have no

words to thank vou, but I bless you, Eoline, and shall for-
ever bless vou”

«To vour cherishing caves [ owe my daughter’s resto-
ration trom a state far worse than death, to health and
Bappiness,” cricd Mr, Wilton, and his deep-toned voice
faltered with emotion. ¢ In every prayer to Almighty
God, we shull remember you”

Alrs. Wilton uttered the same sentiments, while clasping
her in a maternal embrace.  Thus hallowed by blessings,
Foline onzht to have been happy, and she was for awhile,
but there soon came a vaeuum, which no domestie duties
or jovs could fill. The barrier to her union with Horace
Cleveland was now removed, but were his feelings un-
chanzed U Her father had told her that he was expected
at his lome, and then he would learn that she was free.
Bt his return was indefinitely postponed, and having
fearned one lesson of the inconstancy of man, not all her
faith in the immutability of his character could prevent
the misgivings that entered her heart, and cast a dejected
and languid expression over her naturally beaming coun
tenance,

« Woll, Fioline,”” said her father, folding his gray wrap-
per closely round him, and stretching out his embroidered
slippers, ¢ vou need fear no more persecution on account
of Horace Cleveland. It seems the icy beart you could
not thaw is melted at last. I confess I should like fo see
the rend vidi vied Jady, who has achieved such a miracle.”

« [ hie going to be married 177 asked she, suppressing all
sutward emotion, but with a deadly, sinking sensation
within.

1 supnose so,” replied Mr. Glenmore, sarcastically;
< fup marriagze usmally follows love, when fortune favors
and friends approve.  Mr. Cleveland was anxious to
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promote a union between him and the beautifyl young
widow, who is left with a splendid jointure, and wrote to
him on the subject. He answered that his affections were
engaged to another, and|nothing would induce him to give
his hand without his heart. He did not mention the ladj’s
name, but some one who had called at Mr, Cleyeland’s
who had passed through the fown where Horace!resides,
told who she was, and| says she is a great heliress—-.';
relative of the child whom he rescued from drov;rning-—
Eoline! what is the matter? You are as pale a-s.#shes.”
“It 1s too warm,” said she, drawing her chair back, so
that her father could notisee her face. «Go on.” | ’

to say, only this, that I think

in every respect,—a match that
would have bound {wo families, unrivalled in weaﬁlth and
standing, indissol'ub}y together,—a match; on which I had
set my heart and will, before your eyes beheld the liitrht of
the sun. 1 have really never given up hope till nobw I
always thought the time would come, when you\i {;vould
both see your folly and r¢pent.” 3.

- “It is in vain, father )" exclaimed Eoline. She spoke
i such a tone of anguish, that her father was to;uched.
He ﬂ}m]ghf it was caused by his displeasure, and as he had
promised her unconditional forgiveness for the past, it was
ungentleman-like to break his word, He tried to émooth
out the cloven marks on his brow, and to speél;: in a
gentler tohe, }

‘fI do not wish to make you unhappy, Eoline,” said he,
taking the hand that lay|lupon the arm of the soifa. It
tl'er.nb]ed, and was very ‘qold, though she had jusi: com-
plained of the heat. « All my vexation originates in my
%ove for you. Of course I have some family pride,ibut it
18 on your account,” ' | ‘

“‘ All my happiness is now centred in you, dear father,’

|
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she cried, pressing his hand with fervor against her heart,
that heart so wildly throbbing. «I only ask to live and
die with you.”

Before she had finished this short sentence, she had
wound one arm around his neck, and was weeping unre-
strainedly on his breast,

« Come, come, my daughter,” said he, soothing her with
unwonted tenderness, for he had never seen her wear such
a heart-broken look. “I did not mean to be harsh or
upbraid you for the past, that past I have promised to for-
get and forgive,  Dry your eyes and sing for me. There
is nothing like music to drown unpleasant recollections.
Come, let me tead you to the piano.”

Eoline followed his motions unresistingly, and he said
he had never heard her sing so sweetly and pathetically.
Then she flew off into a brilliant bravura, and a bright
light came into her eyes, and a crimson spot to her cheek,
while her lips wore a scarlet dye. If Doctor Hale had
seen her at that moment, he would have persisted in
calling her a young enigma.

« There is no faith in man,” said she, when the mid-
nicht found her sitting chilled and ghost-like in the
solitude of her chamber, (if it could be called solitude,
where Gatty’s breathings gave such audible demonstrations
of a living presence,) and the expiring lamp was flickering
dimly on the wall, ¢ Louisa was right when she said there
was but one Being who could satisfy the boundless desires
of the human heart, There is One in whom is no varia-
Hleness or shadow of change. Let me fly to Him for
refuze from the wild storm of human passion. T.et me
anchor my soul on the Rock of eternal ages.” It is
scarcely metaphorical to say that she wrestled through the
night with her own spirit.  'We will not say she came off
conqueror, but she gained at least a truce, and there was an
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outward semblance of tranquillity.  But even Willie soon
remarked a change in his blooming sister. :

“ What makes you so white, Ela 1" he would say,
passing his hands softly over her pale, oval cheeks, “and
your eyes don’t shine as they did. They used to|look like
stars in the sky-—now they look like stars down in tle .
water.” , : :

«You will be a poet, Willie,” said she smiling and
sighing at the same time. “You were always fond of
metaphors.”’ L

“What is a poet?” asked Willie. «Is it aigreat big
man 1" : : .

“-It is one who is full of beautiful thoughts,l(’ replied
Eoline, ¢ who sees bright images and lovely ohjeiéts, where
others behold nothing but darkness and deformity. He
creates them, too, out of his own mind, and he sets all
these sweet thoughts to the music of his own lyre.”

“Is nof God a great poet1” asked the child, reverently.
Then suddenly changing his tone, he added, « Is Horace
Cleveland a poet 17

“I think he has the soul of a poet,” replied Eoline
“but why do you ask 1’ T % TR

“I don’t know. Did he tell you he loved you }when he
gave you the flowers I sent you 7’ i

“What a strange question, Willie!” cried Eoline, with

a dawning blush. : |
“I.told him to say so,” said Willie, as if he were
conscious of having done something very praiseworthy

“Because I told him, too, I would not love him if he « &
not love you,” |

“Eow could you talk to him in such a Hjanner'!”
exclaimed Eoline, more angry than she had ex‘{ef been

with Willie before. ¢ What could he think? What did
he say 17 : | F

!
i
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“He said you would be angry, and so you be,” eried
Willie, with a swelling chest.

«Tt is no matter now,” said Eoline, calmly, “he will
never think of 1t agamn.”

« Master Horace got home to-night,” said Gatty, the
moment she had a chance to speak. This conversation
took place in the morning, and Gatty was a privileged
heing there. «Ciesar said so. (Casar, Mr. Cleveland’s
coachman, was husband to Gatty, and a very devoted one,
as most of the colored gentlemen are,) Ceesar say he’s
monstrous proud of his young master. He say he look
Jike a national prince to what he used to. Cwsar say he
guess he come here this very night to see Miss Eoline, my
young mistress.”’

The cunning Gatty manufactured this last piece of news
herself, to see what cffect it would have on her auditor,
and she was quite satisfied that it was not a matter of
indifference, when she saw the war of the houses of York
and Lancaster revived on Eoline’s face. 'We are not cer-
tain that this reflection was Gatty’s, but she thought some-
thing which meant the same thing. Gatty must have had
the gift of prophecy, for Horace Cleveland did call that very
night, and found Eoline and her father seated by a com-
fortable fire, playing a game of chess. FEoline cherished
a arowing fondness for this game, for she could indulge in
long reverics while her father was meditating some awful
move, fraught with destruction to her army. He was fond
of beating, and as her abstraction rendered the victory
more easy, it did not displease him. Mr. Glenmore did
not greet Horace quite so cordially as usual.  Since he
had swerved from his allegiance to his house, he looked
upon him as a kind of deserter. But Eoline—if was
strange, without one word of explanation, she felt relieved
of a crushing burden. The same glance which bad
wlectrified her from the embrasure of the window, in the

i
I
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‘ |
concert hall, only fraught with deeper power, falsified the
rumor which had reached her father’s ear. It was not a

. brilliant, passionate glance like St. Leon’s, but it |darted
like a burning arrow into her heart.

“So,” said [r. Glenmore, making a dashing caracole
with .his King’s Knight, “so, Horace, they say y‘éu. are
conquered at last. You have found out you are wiulner-
able, like other men.” |

“] do not understand you, sir,”” said Horace, in ja tone
of surprise and embarrassment, giving a glance at Eioline,
as much as fo say, “is it possible she has been ungenerous
enough to betray my weakness?” A |

“Why they say you are going to surrender your 1iEF)erty )
to a young and beautiful heiress, who was captivated by
your heroic exploit on the water. I should like to se¢ her.
She must be a young lady of rare attractions.”

“1 suppose she is,”” replied Horace, dryly, « but I have
not seen her yet myself. My father has been questi()!‘ninb'
me on this subject, I heard nothing of it before I Jeft the
regions where the unknown lady dwells.”

“But you are convicted on your own confession,” dried
Eoline’s father. “In your letter to your father iyoﬁ
acknowledged the surrender of your Liberty.” , !

“% did not know that prévate letiers were matter%’ of
public discussion ! exclaimed Horace, while an expression
of pain and displeasure clouded his brow. N

Eol’me, who now understood that letter, felt grielvé
:lpd disconcerted at her father’s want of delicacy towards

m. ' :

H

13 . . 1
And so you are not going to be married, after all, ana

itis a false report ! cried Mr. Glenmore, wheeling royna
from the chess-'board,‘ and clapping Horace cordial'ly;io'n
;:he shoulder, without appearing to notice the efféct of his
ast remark, “T am glad of it—you seem so much like a
boy to me yet,” he added, as if to modify the expression

&
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of his joy. «It is difficult to realize the possibility of
such an event.”

Eoline could not help smiling, thinking how marvel-
ously Horace had degenerated into a boy, since her father’s
conversation with her on the matrimonial scheme.

From this evening Horace became a constant visitor,
and Mr. Glenmore’s hopes flourished with new wvigor,
when one evening they received a mortal blow from the
lips of INoline.

She was in onc of her brightest, most sportive moods.
She waltzed with Willie till he rolled on the carpet,
and every breath was a wood-note, as changeful as the
mocking-bird’s.

« And now, father,” said she, standing behind him as
he sat upon the sofa, and puiting her arms round his
neck, 1 have something to tell you—I have a sanction to
ask, on which all the happiness of my life depends—I
have never yet told you—"" here she paused, as if in embar-
rassment, “that T met a young gentleman at Magnolia
Vale who won my undivided affections.”

« The devil you did!” exclaimed Mr. Glenmore, start-
ing upon his feet, and forgetling hig dignity in his over-
whelming astonishment, ¢« Some low-born adventurer;
some itinerant musician, I dare say.”

« No, sir—in birth, in wealth, in personal and mental
endowments, he equals your boasted favorite, Horace
Cleveland.  You know I inherit something of my father’s
pride, and 1 could not love where I did not honor and
esteem.

« Foline, it is in vain—I have borne with your caprices
and obstinzcy, and forgiven them all, but now when Horace
Cleveland is come in our midst, fréé to choose, when I see
so plainly your growing influence over him, when you
yourself seem so happy in his presence, as to cheat me
inte. the belief that you were learning to love him, when

|
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I was dreaming of seeing my long-cherished wishesl\at last
crowned with fruition—I cannot bear this disappoidtment
—~and what is more——1TI will nor.” ‘|
- Mr. Glenmore had talked himself i
he fanned himself violently with his hI;flc:il:‘ee:c?I:’ielfl'.eét’ -
- “Father,” said Eoline, meekly, “only see him oncie and
if you then will not consent, I promise never to peréécute
you with my unfortunate attachment—I[ will go still far-
ther, and pledge my word to wed Horace Cleveland ;\ if he
ever honors me by asking your sanction to his vows: - You
can trust me, father, for you have never yet deteécted me
in a falsehood. But you will, you mu'st‘approve."’ |
“ Remember this promise, Eoline, for bjr the mejhiony
of your mother, I know I shall require its fulfilme !t. I
Fnow the young man lives not whom I could like as 3 son-
in-law, as well as Horace Cleveland. Well, where is this
nonpareil, this mysterious, unheard-of personage |And.
what may be his name 1 i
“He shall tell you himself,” said Eoline, with a hem-
tating tone, ¢ perhaps you will not like its sound, and it
may prejudice you against him,” s
“John Brown or Peter Stokes, perhaps.” ;
‘:VTs,i]e} lname does not make the man, father.” |
“Well, when i C el !
sppeareane 1.”en is this illustrious stranger to mak? his
“ This evening he will call, if you permit ity
alrea%(;,! gou have had clal?destine interviews with him
“I have met him when I was walking abroad, bj:ut I
assure you it was not clandestinely.” i
‘ “ W%}y have you not told me this sooner?” said he with
mcreasing sternness. I thought once St. Leon was! the
h.appy man, but you turned him off to that liitle lo ing
simpleton, Amelia, and T was glad of it, for reasons T;rou

well know. Though I am confident T should prefer run




248 EOLINE; OR, MAGNOLIA VALE.

to your new prince of darkness. Why, Iask again, have
you withheld this disclosure so long 1’

«There were obstacles which have only lately been
removed.” '

« There are obstacles which will never be removed.
Bat never mind—1I will see him—1 will see him.”

