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TEMPEST AND SUNSHINE.

ti

C4#ACHAPTER I.

IT was the afternoon of a bright October day. The old town
clock had just tolled the hour of four, when the Lexington
and.Frankfort daily stage was heard rattling over the stony

pavement in the small town of V , Ky. In a few

moments the four panting steeds were reined up before the
door of the Eagle, the principal hotel in the place. "Mine
host," a middle-aged, pleasant-looking man, came bustling
out to inspect the new comers, and calculate how many
would do justice to his beefsteaks, strong -coffee, sweet pota-
toes, and corn cakes, which were being prepared in the
kitchen by Aunt Esther. *

This good dame divided her time between squeezing the
steaks, turning the corn cake, kicking the dogs, and admin-

istering various cuffs to sundry little black _urchins, who
were on the lookout to snatch a bit of the "hoe cake,"
whenever they could elude the Argus eyes of Aunt Esther.
When the rattling of the stage was heard, there ensued a

general scrambling, to ascertain which should be first to see

* Pronounced "Easter."
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*who had come. At length, by a series of somersets,
helped on by Aunt Esther's brawny hand, the kitchen was
cleared, and Aunt Esther was "monarch of all she surveyed."

The passengers this afternoon were few and far between, for
there was but one inside, and one on the box with the driver.
The one inside alighted, and ordered his baggage to be car-
ried into the hotel. The stranger was a young man, ap-
parently about twenty-five years of age. He was tall, well
proportioned, and every way prepossessing in his appearance.
At least the set of idlers in the bar-room thought so, for the
moment he entered, they all directed their eyes and tobacco
juice towards him!

By the time he had uttered a dozen words, they had
come to the conclusion that he was a stranger in the place
and was from the East. One of the men, a Mr. Edson, was,.
to use his own words, "mighty skeary of Noi-thern folks,"
and as sooh as he became convinced that the stranger was.
from that way, he got up, thinking to himself, "Some con-
founded Abolitionist, I'll warrant. The sooner I go home,
and get my gang together, the better 'twill be." But upon
second thought, he concluded, "his gang" was safe for the
present, at least ; so he'd just sit down, and hear what his
neighbor, Mr. Woodburn, was saying to the new corner.

The Kentuckians are as famous as the Yankees for in-
quisitiveness, but if they inquire into' your history, they are
equally ready to give theirs to you, and you cannot feel as
much annoyed by the kind, confiding manner, with which
a Kentuckian will draw you out, as by the cool, quizzing way
with which a Yankee will " guess " out your affairs.

On the present occasion, Mr. Woodburn had conjectured
the young man's business, and was anxious to know who he
was, and if possible, to render him assistance. It took but
a short time for the stranger to tell that he was from the
East, from New-York ; that his name was Wilmot, and that

he was inquest of a school; and in as short a time Mr.

Woodburn had welcomed young Wilmot to Kentucky, but
expressed his regret that he did not come sooner, for all the

schools were engaged ; "But," added he, "you had better

remain around here awhile, and get acquainted, and then

there will be no doubt of your eventually getting a situation.

Meantime, as you are a stranger here, you are welcome to

make my house your home."

Such kindness from an entire stranger was unlooked for

by Wilmot. He knew not what to make of it ;-it was so

different from the cold, money-making men of the North.

He tried to stammer out his thanks, when Mr. Edson inter-

rupted him by nudging Mr. Woodburn, and saying, "Don't

you mind old Middleton? He's been tarin' round after a

Yankee teacher this six weeks. I reckon this chap '11 suit."

Mr. Woodburn hesitated. He did not like to send Mr.

Wilmot to such a place as Mr. Middleton's, for though Mr.

Middleton was a very kind man, he was very rough and un-

couth in his manner, and thought his money much better

applied, when at interest, than when employed to make his

house and family more comfortable.

At length Mr. Woodburn replied, "True, I did not think

of Mr. Middleton, but I hardly like to send a stranger there.

However, Mr. Wilmot, you must not judge all Kentuckians

by him, for although he is very hospitable to strangers, he is

extremely rough."

. Mr. Wilmot thanked them for their information, and said

he thought he would go to Mr. Middleton's- that night.
-. "Lord knows how you'll get there," said Mr. Edson.