There was a ringing of the door-bell, and the sound of
footsteps in the passage.

“He is coming,” said Eoline, “ I know his step. Now
let me entreat you, father, not to express any disappomt-
ment, if you should feelit, Do not make any such remarks
as you did a little while ago. 1t would shock him very
much, for, T assure you, he is a perfect gentleman.”

While Eoline went to the door, to ask in the John
Brown or Peter Stokes of her father’s imagination, he
seated himself on the sofa, with an air of imposing dignity,
crossed his arms on his chest, and throwing back his head,
fixed his eyes on the ceiling with a look of determined
dislike. :

As Eoline left the room she had removed the lamp to a
remote table, and the firelight was burning faint and low.

«She is ashamed that I shall see him,” thought he,
noticing the shadows that were settling round. « The
most sensible girls often make the most foolish and ridicu-
lous choice.” )

He heard the door re-open, and Eoline enter, with one
whose step was firmer and more commanding than hers.
She came near and kneli on the footstool at his feet,
clinging to the arm of her companion, who stood erect, as
man ought to stand in the presence of fellow-man. His
lofty fizure did not seem accustomed to the act of genu-
flection. Mr. Glenmore still kept hi¥ eyes fixed in a lordly
stare upon the ceiling.

« Father,” said Eoline, “all the happiness of my life

hangs trembling on your will
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«Mr. Glenmore,” cried the young man, in 2 low but
distinct voice, “all that I hold dear on earth depends upon
the decision of this moment.” _ !

‘The eyes of Mr. Glenmore, which had been siowly
descending from their astronomical height, suddenly took
a precipitous leap on the face of the young man. Holding
him at arm’s length one moment, he exclaimed—

« Why,—how—what—who's this? Horace Cleveland,
by all that’s veritable.” -

“ No, father,”” eried Koline; «it’s John Brown or ‘Peter
Stokes, you know.” '

“You little deceiving gipsy!” Here he caught h‘iar in
his arms, and gave her a breath-stifing squeeze, ithen
rising, he gave Horace a truly parental, high-pressure -
embrace. - And not satisfied with these demonstrations of
satisfaction, he again opened his arms and took them Ipoth
in, in one fold. ‘8o, you have been trying to make a

fool of me, have you?” cried he, rubbing his hands, his

face radiant with good humor. |
“No, father,” replied Eoline, who was now seated
bt-atween her father and Horace, the centre of as happy a
{rio as ever sat on a velvet sofa, in front of a bright
fi.utumn fire, for it blowed up suddenly, as if participatiing ;
n the household joy, “You have been so long plotﬂing
against us, I thought I would get up ome little counf‘;er-

plot, to wind up the last scene of the last act of the
drama,” ;
“Very good—excellent,” exclaimed Mr. Glenmore, and
growing quite facetious in his joy, he continued— yesi it
would make a capital play from beginning to end. ’a
ha—I remember the first scene as well as if it were but,
yesterday. Enter a litfle boy in tunic and trowsers, and
sits fiown on the carpet with a face as long as his arm,
fnakmg a right-angle of his legs and body. Enter a baby
in long clothes, and sits down in his lap.” o
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“I think I could bear the infliction now with a better
grace,” said Horace,

“l know I must have been a shockingly ugly baby,”
cried Eoline, laughing, “or Horace would have liked me
better,” ’

“And so you really love each other, after all,”’ inter-
rapted the father, “and there is no sham in it? It is a
sober, blessed reality, is it 1

“We love each other,”” exclaimed Horace, taking the
hand of Foline, and clasping it firmly in his own; “we
love each other with our whole hearts, minds and souls;
we love each other as we always would have done had we
been left to our own free will. Were Heaven itself forced
upon our acceptance, such is the pride of the human heanrt,
we should repel the gift.”

“Like the ancient Parthians,” said Eoline, “1 wounded
only in flying,”

“All’s well that ends well,” cried Mr. Glenmore, oracu-
larly.  « We fathers may have erred in judgment as to
the best way to accomplish our wishes, but you must
acknowledge we were right after all.” .

But it would be impossible to record all the sayings of
that memorable evening. Mr. Glenmore was obliged to
walk over to Cleveland Villa, so that he and his friend
could mingle their rejoicings——and it is not at all probable
that Horace and Eoline suffered the conversation to grow
dull in his absence.

Not long after there were preparations for a magnificent
wedding.  The son of Mr. Cleveland, of Cleveland Villa,
and the daughter of Mr. Glenmore, of Glenmore Place,
were not allowed to marry after a plebeian fashion, Casar
and Gatty, who were the next happiest people in the world,
held consultations on the subject every night.

“l knowed all this time, ’twas nothing but a make-

believe,” said Cmsar, consequentially—¢bout their not"

. : g master,” |
Now, Cesar, y othing at all *bout the !diili-

cacy of the. fair sex,” replied Gatty, tossing up her eyes
with a lo?k. of lofty experience, “my mistress wan’f
gontu saxlfrize herself for nothing. She didn’t %aka
believe, nio sich thing. She is beneath sach a-mean ‘Ioine
as t]?at. 5 but she know when the young lady seem{i tg
onwilling, the Young gentleman ¢ e
dignity, ‘
“If that ain’t sham,” excla; '
4 » exclaimed Cegap. ; dignar
“Pl eat my head, wool and al1. Why did;x’tln lgnm;ﬂy’
them airs with me, Gat e Lo

ty—say 1 Cage you k |
: ¢ Cas nows [ w
gentleman, and wouldn’t stand ’em no how, e o

heg) willinger than Cesar, that’s a fact.”
gaveel}.; rihe laughed with conscious superiority, while| he
a saucy punch in the side Gatty, i
. & . m ret
slapped him Coguettishly on the face, and thzr’l theyewg:t’
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Gatty was in ecstacies, for she said “any poor and no-
account sort of folks could stick on flowers——but it wan’t
every body that could get diamonds, by a long slip—and
Miss Eoline looks just as tho’ she was born in ’em.”

Messrs. Glenmore and Cleveland made speeches to the
bride and bridegroom, which being very long, and as no
stenographer was present to take them down, it is impossi-
ble to record—but Willie, the eupid of the evening, made
a very short one, which produced more manifest effect.
Wearied of being admired and caressed, he pressed through
the crowd to bid good-night to the beautiful sister-bride.

“Do you love sister Ela now?” said he to Horace,
whose countenance certainly expressed no very intense
hatred for this fair being at his side,

“You must ask Ela if I do,” replied the bridegroom,
blushing at the laugh Willie’s straight-forward question
elicited from those within hearing,

“Ilave you told her so to night 1"

“T think I have, but I may be mistaken. You must ask
her.”

“You said she would be angry, if you did,” said the
child—who seemed to have arrived at a very triumphant
conclusion of all his doubts—<but she don’t look angry
one bit. I wish you had told her so at first, then she
never would have gone away and left us.”

‘The sister-bride began to look rather disconcerted, and
think her little brother more voluble than wise. Certainly
if she wasincensed at Horaee’s declaration, she put a very
sweet face on her displeasure. There were some who went
away from the wedding, saying, * They had heard it wasa
torced marriage after ally in spite of her running away to
et rid of i, But if it were, they were the most deceitful
young people they cver saw—for, to look at them, one
would think they were really deeply in love with eack
other.””
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night, when I walked its paths with you, then the affianced
bride of another. Yes, we must visit it once more, and
make it o witness of our wedded happiness.”

The next morning they started for Magnolia Vale.

Towards the evening of the second day, the carriage
stopped at the large gate of the seminary. It was near
the sunset hour, and the children were assembled on the
play-ground. It scemed as if the day-god had gathered
around him more than the usual accompaniments of his
departing clory, in honor of their approach. Every hue,
from the kingly prrple illumined by fiery gold, to the paly
saffron, and glittering sea-green, flashed and glowed in the
iridescont West, The green carpet of the lawn looked as
if sprinkled with burning gold, and the bright foliage of
the trees was bronzed here and there with the same rich
and gilding hues.

«Is this a reality V" said Eoline, “or does my happy
heart throw o sun-bright reflection on every object? Oh,
there is dear Uncle Ben,  He ds a reality.” :

Sure enough, there was his quaint and well-known
figure, shooting about the lawn, exactly as she had first
beheld him, with a long piece of white paper pinned to
his back, the youngest and friskiest of all. And there,
too, she distinguished the flaxen ringlets of darling Fanny;
the dark, purplish locks of Selma; the soft, chestnut hair
of Annic; and the round, rosy face of little Bessie Bell.
Jerusha, also, was running for her life, throwing her feet
up very high bchind, and occasionally falling, with a
violent plunee, on her head.  As soon as the travelers
descended from the carriage, the children paused in their

sport, and looked eagerly round. In a moment, Eoline
was surrounded by her juvenile friends, and welcomed
with as much rapture as if she were a visitant from
Heaven., Then the young Misses, recollecting the pre-

sence of Iorace, drew back and blushed and curtsied with
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bashful grace. But he, no longer considering them the
formidable band whose terrors he dared not face Jsmileci
upon them so cordially and greeted them so frankiy the
thought him perfectly captivating. No words could ,s eai
j[he enthusiastic delight of Uncle Ben, in seeing agairfj his
inspired little David. He shook her hand so. long and |
hard, she was compelled to call out for mercy; thgn he
capered into the house as if the zalaria of Meréur were
fastened to his heels, to inform his neice of her arr{rval
When Eoline entered ‘the doors of the seminarjr- s.he
be?hel‘d the towering form of Miss Manly descendiﬁc:- the
w1n<%1ng stairs, with her usuval dignified and ma?estic
bearing. Yet there was something in her appearance that
was strange, and Eoline at first could not define what it
was, A second glance discovered the cause of the trans-
formation, The two long side curls no longer waved
down. hfer cheeks, sweeping against her shoulders, like the
untwisting coils of a serpent. They were comi;ed back
In a smooth fold, undistinguished in the dark mass that
cov?r(?d her head. 'There was something softer, more
femlmn_e, about her face, and even the white rim ,of her
eye was scarcely visible above the large black iris. She
acc?sted Eoline and Horace with formal but (‘:orgial
politeness, and expressed herself complimented by a visit
as graffifying as it was unexpected. yE
infozlme missed tl}e meek and gentle Louisa, but she was
e uced 1o a sweet-faced, modest young girl, her junior
t1s er, \zfrho told her all about Charles, whom she appeared
0 09n51der the model of all human excellence. He had
;Zc::dt a call frq@ a.town in Southern Virginia, wheve
) o convey his bride in the autumn, :
And'then,” exclaimed Eoline, joyously, “we shall
meet again, for I would travel from one end ,of the rain-
bow to the other, to see her once more.”

Sh . -
€ was rejoiced to hear that Louisa’s health was so
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much invigorated, they had forgotten to think of her as
an invalid. It seems that what she mistook for the
symptoms of a fatal and hereditary malady, was only the
debility resulting from long confinement and unceasing
exertion,

Eoline visited her little chamber, and she could not
help laughing aloud, when Jerusha, as a matter of course,
came lumbering bebind her to the scene of her former
achievements.

« We've got a man teacher now,” said Jerusha, “who
only comes here in the day-time. Dut 1 don’t like him
one bit. He keeps my knuckles as red as fire, slapping
them with a stick. I can play a tune though. Don’t you
want to hear me ¥’

Eoline excused herself for the present, thinking if the
gentleman had the art of reddening Jerusha’s knuckles, it
was as marvelous and superfluous an act of supererogation
as gilding refined gold ond whitening the lily.  She was
astonished at the interest that invested every object around
her. Even the grim old wardrobe seemed to welcome its
former mistress from its shadowy corner. It was a massy
link in the great chain of the past, that dark chain on
which her present hright destiny was suspended.

« Perhaps you would prefer a private table,” said Miss
Manly, when the well-remembered supper-bell rang, with
prolonged peal, and the rustle of flying dresses was heard
upon the stairs. '

« Oh, no,” replied Eoline, “I should not feel at home
unless T sat down in the long hall, with your whole house-
hold.”

Jerusha climed a seat by Eoline, as a kind of primor-
dial right, but darting Fanny’s sweet face sparkled upon
her from the opposite side, and many other radiant coun-
tenanees heaming with smiles of welcome. Jerusha
seemed muxious to display her progress in the graces, draw-

EOLINE ; OR, MAGNOLIA VALE. 257

ing herself up as stiff and erect as a grenadier, pinning her
elbows to her sides so close, that her hands hung' forward
like the paws of a cat sitting on its hind feet. She was
evidently on her best behaviour, and kept looking askance
at Eoline, to see if she were not admiring her graceful de-
portment. But Eoline was more interested in observin
Miss Manly, who had relaxed much of her iron disciplineg
She pf'eserved equal order, but with less coldness anci
formality. The young Misses occasionally spoke to each
ther in low, gentle tones, without being reproved for
v‘101ating the rules of Chesterfield. She still kept up her
literary banquets, but she no longer confined herself to
heroes who had won the honors of the Grewt. "She even
condescended to bring forward the good and gifted of her
own sex, as models for imitation. There was a religious
tone also perceptible in her discipline. She often selected
_S}]b_]ects from the Divine Records—not only Deborah, sit-
ting under her palm tree, judging the tribes of Israel’ but
the lovely and self-sacrificing Ruth, following the m(;ther
.of Mahlon into a foreign land, and the lowly Mary bath-
ing her Saviowr’s feet with tears, and ¢
“ Wiping them with that golden hair,
W here once the diamond shone.”
- Her character had indeed been subjected to a softening
influence. She had been made aware of the existence of
he:r own heart, and though she had bought this knowledge
with 'mortiﬁcatiou and sorrow, known only to herself, glt
Ead given her a key to the hearts of others. Conscious ,of
heg own weakness, shg became lenient to the errors she
3 1once .made a subject of severe discipline. She still
;}me ded with s'overeign majesty the sceptre of command,
ut her avrlthonty was tempered with kindness. Her per:
sonal hal:.uts were not essentially changed, for they had be-
come as 1t were the drapery of her soul. She waved her
head with the same imperial motion, though the curls lav
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furled up like banners after a day of battle. She made
fong harangues, but there was more wheat and less chaff,
more gold and less dross in the sentiments she uttered. A
South wind seemed to have passed over her spirit, and
winnowed it of its roughest and most repellant particles,

“\We must call and see our excellent friend, Doctor
Hale,” said Eoline, ¢ I never, never shall forget his kind-
ness.”’

The doctor scemed delighted to greet the young enigma,
and weleomed her with heart-cheering warmth.

¢ So, vou did not marry my handsome patient, after all,”
said he, ina lowered voice, while Iorace was conversing
with Mrs. Hale, at the opposite side of the room, «If
vou did not steop to conguer, you fled fo be overtaken, it
seets.  Well, T think you have made the nobler choice.
I like this voung man. All are not men who wear the
form of man. 1o is one of God’s own making. Young
lady, vou deserve to he happy, and God grant you may
long enjoy the reward of your virtues, and may it prove
the crown of your rojeicing.”

Eotine had always admired and esteemed Doctor Hale,
now she quite adored him for his praises of Horace,

She had consented to remain till after the first of May,
Cthat she might participate in the holiday pleasures which
Miss Muanly spontaneously granted, who, even graciously
consented to share them herself, and had an elegant colla-
tion prepared and spread out on the green, under the mag-
nolia’s shade, in honor of her guests.

Tt would be difficult to describe Eoline’s feelings, when

,8lin sat once more under those odoriferous boughs, by the
side of Horace Cleveland.  Again the hoarse murmurs of
the mill.dam roared with a deep, drening sound in her ears,
and the blue waters twinkled as brightly, and tossed up
their white foam aa sportively ag when the mellifluous
voice of St. Leon was borne across the stream. She

T
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thought of all the events of the past year, and lifted up
her soul in gratitude to Heaven for her present felicity.
There was a voice dearer than St. Leon’s now breathing
in her ear, There was an arm stronger, ready to enfold
her, should the stormy winds and beating rains of life dash
coldly against her bosom. There was a heart firmer and
truer, all her own, on which she could lean for support,
secure of its allegiance, though the pillars of the universe

- were shaken.

While she sat folded in the mantle of dreamy thought,
a chaplet of flowers was cast lightly round her brow, and
sweet voices, blending together, hailed her as Queen of
May. -

“You forget that I am married,” said Eoline, laughing,
“and cannot wear these floral honors now.” ‘

« Queens marry like other people,” cried Bessie Bell
“1 am sure—look at Gueen Victoria—I wonder if she is

not married.”’

“ Suffer me to transfer my diadem of flowers,” said
Eoline, placing it gracefully on Fanny’s sun-bright curls,
“] am content with the sovereignty of one kingdom,”

“ Why is Mr: Cleveland like a King %’ asked Uncle Ben, -
with sudden inspiration. ¢ Can’t you guess?’ (Uncle Ben
was a true Yankee.) “Because a virtuous wife is a crown
to her husband.  And /e has a crown of pearls and dia.
monds worth all the regalia of England.”

This was a great speech for Uncle Ben to make, and he
Iooked slyly at Miss Manly, as if he thought he had said
something unusvally smart. The children, of .course,
began to laugh as soon as he opened his lips, but aston-
ished by the sublimity of his closing remark, they looked.
exceedingly grave, ‘

Eoline had attended many brilliant parties in honor of
her mwarriage, but never had she enjoyed one so fully and
heartily as this charming, rural festival, in the magnolia’s
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Eden bower, Horace, too, entered into the spirit of the
gcene with a graceful gayety that surprised even Eoline,
who had never seen him surrounded by such genial influ-
ences, l.ove, like a warm Southern sun, shiming on the
firm rich soil of his character, had prepared it for the
growth of the fairest flowers, as well as the noblest fruit.
His mind resernbled one of those beautiful islands of the
tropic seas, formed of the hard and rock-like reef, rising
rugged and cold above the dashing waves of the ocean.
The winds waft the covering earth from the shore, the birds
of the air plant the germs of fertility and beauty, green-
ness and bloom clothe its surface, t1ll Nature rejoices in
its glory, and sets it, a radiant gem, in her emerald crown.

As Uncle Ben waxed merry with his juvenile compa-
nions, he ventured to jest with his niece on the probabihity
of her being married before another May-day holiday.

Eoline was alarmed, fearing that was a chord which
could not bear touching ; but her fears were groundless.

«“ No,” satd Miss Manly, while a shadow flitted momen-
tarily over her brow, caused by the remembrance of St.
Leon—*T have chosen my vocation, and never shall aban-
don it. It has its thorns, but it has-its roses, too. Let
uthers seek happiness in the exercise of domestic virtues,”
here she looked graciously towards Eoline, ¢ 1 have entered
a broader, and Isay it with modesty, a nobler, more exalted
sphere. These children,”” she added, with that peculiar
wave of her lofty head, which reminded one of a pine-
tree bowing in the wind—¢ these children are all mine
They are entrusted to my guardian care by that Great
Taskmaster to whom I must one day give an account of
my charge. To use an appropriate metaphor, 1 consider
myself an humble florist in the garden of my Lord, cul-
tivating for His glory these intellectual and moral flowers

which shall bloom in immortal beauty, when low in dust
shall fade the blessoms of Magnolia Vale.”
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Miss Manly paused, and bent her head to conceal the
unwonted moisture gathering in her eye. A deep and
gentle seriousness shaded the blooming countenances
around her, for they felt, as she spoke, the truth of their
immortal destiny. The sun which had been hidden behind
a white, fleecy cloud, now rolled its silver wheel on the

clear, blue ether, and a flood of light bathed the bosom of
Magnolia Vale,

THE, END.
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THL DISCARDED DACCGHTER. By Mrs, Emma D. B N. Sounth-
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or bouned in eloth, gile, for One Dollar and Twenty-five cents,

Ti 1 DESERTED WIFE, By Mrs. Bmma D. E. N. Southworth. Com-
plete In twa volumes, paper cover.  Priee One Dollar; or beund in
one volume, eloth, @ilt, for One Dollar and Twenty-five conts.

THE INTTIALY A LOVE STORY OF MODERN LIFHE, By a daugh-
tor of the ecelebruted Lort Erskine, formerly Tord High Chanecellor
of Bngliond, This is o celebrated and world-renowned work. It is
one of the best works ever published in the BEnglish langnage, and
will be remd for generations to eorne, and rank by the side of Bir
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cover,  Price One Dollar; or bound in one veluwe, cloth, gilt, for
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CHARLES DICKENS' WORKS.

The best and mest popular in the world. Ten different editions. No
Library ean be complete without a Sett of these Works,
Reprinted from’ the Author’s last Editions,

« PETHRSON'®” is the only compiete and uniform edition of Charles
Dickens' works published in America; they are reprinted from the original
London editions, and are now the only edition published in this country.
No library, either public or private, can be complete without having in it
o complete sett of the works of this, the greatest of all living authors,
Every family should possess a sett of one of the editions, The cheap
edition is complete in Twelve Volumes, paper cover; either or all of which
can be had separately. Price Fifty eents each. The following are their
names.

DAVID COPPERFIELD, DICKENS NEW STORIES., Con~
NICHOLAS NICKLEBY, talning The Seven Poor Travellers,
PICKWICK PAPERS, Nine New Stories by the Christmag
DOMBEY AND SON, Fire. Hard Times. Lizzie Leigh,
MARTIN CHUZZLEWIT, The Miner’s Daunghters, ete.
BARNABY RUDGE, CHRISTMAS STORIES. Contain-
OLD CURIOSITY SHOP, ing-~A Christmas Carol, 'The
SKETCHES BY «“BOZ,” Chimes. Cricket on the Hearth,
OLIVER TWIST ‘Battle of Life. Haunted Man, and
BLEAK HOUSE, Pictures from Italy. .

A eomplete sett of the above edition, twelve volumes in all, will be gent
to any one to any place, free of postage, for Five Dollars. ’

COMPLETE LIBRARY EDITION,

In FIVE large octavo volumes, with a Portrait, on Stee], of Chayles
Dickens, conteining over Four Thousand very large Pages, handsomaly
printed, and bound in various styles.

Volame 1 contains Pickwick Papers and Cariosity Shop.
“ 2 do. Oliver Twist, Sketches by “ Boz,” and Barnaby Rud ge.
“ 3 do. Nicholas Nickleby and Martin Chuzzlewit.

“ 4 do.. David Copperfield, Domhey and Son, Christmas Btories,
and Pictares from Italy.

5 do. Bleak House, and Dickens’ New Stories. Containing
~—The Seven Poor Travellers., Nine New Sturies
by the Christmas Fire. Hard Times. Lizzie
Teigh. The Miner's Daughters, and Foriune
Wiltdred, ete. !

Prica of a complete gett, Bound in Black cloth, full gilt baclk, $7 50

“ “ ¢ “ scarlet eloth, extra, 8 56
library sheep, ? 00
half turkey morocco, 17 ¢
half ealf, antiqne, 16 60
B Hiustrated Edition iz described on next page. "B
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ILLUSTRATED EDITION OF DICKENS' WORKS,

This edition is printed on very thick and fine white paper, and is pro-
fusely illustrated, with «ll the original illustrations by Cruikshank, Alfred
Crowquill, Phiz, ele., from the original Lowdoen edition, on copper, stecl,
and wood,  Ezel volume contains a novel complete, and may be had in
couplete sefts, heautifuily bound in cloth, for Eighteen Dollary for the
gerr in twelve volumes, or any volumo will be soll separntely, as follows:

BLEALK HOUSE,  Prive, §1 50 | NICIHOLAS NICKLEBY, $1 50
PICKWICK PAPLRS, 20 | MARYIN CUUZZLEWIT, 1 50
OLD CURIOSITY S0P, 130 | DAVID COPPERFIELD, 1 50
OLIVER TWIST, 1 50 | DOMBEY AND SON, 1 50
SKETCHES BY #1077 130 | CHRINIMAS STORIES, 1 50
DALNADY RUDGE, 50 | DICKENS NEW STORIES, 1 50

Price of & complote sett of the Tlaslrated Edition, in twelve

vois,, in hlack eloth, «ilt baek, $18,00
Price of a eomplete sctt of the IHustrated BEdition, in twelve

viley in full law Hburary sheep, $24,00
Yrice of a complete seft of the Ilustrated edition, in twelve

vaole, iu bhult turkey Aoroeeo, 527,00
Price of 4 complete sett of the Illustrated Telition, in twelve

vols, in bl ealf, unl](iue, $36,00

Al enbarguent works by Charles Dickens will be izsted in uniform style with
all the previous ten different editions,

CAPTAIN MARRYATT'S WORKS.

Either of which can be had separately.  Price of all excopt the four last
i» 23 cents ench,  They are printed on the finest white paper, and each
furm+ one largs cetuve volune, complety in itzelf,

TLTER SIMITLEL NAVAL OFFICER.

JACOD FATTHIUT., PIRATE AND THREE CUTTERS,

THY, PHANTOM S0TP, ENARLEYYOW ; or, the Dog-Fiend.