"5Why, is it far ?" asked Wilmot.
"Not very fur," said Mr. Edson, "little better than four

miles, but a mighty mean road any time, and a heap worse

since the rains. For a spell you can get on right smart, but

then, again, you'll go in co-slush !"

ORS LIFE IN. KENTUCKY, 11
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Mr., Wilmot smiled ; but said, "he thought he would
try the road, if Mr. Edson would give him the direction."

Then followed a host of directions, of which the most
prominent to Wilmot were, that "about two miles from the
house is an old hemp factory, full of niggers, singing like all
fury; then comes a piece of woods, in the middle of which
is a gate on the left hand ;--open that gate, and follow the
road straight till you come to the mightiest mean-looking
house you ever seen, I reckon ; one chimbley tumbled down,
and t'other trying to. That house is Middleton's."

Here Mr. Woodburn said, "that as the road was so bad,
and it was getting late, Mr. Wilmot had better stay at his
house that night, and the next day they would send him to
Middleton's."

Before Mr. Wilmot had time to reply, Mr. Edson called
out, "Halloa! just in luck, Wilmot 1" Then rushing to the
door, he screamed, " Ho! Jim Crow, you jackanapes, what
you ridin' Prince full jump down the pike for? Say, you
scapegrace, come up here!"

Mr. Wilmotlooked from the window, and saw a fine-look-
ing black boy, of about sixteen years of age, riding a beauti-
ful horse at full.speed through the street. He readily divined
that the boy was the property of Mr. Edson, and as he had
brought from home a little abolitionism safely packed away,
he expected to see a few cuffs dealt out to the young Afri-
can. But when the young hopeful, at the command of his
master, wheeled his horse up to the door, gave a flourish
with his rimless old hat, and a loud whistle with his pouting
lips, Mr. Wilmot observed that his master gave the by-
standers a knowing wink, as much as to say, "Isn't he
smart ?"then turning to the boy, he said, " How now, you
Jim, what are you here for, riding Prince to death ?"

"I begs marster's pardon berry much," said the negro,
" but you see how I done toted all the taters you told me,

OR, LIFB IN KENTUCKY. 13

and missis she 'vise me to ride Prince a leetle, 'case he's git-
tin' oneasy like when Miss Carline rides him."

"Likely story," said Mr. Edson, "but for once you are in

the way when I want you. You know where Mr. Middle-

ton lives?"
"Yes, marster, reckon I does."
"Well, this young man wants to go there. Now jump

down quick and help him on, do you hear?"

" Yes, marster," said the negro, and in a moment he was

on the ground, holding the stirrup for Mr. Wihnot to mount.

Wilmot hesitated for two causes. The first was, he was

not a good horseman, and did not like to attempt mounting
the spirited animal, before so many pair of eyes. He looked

wistfully at the horse-block, but did not dare propose having
the horse led up to it. The second reason vas, he did not

know whether to accept or decline the kindness of Mr. Ed-

" son; but that man reassured him, by saying,
"Come, what you waiting for? jump up. I'd a heap

rather Jim.would go with you, than ride Prince to death,
which he surely would."

. " Yea marster," said Jim.

+? Here Mr. Woodburn spoke. He knew that New-York

people were, comparatively speaking, inferior riders, and
af. he readily conjectured why Mr. Wilmot hesitated ; so he

said,
"Here, Jim, lead the horse up to the block for the gen-

-tleman ;" then turning to the bystanders said, as if apologiz-

ing for Wilmot, "you know it is so thickly settled in New-

York that they do not ride as much as we do, and probably
the young man has always been at school."

This was satisfactory to the white portion of the audience,
but not to the group of blacks, who were assembled at the

corner of the house. They thought it a shame not to be a

good rider, and when they saw the awkward manner in which
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Mr. Wilmot finally mounted the horse, and the ludicrous
face of Jim Crow, as he sprang up behind him, they were,
as they afterwards told Aunt Esther, "dreffully tickled, and
would have larfed, sartin, if they hadn't knowed marster
would have slapped their jaws."

"And sarved you right," was the rejoinder of Aunt Es-
ther.