MIDRITIPAM AN FASY, PHRCIVAL KEENE. Price 50 cts.

WING'E OWNXN, POOR JACK. Price 50 conts.

NEWTON TORSTER, SEA KING. 200 pages. DIrice 80

JAPHET IN SBEARCH OF venls,

A FATIIENR, VALERIE. His last Novel. DPrice

PACIA OF MANY TALTES, 50 cents.

ELLEN PICXERING’S NOVELS.

Lither of whieh ean he had separately.  Price 25 cents each., Theyare
privted on the finest white paper, and each forms one large actave volume,
cumplete in it=elf, nearly bonnd in a streng paper cover. '

THE ARPITAN NIECI, THE HEIRESS.

KRATE WALAINGIIAM, PRINCE AND PEDLER.

THE POGE COUSIN, MERCHANT'S DAUGHTER.

FLLEN WARFHAM, THE FRIGHT.

THE QUINT HURBAND. NAN DAPRELL.

WHO RHALYL BE HEIR? THH SQUIRE,

THE SECREYT Ol THE EXPECLANT,

AGNER SERLE. THE GRUMBLER, 58ets.
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MRS. CARCLINE LEE HENTZ'S WORKS.

COURTSHIP AND MARRIAGE; OR, THE JOYS AND SORROWS
OF AMERICAN LIFE, With a Portrait of the Author, Complete
in twe large volumes, paper cover, price One Dollar, or bound in one
volume, cloth, gils, $1 25.

THE PLANTER'S NORTHERN BRIDE. With illustrations. Com-
plote in two large volumes, paper cover, 600 pages, price One Dollar,
_or bound in one volume, cloth gilt, $1 25.

LINDA; OR, THE YOUNG PILOT OF THE BELLE CREOLE. Comn-
plete in two volumes, paper cover, price 75 cents, or bound in one
volume, cloth gilt, One Dollar.

ROBERT GRAHAM, The Sequel to, and continuation of Linda. Be-
ing the last book but one that Mrs. Heniz wrote prior to her death.
Complete in two large volumes, paper cover, price 75 cents, or bound
in one volume, cloth gilt, One Bollar,

RENA; O, THE SNOW BIRD, A Tale of Real Lifa. Completeil.l two
volumes, paper eover, price 75 cents, or bound in one volume, cloth
gilt, One Dollar. ‘ .

MARCUS WARLAND; OR, THE LONG MOSS SPRING. A Tale of

the South. Cowmplete in two volumes, paper cover, price 75 conts,
or bound in one volume, cloth gilt, One Dollar.

LOVE AFTER MARRIAGE; and other Stories. Complete in two
volumes, paper eover, price 75 cents, or bound in one volume, cloth
gilt, Ono Dollar,

EOLINE; ‘0R, MAGNOLIA VALE. Complete in two volumes, paper
cover, price 75 cents, or bound in one volume, ¢loth gilt, One Doliar,

THE BANISHED SON; and other Stories.” Complete in two voluwmes,
paper cover, price 75 cents, or hound in one volume, eloth gilt, $1 00,

HELEN AND ARTHUR. Complete in two velumes, paper cover, price
75 cents, or bourd in one volume, cloth gilt, One Dollar.

AUNT PATTY’S SCRAP BAG, together with large additions to it,
written hy Mrs.‘fﬂentz, prior to her death, and never before published
it any other adition of this or any other work than this, Complete

in two volumes, paper cover, price 75 cents, or bound in one volume,
cloth, gilt, One Dollar.

T. 8. ARTHUR'S WORKS,

Either of which can be had separutely. Price 25 cents ench. They are
the most moral, popular and entertaining in the world. There are no
better books to place in the hands of the young. All will profit by them.

1EA\R ATTER MARRIAGE. TRIAL AND TRIUMPH.

'I:HIM DIVORCED WIFE. THE ORPUAN CHILDREN.
THE BANKER'S WIFE. THE DEBTOR'S DAUGHTER

PRIDE AND PRUDENCE. INSUBORDINATION.

CECEI:IA HOWARD. LUCY SANDFORD.

MAR} MORETON. AGNER, or the Possessed,

LOVE IN A COTTAGE. THE TW0 BRIDES.

LOVE IN HYGH LIFE. THE IRON RULE.

]'.EHE TW;O MERCIHANTS. THE 0LD ASTROLOGER.
albY AT HOME. TilE SEAMSTRESS,
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CHARLES LEVER’S NOVELS,

CHARLES O'MALLEY, the Irish Dragoeon. By Charles Lever, Com-r
plete in vne large octuvo volume of 324 pages, Price Fifty ceuts ; or
an edition on finer paper, bound in cloth, ilfustrated.  Price One
Dollay,

THE KNIGHT OF GWYNNE. A tale of the time of the Union, By
Charles Lever, Uomplete in one fine octave volume. Prico Fifty
cents; or an edition on finer paper, bound in eloth, iflustrated,
Price Oue Dollar, o

JACK UINTON, the Guardsman, By Charles Lever, Complete in one
larze oetnvo voluine of 400 pages. Price Filty cents; or an editior
on finer pper, bound in ejoth, illustrated.  Price One Dollar.

TOM BURKE OF OURS, By Charvies Tever, Complete in one large
oetuve volwme ot 300 peoes Price Fifty cents; or an edition en
finer paper, bound in eloth, tlluztrated.  Price One Dollar,

ALTHUR O'LEARZY. By Charles Lever.  Complele in one large ootave
voline,  Price Fifty cenrs: or an edition on finer paper, bound in
choth, ithustrated,  Price tme Dollae,

EATE 'DONOGHUE, A Tale of Ircland., Dy Charles Lever. Com-
plete in one Jurze octavo volome,  Price Fifty cents; or an edition
o finer pepers bonnd in eloth, ilustrated. Price One Dollar,

JIORACE TEMPLETON., By Charles Lever. This is Lever's New
Bovlk. Complete in oue large vctavo volume. Price Fifty eents; or
an edition on finer paper, bound in cloth, Hlustrated. Price One Dollar,

HARRY LORREQUER. By Charles Lever, anthor of the above seven
warks,  Complete in one octavo velnme of 402 pages,  Prico Fifty
cents: or an cdition on finer papsr, bound in cloth, illustrated.  Prico
One Bhollare .

TALENTING VOX.—LIFE AND ADVEXNTURES OF VALENTINE
VOX. the Vewrrilogquist, By Henry Cockton. One of the most
Lusrorows books ever pablished,  Price Pifty contg; or an edition on
finer paper, bound Dy cloth. Price One Dollar,

PERCY EFFINGITAM. DBy Henry Cockton, author of ¢ Valentine Vox,
the Ventriloguist.,”  One large octave volume, Price 50 cents.

TEX TIHOUSAND A YEAR., By Samuel G Warron, With Portraits
of Snap, Quirk, (ammon, and Tittlebat Titmouse, Fsq. Two large
oetave vols, of 557 pages. Prico One Dollar; or an edition on finer
paper, buund in eloth, 1,50,

CHARLES J. PETERSON’S WORKS.

KATE AVLESFORD. A story of tho Refugeos,  One of the most popu-
lar ik« ever printesl. Complete in two large volumes, paper eover.
Priea One Dollar: or bownd in one volume, cloth, gilt. Price $1 25

CRUIRING [N FHE LAST WAR. A Naval Story of the War of 1812,

\ . . 1]
First sud Seeowd Series. Being the complete work, unabridzed. By

Craarles J, Pelersan, 828 actavo pages,  Price 50 conts.
GPACE DUDLEY: OR, ARNOTLD AT SARATOGA. By Charles J.
Poterson, Hlustrated. Price 25 conts,

TIE VALLEY ¥ARM: OR, the AUTOBIOGRAPLY OF AN OR-
PHAN. A companioun to Jane Eyre. Price 25 cents.
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EUGENE SUE'S NOVELS.

THE MYSTERIES OF PARIS; AND GEROLSTELN, the Sequel to it.
By Hugene Sae, author of the “ Wandering Jew,” and the greatest
work ever writien. With illustrations: Complete in two large volumes
octavo. Price One Doilar, ’

THE ILLUSTRATED WANDERING JEW. By Hugene Sue. With
87 large ilfustrations. Two large setave volumes. Price One Dollan

THE FEMALE BLUBBEARD; or, the Woman with many Husbands
By Eugene Sue. Price Twenty-five conts, i

FIRST LOVE. A Btory of the Heart., By Engene Sue. Price Tweni;y-
five eents.

WOMAN'S LOVE. A Novel. By BHugene Sue. Illustrated. Prico

Twenty-five conts. .

MAN-OF-WAR'S-MAN. A Tale of the S8sa. By Bugene Sue. Price
Twenty-five cents. ‘

RAOUL DE SURVILLE; o, the Times of Napoleon Bonaparte in 1810,
Price Twenty-five cents.

SIR E. L. BULWER’S NOVELS,

FALELAND. A Novel. By Sir E. L. Bulwer, author of “The Roue,”
“Oxoniang,” ete, One volume, octavo. Price 25 cents.

THE ROUE; OR THE HAZARDS OF WOMEN. Price 25 centa.
THE OXONIANSE. A Sequel to the Boue, Price 25 cents,
CALDEZRON, THE COURTIER. By Bulwer, Price 12} cents,

MRS. GREY’S NOVELS.

Either of which ean be had separately. Price 25 cents each. They are
printed on the finest white paper, and each forms one large octavo volume,
complete in ttself, neatly bound in = strong paper cover.

DUKE AND THE COUSIN. THEYOUNG P

GIPSY’S DAUGHTER. THE OLD govlv{%iaﬂﬂé)tlfs%'
BELLE OF THE FAMILY. HYACINTHE. '
SYBIL LENNARD. ALICE SEYMOUR.

THE LITTLE WIFE. HARRY MONK. :
MANGUVRING MOTHER. MARY SEAHAM. 250 pagos.
LENA CAMERON; or, the Four . Price 50 cents,

Sisters, PASSION AND PRINCIPLE
TIIE BARONET'S DAUGHTERS. 200 pages. Prico 50 cents.

GEORGE W. M. REYNOLD'S WORKS.

THE NECROMANCER. A Romance of the times of Henry the Hi
. e Highth.
By G. W. M. Reynolds. One large volume, Price 75 gents. £

THE PARRICIDE; OR, THE YOUTH’S CAREER IN CRIME. ‘By
G. W. M. Reynolds. ~ Full of beautiful illustrations. Price 50 conts.

LIFEIN PARIS; OR, THE ADVENTURES OF ALFRED DY ROSANN

IN THE METROPOLIS OF FRANCE. By G. W. M. R
Full of Engravings. Price 50 ceats. y -+ Beynolda.
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AINSWORTH’S WORKS.

JACK SHEPPARD.—PICTORIAL LIFE AND ADVENTURLS OF
T J v M SHEPEPARD, the most noted burglar, r?bbcr{ and jail bre_a,}‘ser,
that ever lived.,  Bmbellished with Whirty-nine, full page, spirited
THustrations, desigoed and engraved in the finest style of art, by
George Cruikehank, Bsq., of London.  Price Fifty cents.
ILLUSTRATED TOWER OF LONDON. With 100 splen_dicl engravings,
This i bevond alh doubt one of the most intoresting works cver
publi~hed in the known world, and enn be read .il,tld re-read with
pleisure wnd satistaction by everybody. We advise_all porsons to
ol bt and rend it Pwo volumes, vetavo.  Priee One Dollar,
TCTORTAT TATE AND ADVENTURES OF’(}UY FAWEKER, The
H Choet of the Gunpowder Treason, The Bloody fmvg:r,ct‘(}. THustrated.
Liv Witlim Harrison Ainsworth, 200 pages,  Price Filty eents.
THE STAR CHAMDER, Au Histovieal Romance. DBy W. Harrison
Avewortin With 17 large full page illustrations,  Price 50 cents.
TUL PIePOlEAL LD ST PAULS, By William Harrison Ainsworth,
Fudl of fHostrations.  Peice Fifty cents.
MYSTERIES 0F 418 COURT OF QUEEN ANNE, Dy William
Hurreon Ainsworth. Price Fifty cents.
AMYSTERIES OF THE COURT oF TUE STUARTS, By Ainsw_orth.
Deine one of the wost interesting Hlistorieal Ronances ever written.
One targe volume.  Price Tifty cents.
DiCK TURPING A ILLUSTRATED LIFE OF DICK r-FURPIN, tho
st aviun, Burglur, Murderer, ete. Price I'wenty-live conts.
MENRY THOM S —LIFE OF HARRY TITOMAS, the Western Burglar
gl Murderer.  Uult of Eongravings.  Price Tweniy-five cents,
DESPERANOES  TLLUSTRATED LIFE AND ADVENTURES OF
VHE DEAPERADOLR OF THE NEW WORLD, Full of engravings,
Price Toenty tive cents,

NISON DE LENULOS—LIFE AND ADVENTURES OF NISON

COL LENCLOUR with her Letters on Love, Courtship and Marriage.

tha-tared. Prive Twenty-live cents,

THE PICTORIAL NEWGATE CALENDAR,; or the Cln'o‘r;iclcis of Crime,
Denutilully iltustrated with Fitteen Fngravings, Price Fifty cents.

PICTORIAL LIFE AND ADVENTURES OF DAVY CROCKETT.
Writkeu by himeelf.  Beautifully llustrated,  Price Pifty cents,

LIV AND ADVENTURES OF ARTIUUR SPRING, the mu::(lerer of
Mro Ellen Lvneh and Mres, Honora Shaw, wit!g % comg_)lntc history of
his life s misdeeds, from the time of his birth until he was hung.
Uloefrated with portraits. Price Twenty-five cents, .

JACK ADAMR—PICTORIAL LIFE AND ADVENTURES OF JACK
AD AR the eelebratel Sailor and Mutineer. By Oaptain Chamier,
author of = The Spitfie” Yoll of Mlustrations.  Price Fifty cents.

GRACE OMALLEY.--PICTORTAL TIFE AND ADVENTURES OF
CGHAUE UMALLEY. By Willian H., Maxwell, anthor of « Wild
Fpori-in the West,”  Price Fifty cents.

THE PIRATES SaN. A Sea Novel of great interest. Tull of beautilul
iltustutions.  Price Twenty-five cents.

. ™
|
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ALEXANDRE: DUMAS WORKS.

THE IRON MASK, OR THE FEATS AND ADVENTURES OF
RAQULE DE BRAGELONNE. Being the conclusion of “#The
Three Guardsmen,” “Twenty Years After,” and “ Bragelonne.” B
Alexandre Duwas. Complete in two large volumes, of 420 octave
pages, with beautifully Illustrated Covers, Portraits, and Engravings.
Priee One Dollay.

LOUISE LA VALLIERE; OR THE SECOND SERIHES AND FINAT
END OF THE TRON MASK, By Alexandre Dumas. This work
is the final end of *““The Three Gunardsmen,” “Twenty Yeurs After,”
“Bragelonne,” and “ The Iron Mask,” and is of far more interesting
and absorbing interest, than any of its predecessors. Completo in
two large octave volumes of ever 400 pages, printed on the best of
paper, beantifully illastrated. Tt also contains correct Portraits of
“ Lonise La Valliere,” and “ The Hero of the Iron Mask,” Price One
Dollar, '

THE MEMOIRS OF A PHYSICIAN; OR THE SECRET HISTORY OF
LOUIS THE FIFTEENTH. By Alexandre Dumas. Tt is beautifully
ewmbellished with thirty engravings, which illusirate the principal
scenes and characters of the different hercines throughout the work,
Complete in two large octavo volumes. . Price One Dollar. -

THE QUEEN'S NECELACE: OR THE SECRET HISTORY OF THE
COURT OF LOUIS THE SIXTEENTH. A Sequel to the Memoirs
of & Physician. DBy Alexandre Dumas. It is beautifully illustrated
with portraits of the heroines of the work. Complete in two large
octavo volumes of over 400 pages. Price One Dollar.

SIX YEARS LATER; OR THE TAKING OF THE BASTILE. By
Alexandre Dumas, Being-the continoation of “ The Queen’s Neck-
lace; or the Seeret History of the Court of Louis the Sixtsenth,” and

¥Memoirs of a Physieian,” Completo in one large octave velume,
Price Seventy-five dents,

COUNTERS DE CHARNY; OR THE FALL OF THE FRENCH
MONARCHY. By Alexandre Dumas. Thisz work is the final cone
clusion of the “ Memoirs of a Physician,” “The Queen’s Necklace,”
and “Bix Years Later, or Taking of the Bastile.” All persons who
have not read Dumas in this, his greatest and most instruetive pro-
duction, should begin at once, and no pleasure will be found so
agreeable, and nothing in novel form so usefut and absorbing. Com-
picte in two volumes, beautifully illustrated. Price One Dollar.

DIANA OF MERIDOR; THE LADY OF MONSOREAU ; or France in
the Sixteenth Century. By Alexandre Dumas. An Historical Ro-
mance, Complete in two large octavo volumes of 538 pages, with
numeorous illustrative engravings. Price One Deollar.

ISABEL OF BAVARTA; or the Chronicles of France for the reign of

Charles the Sixth. Complete in one fine octavo volume of 211 bPages,
printed on the finest white paper. Price Fifty cents.

EDMOND DANTES., Being the seqnel to Dumas’ eelebrated novel of
the Count of Monte Cristo, With clegant illustrations. Complete in
one largo octave volume of over 200 pages. Price Fifty centas,

THE CORSICAN BROTHERS. This work has slready been dramatized,

and is now played in all the theatres of Europe and in this eountry,
and it is exeiting an extraordinary interest. Price Twenty-five cents.
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SKETCHES IN FRANUE., By Alexandre Dumas, Ti i3 as good g
book as Thackeray's Shetches in lreland. Dumag never wrote a
better book, It iz the most delightful book of the season. Price
Fitty cents.

GEHNEGVIEVE, OR THE CHEVALITER OF THE MATSON ROUGH.
By Alexandre Duwas,  An Ilistorical Romance of the Fronch Revo-
furion,  Complets in one large octave volune of over 200 pages,
with nunterous iHustrative engravings.  Price Fifty cents,

GEORGE LIPPARD'S WORKS.

WASHINGTON AND His GENERALS; or, Legends of the American
Revolutivm,  Complete in two large oetave velumes of 538 pages,
printed on the finest white paper.  Price One Dollar.

THE QUAKLER CITY: or. the Monks of Monk Hall. A Romance of
Philadielphin Lifte, Mxystery and Crime.  Illustrated with numerous
Fnrruvinegs, Complete in two large ockavo volumes of 500 pages,
Price Nne Dallar.

THE LADYE OF ALBARONE; or, tho Poisen’ Gublek. A Romance of
the Dk Ages. Lippard’s Last Work, and never hefore publishod.
Complete in one lurge oetavo volume.,  Price SBeventy-five ecents.

PAUL ARDENHEIM: the Monk of Wissahickon, A Romance of the
Bevolutlon,  Diestrated with numerous engravings,  Complete in
two lurce actavo volumes, of nearly 600 pages.  Price Oue Dollar.

BLANCHLE OF BPRANDYWINE: or, September the Eleventh, 1777, A
Bennatiee of the Poctry, Legends, and History of the Battle of Brandy-
wine, It omakes o large ocfave volume of 330 pages, printed on the
finest white poper. Price Seventy-five cents.

LEGENDIE 0OF MEXICO: or. Battles of General Zachary Taylor, late
President of the United States. Cowmplele in one vetavo volume of
125 pages,  Price Twenty-five cents.

THE NAZARENE: or, the Lust of the Washingtons, A Revelation of
Philadelpliia, New Yoik, and Washington, in the year 1844, Com-
plete fn vie volume,  Price Fifly ecnta.

B. I’ISRAELI'S NOVELS.

VIVIAN GREY. By I D'Taraneli, M. P, Complete in one large octavo
volume of 225 pages,  Price Fifty cents.

THE YOUNG DUKE: or the younger days of George the Fourth, DBy
. DV ferueli, Mo P One octave vohuine,  Price Thirty-cight eents.

VENETIA; or, Lurd Byren and his Daughter. By B. D’Igraeli, M. P.
Complete in one large oetava volume.  Price Fifty cents,

HIENDIETTA TEMPLE. A Love Story. By B. D'Teracli, M. P. Com-
plete in one larre octavo velume.,  Price Fifty conts.

CONTARINA FLEMING, An Autobiography. By B. D'leraeli, M. P.
e volume, eetavo,  Priee Thirty-cight conts,

MIRTAM ALBOY. A Romance of the Tweifth Centnvy, By I, D'Israeli

Mo Oue volnme octavo,  Price Thirty-eight centy, -
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EMERSON BENNETT'S WORKS,

CLARA MORELAND. This is a powerfully written romance. The
characters are boldly drawn, the plot striking, the inecidents replets
with thrilling interest, and the language and deseriptions natural and
graphie, as are all of Mr. Bennett's Works. 536 pages. Priee 50
cents in paper cover, or One Dollar in cloth, gilt.

VIOLA; OR, ADVENTURES IN THE FAR SOUTH-WEST. Com-
plete in one large volume. Price 50 cents in paper cover, or 76 cents
in cloth, gilt. - ‘ .

THE FORGED WILL. Cowmplete in cne large volume, of over 300
pages, paper cover, price 50 eents; or hound in oleth, gilt, price $1 00,

KATE CLARENDON; OR, NECROMANCY IN THE WILDERNESS.
Price 50 cents in paper cover, or 75 cents in cloth, gilt.

BRIDE OF THE WILDERNESS. Complete in one large volume.
Price 50 cents in paper cover, or 75 cents in eloth, gilt. :

THE PIONEER’S DAUGHTER; and THE UNKNOWN COUNTESS.
By Emerson Bennett. Price 50 cents. :

HEIRESS OF BELLEFONTE; and WALDE-WARREN., A Taleof
Circumstantial BEvidence. By Emerson Bennett., Price 50 cents,

ELLEN NORBURY; OR, THE ADVENTURES OF AN ORPHAN,
Complete in one large volume, priee 50 eents in paper cover, or in
cloth gilt, $1 00,

MISS LESLIE’'S NEW COO0K BOOK.

MISS LESLIE'S NEW RECEIPTS FOR COOKING. Comprising new
and approved methods of preparing all kinds of soups, fish, oysters,
terrapins, turtle, vegetables, meats, pouliry, game, sanees, pickles,
sweet meats, cakes, pies, puddings, confeclionery, rico, Indian meal
preparations of all kinds, domestic liguors, perfumery, remedies,
laundry-work, needle-work, letters, additional receipts, ete. Also,
list of articles snited to go together for breakfasts, dinners, and sup-
pers, and much useful information and many miscellansous subjeets
connected with general house-wifery. It is an elegantly printed duo~
decimo volume of 520 pages; and in it there will be found One Thowu.
sand and Kieven new Heceipts—all usetful—some ornamental—and all
invaluable to every lady, miss, or family in the world. This work has
had & very extensive sale, and many thousand copies have heen sold,
and the demand is increasing yearly, being the most complete work
of the kind published in the world, and also the latest and best, as,
in addition to Cookery, its receipts for making eakes and confee-
Uonery are unequalled by any other work extant. New edition, en-
larged and improved, and. handsomely bound. Price Oue Dollar &
copy only. This is the only new Cook Book by Miss Leslie,

GEORGE SANDS’ WORKS.

FIRST AND TRUE LOVE, A True Love Story. By George Sand,
anthor of # Consuelo,” « Indiana,” ste. It i3 one of the most charm-
ing and interesting works ever published. IHustrated. Price 50 cents.

INDIANA. By George Sand, suthor of “First and True Love,” ote.
A very bowitching and interesting work., Price 50 centa,

THE CORSAIR. A Venetian Tale. Price 25 cents.
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HUMOROUS AMERICAN WORKS.
WITHE ORIGINAL ILLUSTRATIONS BY DARLEY AND OTHERS,

AND BEAUTIFULLY ILLUMINATED COVERS.

We Lave just published new and besutiful editions of the following
HUMOROPS AMERICAN WORKS., They are published in the best
prossible styiv, full of original Mlustrations, by Darley, descriptive of all the
best seenes in each work, with Iloeinated Covers, with new and beantiful
devinte vrceach, und are printed on the finest and best of white paper.
Theve are o works to eompare with them in point of wit and humor, in
the whole worll. The price of cach work is Fifty eents only,

THE FOLLOWING ARE THE NAMES OF THE WORKS.

MAJOR JONES" COURTIHIP: detniled, with othor Scenes, Tncidents,
sud Adventures, in a Heries of Lotters, by himself. With Thirteen
Illustrations from designs by Darley, ¥rice Fifty cents,

DRAMA IN TOKERVILLE: the Beneh and Bar of Jurytown, and
other Srories, By “Everpeint,” {J. M. TPield, of the 8t. Lonis
Reveille,)  With Ilustrations fromn designs by Darley.  Fifty cents.

CHARCOAL SKETCHES; or, 8cenes in the Metropolis. By Joseph (.
Nealwnthor of = Peter Ploddy,” @ Misfortunes of Peter Faber,” cte.
With Hlustrativa . Price Fifty cents.

TANNER AMONGST TIE MERMAIDS, and other Waggeries and
Vagaries, 3y W. 1. Burton, Comedian. With Illustrations by
Duarley,  Drice Fifty conts.