But to return to Mr. Edson. As soon as Mr. Wilmot,
Jim, and Prince had disappeared, he felt a return of his
fears concerning the "confounded Abol'tionist." Thought
he, "What a fool I was to let Prince and Jim Crow too, go
off with that ar' chap ! Thar's Prince, worth a hundred and
fifty, and Jim, at the least calculation, '11 fetch eight hun-
dred. Wall, any way, they can't get far on that dirt road,
so if Jim isn't atthome by nine, I'll go after 'em, that's so."
Having settled the matter thus satisfactorily in his own mind,
he called for his horse, and started for home.-

Meantime Mr. Wilmot was slowly wending his way to-
wards Mr. Middleton's. It took but a short time for him,
to ascertain that the road was fully equal to the description
given of it by Mr. Edson. At times he could scarcely keep
his seat, and he felt conscious too, that the black machine
behind him was inwardly convulsed with laughter at his
awkward attempts to guide the horse, in the best part of the
road. At length he ventured a remark.

"Jim, is this animal ugly ?"
" Ugly ! Lor bless you, marster, is you blind? As hand-

some a creetur as thar is in the country !"
Mr. Wilmot understood that he had used the word

ugly' in its wrong sense, so he said,
"I do not mean to-ask if the horse is ill-looking, but is

he skittish'?"
"If marster means by that, will he throw him off, I don't

think he will as long as I'm on him, but sometimes he is a.

leetle contrary like. Reckon marster ain't much used to

ridin'."

By this time they had reached the gate spoken of by
Mr. Edson. To Mr. Wilmot's great surprise the horse walk-

ed up to it and tried to open it with his mouth ! Mr. Wilmot

was so much amused, that he would not suffer Jim to get
down and open the gate, as he wished to see if the horse
could do it.

"Oh yes, marster, he'll do it easy," said the negro ; and

sure enough., in a moment the well-trained animal lifted the

latch and pushed open the gate! But it was a rickety old
thing, and before Prince had got fairly through, it tumbled

down, hitting his heels, and causing him to jump sideways,
so as to leave Mr. Wilmot riding the gate, and Jim Crow in

quiet possession of the saddle ! With a great effort Jim

forced down his desire to scream, and merely showed twenty-

eight very large and very white teeth.

Springing from the horse he offered to assist Mr. Wilmot

to mount again, but he had no inclination to do so. He

preferred walking the rest of the way, he said, and as he
could now easily find the house, Jim could return home.

This was not what Jim wanted. He had anticipated a nice
time in relating his adventures to Mi-. Middleton's negroes,
but'as.Mr. Wilmot slipped a quarter into his hand, he felt

consoled for the loss of his ' yarn ;' so mounting Prince

- { again, he gave his old palm-leaf three flourishes round his

head, and with' a loud whoop, started the horse at a tre-

mendous speed down the road, and was soon out of sight,
leaving Mr. Wilmot to find his way alone through the wood.

This he found no difficulty in doing, for he soon came in

sight of a house, which he readily took for Mr. Middleton's.
It was a large, old-fashioned, stone building, with one

chimney fallen down, as Mr. Edson had said, and its com-

panion looked likely to follow suit at the first high wind.

OIL, LIFE IN KENTUCKY. 15
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The windows of the upper story, were two thirds of them
destitute of glass, but its place was supplied by shingles,
which kept the cold out, if they did not let the light in.
Scattered about the yard, which was very large, were corn
cribs, hay racks, pig troughs, carts, wagons, old ploughs,
horses, mules, cows, hens, chickens, turkeys, geese, negroes
and dogs, the latter of which rushed ferociously at Mr. Wil-
mot, who was about to beat a retreat from so uninviting
quarters, when one of the negroes called out, "Ho, marster,
don't be feared, 'case I'll hold Tiger." So Wilmot advan-
ced with some misgivings toward the negro and dog.

He accosted the negro, and asked if his master were at
home.

"No sari marster's done gone away, but Miss Nancy,
she's at home. Jist walk right in thar', whar you see the
pile of saddles in the entry."

Accordingly Mr. Wilmot "walked in where the pile of
saddles were," and knocked at a side door. It was opened
by a very handsome young girl, who politely asked the
stranger to enter. He did so, and found within a mild-
looking, middle-aged lady, whose dark eyes and hair showed
her at once to be the mother of the young lady who had
opened the door for him.