MISFORTUNER OF PETER FABER, and other Sketches. By the
anthor of © Chinrconl Skotelies,” “’itl‘; Illustrations by Darley and
others. Price Filty vents,

MATOR FONES MEETCHES OF TRAVTL, comprising the Sconos,
Ineilents, and Adventures in his Pour from Georgin to Canada.
With Eishe Husteations from Designs by Darley,  Price Fifty cents,

STREANR OF SQUATTER LIFE, and Far West Scencs. A Series of
humeraus Rketehes, deseriptive of Ineidents and Character in the
Wikl West, Dy the zuthor of “ Major Jones’ Courtship,” < Swallow-
g Oy=ters Alive,” ete, With Ilustrations from designs by Darley.
Trice Fifty cents,

QUARTER RACE IN KLNTUCKY, AND OTHER STORIES. By
W T. Puorter, Fug, of the New York Spirit of the Times. With
Lighit THustrations and designs by Darley. Complete in one volume,
Price Firty eents,

BIMON SUGGH—ADVENTURES OF CAPTAIN STMON SUGGS, late
of the Tallapaosu Volunteers, together with “''aking the Censns,”
aml other Albnma Sketehies. By o Conntry Bditor. With o Portrait
tromn Life. und Nine other Hlustrations by Darley. Prico Fifty centa.

RIVAL BELLES. By J. B. Jones, anthor of “Wild Western Scenes,”
ete. This is a very hmmorous and entertaining work, and one that
will o recomnmended by all atter reading it,  Price Fifty cents.
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HUMOROUS AMERICAN WORKS.

‘YARNS AND YANKEE LETTERS. By Sam Slick, aliag
YA}TIII{E;:; Haliburton. ¥Full of the drollest humor t}mt hos everfmauated
from the pen of any author. Every page will set you in a roar,
Price Fifty cents. ) ’
AND ADVENTURES OF COL. VANDERBOME, AND THE
LIF%XPLOITS OF HIS PRIVATE SECRETARY. By J. B. Jones,
author of “The Rival Belles,” ¢ Wild Western Scenes,” ete. Price
Fifty cents. .
BEAR OF ARKANSAS, and other Sketehes; illustrative of Charae-
BIGtera and Incidents in the South and South{W:ast_.z Edited by Wm. T.
Porter. With Tllustrations by Darley. - Price Fifty cents.

MAJOR JONES CHRONICLES OF PINEVILLE; embracing Sketches
of Georgia Scenes, Incidents, and Characters. By the author of
“ Major Jones’ Courtship,” ete. 'With Illustrations by Darley. Pmpe
Fifty cents.

LIFE AND ADVENTURES OF PERCIVAL MABERRY. By J. H.
Ingrabam, It will interest and please cverybody. All who enjoy a
good laugh should get it at onee. Price Fifty cents.

FRANK FORESTER'S QUORNDON HOUNDS; or, A Virginian at
‘Melton Mowbray, By H. W. Herbert, HEsq. With Ilustrations.
Price Fifty cents.

PICKINGS FROM THE PORTFOLIO OF THE REPORTER OF THE
“NEW ORLEANS PICAYUNE.” Comprising Sketches of the
Eastern Yankee, the Western Hoosier, and such others as make up
society in the great Metropolis of the South. With Illustrations by
Darley. Price Fifty cents, :

FRANK FORESTER'S SHOOTING BOX. DBy the author of ¢“The
" Quorndon Hounds,” ¢ The Deer Stalicers,” ete. With Illustrations by
Darley. Price Fifty cents.

STRAY SUBJECTS ARRESTED AND BOUND OVER; being ihe
Fugitive Offspring of the “ Old Un” and the “ Young Un,” that have
been ¢ Laying Around Loose,” and are now “tied up” for fast keep-
ing. With Illustrations by Darley. Price Fifty cents.

FRANK FORESTER’S DEER STALEKERS; a Tale of Circumstantial
evidenge, By the author of “ My Shooting Box,” “The Quorndon
Hounds,” ete. With Dlustrations, Price Fifty cents.

ADVENTURES OF CAPTAIN FARRAGO. By Hon. H. H. Bracken-
ridge. For Sixteen years one of the Judges of the Supreme Conrt of
the State of Pennsylvania, With Illustrations from designs by Darle a
Price Fifty cents.

THE CHARMS OF PARIS; or, Sketches of Travel and Adventures by
Night aud Day, of a Gentleman of Forlune and Leisure. From his
private journal. Price Fifty cents. :

PETER PLODDY, and other oddities. By the suthor of * Charcoal
Bketches,” ¢ Peter, Faber,” &e. With Illustrations from original
designs, by Darley. Price Fifty cents.

WIDOW RUGBY’S HUSBAND, a Night at the Ugly Man’s, and other

Tales of Alabama. By author of * Simon Suggs.” With original
Illustrations, DPrice Fifty cents. ‘
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MAJOR O'REGAN'S ADVENTURER, By Hon. II. I. Brackenridge.
With Illustrations by Darley,  Price Fifty conts,

SOL.ZMITH ; THEATRICAT APPRENTICESTIIP AND ANECDOTAL
RECOLLECTIONS OF 806, 3MITH, Esy., Comedian, Lawyer,
ete.  Ilustrated by Darley. Containing Early Scenes, Wanderings
in the We-f, Cincinnati in Karly Life, ete.  Price Fifty cents.

FOL. SMITIUR NEW BOOK; TIHE THEATRICAL JOURNEY-WORK
AND ANECDOTAL RECOLLECTIONS OF S0L, SMIUTH, Baq.,
with n portrait of Sol, fmith. It comprises a Sketeh of the sceond
Reven years of his profescional life, together with some Sketches of
Adventure in after years.  Price Iifty conts,

POLLY PEABLOSROM'S WEDDING, and other Tales. By the author
of “Major Junes’ Courtship,”  Strexks of Squatter Life,” ete.  Price
Fifty cenis,

FRANK FORERTER'® WARWICK WOODLANDS; or, Thingy as
they were Twenty Yewrs Ago, By the anthor of “The Quorndon
Hounds,” My Shooting Box,” “Tho Decr Stulkers,” ete. With
IHustrations, illuminated.  Price Fifty cents.

LOUVIRTANA SWAMP DOCTOR. By Madisou Tensas, M. D,, Ex. V. P.
M. S UL Ky, Author of “ Cupping on the Sternum.” With IHuostra-
tionz hy Darley. Price Fifty cents,

NEW ORLEANS SKETCH BOOK, by “8tahl,” author of the ¢ Por.
folio of o Southern Medical Student”  With 1lustrations from
desterns by Durley, Price Fifty cents,

FRENCH, GERMAN, SPANISH, LATIN, AND
ITALIAN LANGUAGES.

Aty person unacquainted with either of the above languages, can, with

the ubd of these works, be enabled to read, write and speak the language of
either, without the aid of a teacher or any oral instruction whatever, pro-
vided they pay striet attention to the instruetions laid dewn in each book,
and that nothing =hall be paszed over, without a thorough investigation
of the subject it involves : by doiup which they will be nble to apeal, read
—"'\ or trrit- vither lanpguaye, at their will sod pleasure, Xither of these works
Jsoinvaluable to uny persons wishing to learn these Ianguages, and are
worth to aay one One Moodred times their cost. These works havo
elrevdy run thraneh several Inrge elditiong in this country, for no person
ever bayva one withont reeommending it to his friends.
FRENCH WIFHOUT A MASTER. In Rix Fazy Lessons,
GERMAN WITHOUT & MASTER, In Six Easy Lessous.
SPANISH WITHOUT A MANTER. In Four Hasy Lessons,
TTALTAN WITIOUT A MASTER., Tn Five Hasy Lessons.
LATIN WITHOUT A MASTER. In 8ix Easy Lessons,
Prive of either of the ahove Works, separate, 25 cents each—or the
whole five may be liad for One Dollar, and will be sent free of postage to
any one on their remitting that amount to the publisher, in a letter.
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WORKS BY THE BEST AUTHORS. -

FLIRTATIONS IN AMERICA; OR HIGH LIFE IN NEW YORK. A
capital book. 285 pages. Price 50 cents.

DON QUIXOTTE.—ILLUSTRATED LIFE AND ADVENTURES OF
DON QUIXOTTE DE LA MANCHA, and his Sqpire Sancho Panea,
with all the original notes. 300 pages. Price 75 cents,

WILD SPORTS IN THE WEST. By W, H. Maxwell, author of 4 Pic-
torial Life and Adventures of Grace 0’Malley.” Price 50 cents.

THE ROMISH CONFESSIONAL; or, the Aurieular Confession and Spi-
ritual direction of the Romish Chureh. Its History, Consequences,
and policy of the Jesnits, By M. Michelet. Price 50 cents.

GENEVRA; or, the History of a Portrait. By Miss Fairfield, one of the. |
best writerz in America. 200 pages. Price 50 cents.

WILD OATS SOWN ABROAD ; OR, ON AND OFF SOUNDINGS. Tt
is the Private Journal of a Gentleman of Leisure and Education, and
of a bhighly cnltivated mind, in making the tour of Enrope, It shows
up all the High and Low Life to be found in all the fashionableé re-
sorts in Paris. Price 50 cents in paper cover, or 75 conis in cloth, gilt.

SALATHIEL; OR, THE WANDERING JEW, By Rev. George Croly.
One of the best and meoest world-wide celebrated books that has ever
been printed. Price 50 cents.

LLORENTE'S HISTORY OF THE INQUISITION IN SPAIN., Ouly
edition published in this country. Price 50 cents; or handsomely
bound in muslin, gilt, price 75 cents. ‘

DR, HOLLICK'S NEW BOOK. ANATOMY AND PHYSIOLOGY,
with 2 large dissected plate of the Human Figure, colored to Life,
By the celebrated Dr. Hollick, author of ¢ The Family Physician,”
“ Origin of Life,” etc. Price One Dollar. :

DR. HOLLICK’S FAMILY PHYSICIAN; OR, THE TRUE ART OF
HEALING THE SICK. A-book that shonld be in the house of
" every family, Tt is s perfect treasure. Price 25 cents.

MYSTERIES OF THREE CITIES. Boston, New York, and Philadel-
phia. Revesling the secrels of society in these various eities. All
should read it. By A.J. H. Duganne. 200 pages. Prico 50 cents.

RED INDIANS OF NEWFOUNDLAND. A beautifully illustrated In-
dian Story, by the aunthor of the < Prairie Bird.” Price 50 cents.

HARRIS'S ADVENTURES IN AFRICA. 'This book is a rieh treat.
Two volumes, Price One Dollar, or handsemely bound, $1 50,

THE PETREL; OR, LOVE ON THE OCEAN. A sea novel equal to the
best. By Admiral Fisher. 2060 pages, Price 50 cents.

ARISTOCRACY, OR LIFE AMONG THE “UPPER TEN.” A true
novel of fushionable life. By J. A. Nunes, Haq. Price 50 cents.

THE CABIN AND PARLOR. By J. Thornton Randolph. It is
beautifulty illustrated. Price 50 cents in paper cover ; or o finer edi-
tion, printed on’ thicker and better paper, and hendsomely bound in
muslin, gilt, is published for One Dollar.

LIFE IN THE SOUTH. A companion to “ Uncle Tom’s Cabin.” - By
C. H, Wiley. Beautifully illustrated from original designs hy Dar-

ley. Price 50 cents.
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SKETCHES IN IRELAND. By William M. Thackeray, author of
“Vanity Fain™ ¢ History of Pendennis,” ete.  Price 50 cents.

THE ROMAN TRATTOR: OR, THE DAYS OF CATALINE AXND
CICERG. By Henry Willinm Herbert. This is one of the most

powerful Roman stories in the English language, and is of iteelf snffi.
cient to stamp the writer s 2 powerful man,  Complete in two large
volumes, of over 239 pages each, paper cover, price One Dollar, or
heund in one volume, cloth, for $1 25,

TIE LADY'S WORK-TABLEE BOOK. Full of plates, designs, dingrams,
wud hnstrations to learn all kinds of ncedlework. A work every
Toady =hould posges=. Price 50 cents in paper cover; or bound in
erimzon cloth, gilt, for 75 cents.

THE COQUETTIL. Oue of the best books ever written, One velune, oo-
tave, over 200 pagea,  Price 50 cents.

WHITEFRTARS: OR, THE DAYS OF CTIARLES THE SECOND. An
Historieal Romunce.  Splendidly illustrated with original designs, by
Chapin. It is the best historieal romance published for years. Prico
50 cuents.

WHITEHALL; OR, THE TIMES OF OLIVER CROMWELIL. By the
author ot ** Whitefriars.” It is a work which, for just popularity and
intenzity of interest, has hot been eyualled sinee the publication of
“Waverly.,” Beautifully illustrated.  Priee 50 centa.

THI SPTITFIRE., A Nautival Romance. By Captain Chamier, anthor
of ** Lire and Adventures of Jack Adams.” Illustrated. Price 50 cents,

UNCLE TOMS CABIN AS IT IS, One large volume, illustrated,
bound in ¢loth,  Price 31 235.

FATHIR CLEMEXNT. By Greee Kennady, suothor of ¢ Dunallen,”
s AlLey of Innismoyle,” ete. A beaatitul book. Price 50 cents,
THE ARBEY OF INNISMOV, By Grace Kennady, anthor of ¢ Fa-

ther Clentent,”  Eaual to any of her former works. Price 25 cents.

THE FORTUNE HUNTER; a novel of New York socicty, Upper and
Lower Tendem. By Mrs. Auna Cora Mowatt, Price 38 cents,

POCKET LIBEARY GF USEFUL KNOWLEDGE. New and enlarged
edition, with numerous engravings. Twenty thousand copies sold.
We Lave never scen o volue embracing zny thing like the same
quantity of usetul watter. The work is really o ireasure. It should
speedily find its way inte every family. It also contains o lurge and
eutirely new Map of the United Stateg, with full page portraits of
the Presidents of the United States, from Washington _unl:il the pre-
gent tiwe, cxccuted in the finest style of the art.  Price 80 cents &
copy ouly.

HENRY CLAY'S PORTRAIT. Nagle's correct, full length Mezzotinto
Portrait, and only irue likeness ever published of the distinguished
Statesinan, Bagraved by Sartain. Size, 22 by 30 inches. Price
$1 00 w copy onty. Originally sold at $5 00 a copy.

THE MISER'S HEIR; OR, THE YOUNG MILLIONAIRE. A story
of a (tuardian and his Ward. A prize novel. By P. H. Myers, author
of the * Emigrant SBqaire.” Price 50 cents in paper cover, or 70 cents
in cloth, gilt.

2
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WORKS BY THE BEST AUTHORS.

THE TWO LOVEERS., A Domestic Story. It is a highly interesting and
companionable book, conspicuous for its purity of sentiment—its
graphic and vigorous siyle—its truthful delineations of eharacter—
and deep and powerful interest of its plot. Price 38 cents,

ARRAH NEIL. A novel by G P. B. James. Brice 50 centa.

BIEGE OF LONDONDERRY, A History of the Siego of Londonderry,
and Defence of Enniskillen, in 1688 and 1689, by the Rev. John
Graham, Price 37 cents.

VICTIMS OF AMUSEMENTS. By Martha Clark, and dediecated by the
author to the Sabbath Schools of the land. One vol,, cloth, 38 cents.

FREAKS OF FORTUNE; or, The Life and Adventures of Ned Lorn.
By the author of * Wild Western Seenes.” One volume, cloth, Price
One Dollar.

WORKS AT TWENTY-FIVE CENTS EACH.

GENTLEMAN'S SCIENCE OF ETIQUETTE, AND GUIDE T0O 80-
CIETY. By Count Alfred D'Orzay With o portrait of Count D’Qp-
gay. Price 25 cents,

LADIES BCIENCE OF ETIQUETTE. By Countess de Calabrella, with
her full-length portrait. Price 25 cents. )

ELLA STRATFORD: OR, THE ORPHAN CHILD. By tho Countess
of Blessington, A charming and entertaining work. Price 25 cents.

GHOST STORIES. Full of illustrations. Being a Wonderful Book,
Price 25 cents. .

ADMIEAL’'S DAUGHTER. By Mrs. Marsh, author of “ Ravens.

cliffe.” One volume, octavo, Price 2 eenta.

THE MONK, A Bomance. By Matthew G. Lewis, Bsq., M. P, All
should read it, Price 25 cents.

DIARY OF A PHYSICIAN. Second Series.. By 8. (. Warren, author
of ¢ Ten Thonsand a Year.” [Illustrated. Price 25 cents.
ABEDNEGO, THE MONEY LENDER. By Mrs, Gore. Price 25 cents.

MADISON’S EXPOSITION OF THE AWFUL CEREMONIES OF
ODD FELLOWSHIP, with 20 plates. Price 25 cents. ’

GLIDDON’S ANCIENT EGYPT, HER MONUMENTS, HIEROGLY-
PHICS, HISTORY, ETC. Full of plates. Price 25 cents.

BEAUTIFUL FRENOH GIRL; or the Daughter of Monsienr Fon-
tanbleu. Price 25 cents.

MYSTERIES OF BEDLAM ; OR, ANNALS OF THE LONDON MAD-
HOUSE. Price 25 cents. ‘

JOSEPHINE. A Story of the Heort. By, Grace Aguilur, author of

113 .
Home Tnfluence,”  Mother’s Recompense,” ete. Price 25 cents,

EVA ST. CLATR.; AND OTHER TALES. By G. P. R. James, Esq.,
author of “ Richelien.” Price 25 cents.

AGNES GREY; AN AUTOBIOGRAPHY. By the -a.uthe_r of “ Jane
Eyre,” ‘“Shirley,” ete. Price 25 cents.

BELL BRANDON, AND THE WITHERED FIG TREE. By P. Hamil-
ton Myers. - A Three Hundred Dollar prize.novel. Price 25 cents.




18 T. B. PETERSON'S LIST OF PUBLICATIONS.
WORKS AT TWENTY-FIVE CENTS EACH.

ENOWLSON'S COMPLETE CATTLE, OR COW DOCTOR. Whoever
owns & cow alionkl have this ook, Prieo 25 cents,

ENOWLSON'S COMPLETE FARRIER, OR HORSE DOCTOR. All
that own a horse should possess this work, Price 25 cents.

THR COMPLETE KITOHEN AND FRUIT GARDENER, FOR POPU.
LAR AND UENERAL USE. Price 20 cents.

THE COMPLETE FLORIST: OR FLOWER GARDENER. Thoe hest
in the world,  I'rico 25 conts.

THE EMIGRANT SQUIRE. Dy author of “ Bell Brandon.” 25 cents.

PHILTP IN SEARCH OFF A WIFE. DBy the author of ¢ Kate in Search
of a Musband.” Price 23 cents,

MYSTERIES O A CONVENT. By a noted Mcthodist Preacher. Price
20 vents,

THE ORPHAN STRTERS, Tt is a tale such as Miss Auston might have
heen prowd of, and Goldsmith would not have disowned, 1t is well
told, and excites a strong interest.  Price 25 cents.

THE DEFORMED. Ons of the best novels ever written, and THHE
CHARITY SISTELE. By Hon. Mrs. Norton. Price 25 cents.
LIFE IN NEW YORE. IN DOORS AND OUT OF DOORS. By the

late Witlimn Durns. Ilustrated by Forty Engravings., Price 25 cents,

JENNY AMBROSE: OR, LIFE IN THE BASTERN STATES. An ex-
cellent hook,  Price 25 cenfs,

AORETON HALL: OR. THE SPIRITS OF THE HAUNTED HOUSE.
A Tale founted on Faecls, Price 25 cents.

RODY TIHE ROVER; OR THE RIBBON MAN. An Irish Tale. By
Willinmn Carleton.  One volwma, sctave, Prico 25 cents.

AMERICA'S MISSION, By Rev. Charles Wadsworth,  Price 25 cents.

POTLITICR IN RELIGION. By Rev. Charles Wadsworth, Price 123 ets,

Professor LIEBIG’S Works on Chemistry.

AGRICULTURAL CHEMISTRY, Chemistry in its application to Agri-
culturs and Plhysiclogy,  Price Twenty-fivo conts.

ANTMAL CHEMIAFLRY. Chemistry in its applieation to Physiology and
Patiiology.  Price Twenty-five eents.

FTAMILTAR LETTERS ON CHEMISTRY, and its relations to Commerce,
Pliyvsiologs and Agricultuare.

PHI POTATO DIRRARE, HResearches into the motion of the Juices in
the anitnal hody,

CHEMISTRY AND PHYSICS IN RELATION TO PHYSIOLOGY
AND PATHOLOGY,

T. B, PETERSON also publishes & complete edition of Professor
Lichig's works on Chemistry, comprising the wholo of the above, They
are bound in one large royal vetavo volume, in Muslin gilt.  Price for the
complete works Lonnd in ene volume, Ono Dollar and Fifty cents. The
three last are not publizhed separately from the bound volume,

T. B. PETERSON'S LIST OF FUBLICATIONS. 10

EXCELLENT SHILLING BOOXS.
THE SEVEN POOR TRAVELLERS. By Charles Dickens. Price 12} eta.
THE SCHOOLBOY, AND OTHER STORIES. By Dickens. 124 cents.
RSISTER ROSE. By Charles Dickens. Price 12} cents.
CHRISTMAS CAROL. By Charles Dickens. Price 12} centa. .

LIZZIE LEIGH, AND THE MINER’S DAUGHTERS.
Dickens. DPrice 12} cents. 8. By Charles

THE CHIMES., By Charles Dickens, Price 12} cents.
THE CRICKET ON THE HEARTH. By Charles Dickens. Price 122 ctz.
BATTLE OF LIFE. By Charles Dickens. Price 12} cents.

HAUNTED MAN; AND THE GHOST'S BARGAIN., B
Dickens. Pricé 124 eents., ! y Charles

THE YELLOW MASK, From Dickens’ Household Words. Price 124 cts.

. A WIFE’S STORY. From Dickens’ Household Words. Price 12} cts,

MOTHER AND STEPMOTHER. By Dickens. Price 12} cents.

ODD FELLOWSHIP EXPOSED. With all the &3 Gri -
ete.  Hlustrated. Price 124 cents. ® Plgns, Grips, Pass-words,

MOBRMONISM EXPOSED. Full of Eogravings, and P i
Twelve Apostles. Price 12} cents. . 8 &% ortraits of the

THE LIFE AND DEATH 0¥ THE REV. JOUN N. MAFFIT " with his
Portrait. Price 123 cents. ’

REV. ALBERT BARNES ON THE MAINE LIQUOR LAW, THE -
tI‘HRONIi] OF INIQUITY ; -or, sustaining Evil by Law. A discourse
in behalf of a law prokibiting the traffic in intoxieating drinks.
Priee 12} cents, '

WOMAN. DISCOURSE ON WOMAN. HER SPHERE, DUTIE
ETC. By Lucretia Mott. Price 121 cents, ’ —

EUCHRE. THE GAME OF EUCHRE, AND ITS LAWS. By a mem-

ber of the Fuchre Club of Philadelphi i s’ i
Pricy 157 conts o iladelphia of Thirty Years standing.

DR. BERG'S ANSWER TO ARCHBISHOP HUGHES. Price 12} cents.
DR. BERG'S LECTURE ON THE JESUITS. Price 123 cents.

FRESH FRUITS AND VEGETABLES all the Year round, at Summer
prices, and how to obtain and have them, with full directions. 124 centa,

., i

T. B. PETERSON'S Wholesale & Eetail Cheap Bool, Maga=
zine, Newspaper, Publishing and Bookselling Establish=
ment, is at No. 102 Chesinut Street, Philadelphia:

Fron_a which place he will supply all orders for any books at all, no matter by whom
published, in advance of ali others, and at publichers’ lowest cash prices. He re
;‘Ii_::fugy invites Country Merchants, Booksellers, Pedlsrs, Canvassers, Agents, the
tens;;,e ctﬂz?ng:fws in the (?ity, and the‘public gemerally, to eall and examine his ex«
o, ection of all kiuds of publications, where they will be sure to find all the

s babest, and eheapest werks published in this couniry or elsewhere, for sale very low,




THE DESERTED WIFE,

BY MRS. EMMA D. E. N. SOUTHWORTH.

AUTHOR OF “THE T.OST HBINESS,” STON WISSING BRIDE,” “ WIFE'S VICTORY,”
CUrRAE oF CLIFTON,? “DIRCATRNED DAUGHTER,” LTC., ETC.

J U Y

. bound in eloth, for One Dollar and Fwentyw
n 1o vols.. paper cover, for One Dollar,

M

Complete tnone vol.
five Centsy or i

The anncieement 6f o new bank by AMres, Sputhworth, the author of “The Lost Heir-
eee e quatter of oreat interest toall that love to vead and admire pare and chaste
Amperiran worhs 16is @ new work of unusual power and thrilling interest. The seene
oLkl in one of the sonthern Btates and the story wivea a picture of the manwers and
Custoae of e plantine coniey, inoan nee not far removed backward from the present.
Phe charertors are dyawn with s strone Teaned. and the bhook abounds with scenes of
Tnteniee stpene et e whinde piat beinez woeongelit oul with much power and effeet; and no
crre, s wre oonfidents e pened Bt withont acknowlodeine that it possesses more than
(T Lnary merst, Phe nthoT Isoaow it ot e kable geniug and originality—manifesting
wonder i pewet o e vivind depietine of character, and in her glowing deseriptions of
g enerv,  blaoar the beroine of the s Deserteil Wike,” is a maunificent being, while Ray-
reanh, Ghastv, sl Mre Wailiersoare not werely names, but exiztences—they live and move
Tl ores G, b e tine inoaceordanee with his peenline nature.  The purpose of the author,
rroefess divo s to teach (e Jeseom, ~ that the Funidamental eanses of wnhappiness in o
arred Lt are a delvetive mnral and physicel edueation, and & premature eontraction
Of the scriendal engaseent T book to read and refleet on, and one that can-
et el tordo an imbieeee mneunt ol oo, amd will rank as one of the brightest and

purcst ornunents amony the Htert e of this country.

READ THEE SUBJECT MATTER OF THE DIFFERENT CHAFTERS.

| Giusty, The Baptizm of Grief,
Fascinption,

Afnrrinsn and Hivera.

e 0 Marus,un Thotse, Lo e Moeor.
e Anod Paoor, ¢ b stornn The Farcaken.

The 08 Man's Darling. ’ the Lunatic’s Tnd. The Fiery Trial.
The By Bye. I The Hunt, tegurn to the Desolaie lome.
The Phdosophier, Lt Linnne de Chase, Iagar at Heath Hall
Fhe Yo Lrevitenantl Cothazarts Brudal The Flight of Bosalia.
et . The Love Auzel The Waorship of 2O¥Tow.
’ Thee frade’s Thrink Gud Lhe Consoler.
ceps Warnins e Persahen Hodee I Tlagar's Resurrection
e bheadn Pl New Bl i A Hevelation,
e Mellypman's Love, ¢ Fawlily Seerets,
the Wors-tinp of Joy. } Hosalins Wanderings.
Floe Wit~ Bivel, | Yhe Gueen of Fong,
Tine New Medden, ¢ Ruppings at eath [Nall.
O L b Blecdineg Hewet, Uliagar’s Ovation.
4 > 80 F -
FT. T PLEER=nN ala pubti-iie < complete and unifinm edition of Mrs. Southworth's
ether worhE any ane wb all of whirl or either cdition, will be sent to auy place in the
Tiite 1t st free of prastage on teeeipt of remittanees, The follewing are their names.
TIIE Lov=t BT =2 By Mys Emma Do BN southworth,  With a Portrait and Aut'n-
prapbo of the authors foanplete in tuo volnmes, paper cover,  Price Une Dollar; orin
Clte varttanie, cloth Tor One Bollar anl Twenty-five vents,

THE M=~ 0 BB o SURTANM TITR AVENGER. Ty Mrs Southworth. ’Two
v s, ] oeer ronvers Eriee Oue Dollar: or boared in one volume, cloth, for $1 2.
PO WIFE S VETORY D AND NINE OFIHER NOUVELLETTEY, By Mrg, Fonna I

on o sothesoetdn Lis eanbeliished with n view of Prospect Cottage, the residenes of
Chee ottt v, e vedsparpeer eov T Price tne Dollurs or one volume, cloth, for &1.23,
TUE ¢4 L= o0l CETETON, By Mrs B B, 1. N, Sguthworth.  Complete in two
R TR TI R e Iihoe Dne Dellav: or beund in one vohune. eloth, for 5125,
TR v o~ ALt D DAl aieTer By M D DUECN Howthworth,  Complete in two
= ehver. Une boltar; or boud in one volwme, eloth, for & 1.2
7. B. PETLERSON, '
No. 102 Chesinut Street, Philadelphiae
20 )
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Putci-hod el for saie by

GREAT INDUCEMENTS FOR 1856!
" NOW IS THE TIME TO MAKE UP CLUBS!

PETERSON'S MAGAZINE

The best and cheapest in the World for Ladies.
EDITED BY MRS. ANN S. STEPHENS AND CHARLES J. PETERSON,

« This popular Magazine, already the cheapest and best Monthly of its ki

will be greatly improved fm: 1856. It will contain 900 pages grf doub]é?ﬁjﬁ,ih::;gﬂ;d’
matter; from twenty to thirty Steel Plates; and over four hundred Wood Engravin sg:
which iz proportionately more than any periodical, of any priee, ever yet gave, ) g

IrS THRILIING ORIGIN AL STORIES
Are prononnced, by the press, the best published anywhere. The editors are Mrs, Ann 8
Stephens, author of *The Old Horuestead.” ¢ Pashion and Famine,” and Charll :J liufl; .
son, author of “Kate Aylesford.” ¢ The Valley Farm.” ete., ete. ; and the are eq ist f! %P-
all theFmost popular female writers of America. New talent is continua}lrly beiilﬁm.u?ld &V
regardless of expense, so as to keep “ Peterson’s Magazine” unapproachabl in iy
Morality and virtue are always inculeated. ¢ mernt.

ITS COLORED FASHION PLATES IN ADVANCE.

= It 48 the only Mugazine whose Fashion Plutes can be relied on. “ER

Each Number contains a Fashion Plate, en
a : . engraved on Bteel, colored
““-”ﬁ”ﬁne‘: ]beauty. The Paris, Lpndon, Philadelphis, and New Yarkaﬁ?:gh%ﬁi:’xd;f
gg]rg\r:v;g oznafc}?a;&cggontt; tf,veryfnumber also contains a dozen or more New Style:‘ '
A . 0, & Pattern, from Which a dress, manti s ;
can be eut,’ wrthout' the aid of a montua-maker, so that each grlluglbtroﬁs héi"l g
save @ year's subscription. ' ’ " ey, Wil

Ats sugerh FHessatints, ood ofher Steel @ngrnningﬁ.

Ttz Mustrations ¢xcel those of an i
1 A X0 f ¥y other Magazine, each number ini
ﬁﬁgm}-ho?xgsri‘tﬁg’ ﬁ\:]ther 'mezztgmtdog Iine, DLeside th’e Fashion l’r;ﬁt;(;u;ﬂglqﬁ ?\dstil;g‘é?
Lngravings, Woo ats, Patte ) in {
of the year, alone are worth the subseript}on pr(izg.s. §oy &c. The Kngravings, at the end

PATTERNS FOR CROTCHET, NEEDLEWORK, stz

In the greatest profusion, are given j i
t fusion, are given ju every number, with jnstrygeti
oyt Py B . 8
ngn‘]&,c a]sg,}qlo ‘nggttls in la{nbroldersznqerting, Broiderie iinglaisa,fhlalt?:?; Ll:tzgr:ﬂ‘giﬂz
o 4 éhell-lw (,} ]a‘ (ﬁm foy Sle@vcsz Collars, and Chemisettes; Patterns in Bead-work' IlaiL;':

o c(’mt-' Tk ; a:wctkerchlfzf Corners; Names for Marking and Initials Each 1
wins & Paper Flower, with directions how to make it. A piece of new nnh i‘asl;?otlrlx:

able Music is also published ove it 1
Magazine in the Workd Toe ;3" rl:;c:;tl;“gn the whole, it ia the mest complete Ladies

. TERMS:—ALWAYS IN ADVANCE.
ne ¢opy for One Year, - $2 00 Five copies for One Year, - 87 50

Three copies for One Year, 5 00 i i
0 ) Eight copies for One ¥
Sixteen copies for One Year, - _p - $20n?)0 wan 1000

Ti;ﬂﬁﬁ!ﬁi?ﬂg% E'OIB. GETTING UP OnLUDS.
our  PorbFoli : Or Bixteen copies. make a Club. To every pers i
ort-Folio of Art,* containing Fifly Engravings. will l{epgli‘:ooun-%?::.gg; %[l",aiig {3‘&

ferred, 4 copy of the Magazi X
! Magazine § a6, 31
Maguziue for 1836, will he Be;lt i;’zra]d?l;?z'on:.ﬁor  Dlub of Sixleen, an extra copy of the

Address, post-paid, CHARLES 7. PETERSON,

No. 103 Chestnut Strect, Philadelphin,

X Speei i i

Foti éiisg?ls;tﬁi:paxjs conghituted Agenm.. But any person may pet up a Clab,
chse E@the ool n;a. Jlrnhge\z;ﬂogi.eif;kget‘?r Poi;xmaster to register their latters, in which
. X . en the sum is lar,
ured, the cost of which may be deducted from the amounili. g & draft should be pro-
a1
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T. B. PETERSON’S

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL
Cheap Book, Magazine, Newspaper, Publishing
and Bookselling Establishment, is at
No. 102 Chestnui Street, Philadelphia,

T. B PRTERSON ha« the satisfaction ta announce to the publie, that he has removed
to the tew and spacious BRINYN STONE BUILDENG, NO. 102 CHENTNUT SERIRT,
Jast compluted by the city authorities on the Girard Iistate, known as tho most central
and best situntion fn the city of Philadelphia.  As it is the Mode! Book Store of the
Canntry, we widl deseribe 1t: 18 is the largest, most spaciong, and best arranged Retall
atnd W halesiwle Chieap Book and PPablishing Fstablishwent in the United States. I ig
Luiit, by the Girard Lstate, of Connecticut satul-stone, in & richly ornamental style,
The whole frout uf the lower sfory, execpt that taken up by the doorwey, is ocenpied by
twa laroe plate wla-s Wi dow-. & stoeele plate to cach window. costing together over three
taomson Ddatiar-s o entering aml jooking wp, you find above you a ceiling sixteen
teet hpcins whnte, on gasins belere. you perceive & vista of One Hundred and Fitty-Seven
fer hie rerad counter< exteml ek for cighty feet, and, being double, afford counter-
reotned vhee Thuneleed wind sixty fect in lenath, Chere is also over Fhree Thousand feet
ey A b et T el ol thee eture afasre. This pavt is devoted to the retadl busi-
1w s s the e £spacions in Ghe cotnley, furnishes also the best and largest
mes rhment of ar Kimds of booiks to be fonlin the conntry, It s fitted up iu tho most
superh stvie: the sbelemgs are all painted in Florence white, with gilded cornices for
the honk shedves

Jebtined the retail jesrt of the sfore. at about ninety feet from the entranoce, is the
rountinzeotn, twenty ot spoare ailed neatly olf, and surmounted by a mest beauti-
ol e of stalned Zhss Inthe rear of this is the wholesale and packing department,
extending o furthr distanee of about sixty feet, with desks and packing counters for the
relablishmeunt. ete ete. AL guods arve received and shipped trom the back of the store,
Loovins oo tine avenue on the side of Girard LBank for the purpose, leading out to Third
Steeet, sooas not o intertere with and block up the front of the store on Chostout Street,
e o llar of the entive deptly of the store, is fifled with printed copies of Mr. Peterson’s
awn publicaiinn <, priuted from hils own stereotype plates, of which he penerally keeps
e bonmd snoehitean cf @ thousaind vach. making a sloci, of his own publications alone,
el cver thres anedred thousandd volumes, coustantly on hand.

T b PLTEIGEON s warrantelin saying, that he is able to offer such inducements
to e T ey wand all others, te favor o with their orders, a3 cannot be exeolled by any
beovoestablishinesit i the eonntey. [T proof of this, T 13 PETERBON DLegs leave to
peter G lins grent faceibities of getting stock of all kindds, his dealing direct with all the
Publwhmr Houses 1 the conntey, and also to bisown long Iist of Publications, consisting
of thie hesbael wast pupatdae productions of the most talented anthors of the United
e nd bereat Britain, and G his very extensivo stock, embracing every worlk, new or
old publizhied tnthe Uniosd Suates,

T. B PEYERSUN will Be mist happy to supply all orders for any books at all, no
ratier by whom paldiched, in advanee of all otherg, and at publishers’ lowest cash
prices e respectfully invites Country Merchants, Booksellers, Pedlars, (Canvassers,
At the Joesstrangers i the eity, and the public generally, to call and examiune
Fowostenave e deemon of cheap wml standard publieations of all Kinds, compyising a
b ez ent vollectimg of CHEAP BOOKS, MAGAZINES, NOVELY, STANDARD
arcl POPULAR WOLKS of all kinds, BIRLES, PRAYER BOORS, ANNUALS, GIFT
Boothos, rLLE TRV RD Wollks, ALBUMS and JUVENILE WORKS of all kinds,
AN of wll Rinds, to suit all ages, tastes, ete,, which he is selling to his customers
utpd the pudlie at wach lower prices than they can Le purchused elsewhere., Being 1o
cateel st Nos 10 CHESEN D strect, the great thoroughfare of the eity, and BUYING
tus atoe s outright in Jurge guantities, and not asllivg o commission, he can and will
Belb floe on =ueh terms as will defy atl competition.  Oull and examine our stock, you
will find it to b the beet, Tavest and cheapest in the eily s aud you will also be sure to
fird nll the fesd ok b pepeer, vned chonpest works published iu this country or else
Whore, for sule at thee lewest pees.

L -Call in person and examine our stocl, or send your orders by mail déred, to the
CHUAD BOUREELLING and PUBLISITING ESTABLISUMUENT of

T. B, PETERSON,

No, 102 Chestnut Street, Philadelphiay
a2
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