Mrs. Middleton, for she it was, arose, and offering her
hand to the stranger, asked him to be seated in the large
stuffed chair which stood before the cheerful blazing fire.
In a few moments he had introduced himself, told his busi-
ness, and inquired for Mr. Middleton.

"My husband is absent," said Mrs. Middleton, "but he
will be at home to-night, and we shall be glad to have you
remain with us till to-morrow at least, and as much longer
as you like, for I think Mr. Middleton will be glad to assist'
yqu in getting .a school."

Mr. Wilmot accepted the invitation, and then looked
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round the room to see if the interior of the house correspond-
. g ed with the exterior. It did not, for the room, though

:4 large, was very comfortable. The floor was covered with a

si bright-colored homemade carpet. In one corner stood a

bed, the counterpane of which was as white as snow, and
the curtains of the windows were of the same hue. In

another corner was a small bookcase, well filled with books,
and on a stand near a window, were several house plants.

He concluded that the books and the plants were the

property of the young lady, whom Mrs. Middleton introduced

to him as her eldest daughter,-Julia. She was an intelligent
looking girl, and Mr. Wilmot instantly felt interested in her,
but when he attempted to converse with her, she stole quietly
out of the room, leaving her mother to entertain the visitor.

At last supper was brought in by old Aunt Judy, who
curtsied so low to the "young marster," that she upset the

coffee-pot, the contents of which fell upon a spaniel, which

lay before the fire. The outcries of the dog brought Miss

Julia from the kitchen, and this time she was accompanied

by her younger sister, Fanny, who, together with Julia and
Aunt Judy, lamented over the wounded animal.

"I didn't go to do it, sartin, Miss July," said Aunt Judy,
" Lor knows I didn't."

"Who said you did, you black thing, you?" said Julia,
who in her grief for her favorite, and her anger at Aunt
Judy, forgot the stranger, and her bashfulness too. "You
were careless, I know you were," she continued, "or yoti

never could have tipped all the coffee over in this manner."
"Never mind, sister," said Fanny, "never mind; of course

Aunt Judy didn't mean to do it, for she likes Dido as well
as we do."

" Lor bless Miss Fanny's sweet face, that I do like Dido,"
said Aunt Judy.
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"Yes, that you do," repeated Julia mockingly, "just as
though you could like any thing."

Here Mrs. Middleton interposed, and ordered Julia and
Fanny to take their'seats .at the table, while Judy cleared
away all traces of the disaster. Julia complied with an ill
grace, muttering something about "the hateful negroes,"
while Fanny obeyed readily, and laughingly made some re-
mark to Mr. Wilmot about their making so much ado over
a dog, "but," said she, "we are silly girls, and of course do
silly things. Probably we shall do better when we get old,
like you,-no, not like you, like mother, I mean,"

Here she stopped, blushing deeply at having called Mr.
Wilmot old, when in fact she thought him quite 'young, and
very handsome,-in short, "just the thing." She thought
to herself, "there, I've done it now ! Julia and I have both
introduced ourselves to him in a pretty light, but it's just
like me,-however, I'll not say another word to-night !"

The little incident of the coffee-pot gave Mr. Wilmot
something of an insight into the character and dispositions
of the two girls. And surely nothing could have been more
unlike than their personal appearance, as they sat side by
side at the supper table. Julia was about seventeen years
of age, and was called very handsome, for there was ;some-
thing peculiarly fascinating in the ever-varying expression
of her large black eyes. She was a brunette, but there was
on her cheek so rich and changeable a color, that one forgot
in looking at her, whether she were dark or light. Her
disposition was something like her complexion,-dark and
variable. Her father was a native of South Carolina, and
from him she inherited a quick, passionate temper. At
times she was gentle as a lamb, but when any thing occurred
to trouble her, all her southern blood boiled up, and she was
as Fanny said, "always ready to fire up at a moment's
warning." Mr. Middleton 'called her "Tempest," while to

Fanny he gave the pet name of "Sunshine," and truly, com-

pared with her sister, Fanny's presence in the house was

like a ray of sunshine.
She was two years younger than Julia, and entirely dif-

ferent from her, both in looks and disposition. Her face

was very pale, and her bright golden hair fell in soft curls

around her neck and shoulders, giving her something the
appearance of a fairy. Her eyes were very large and very
(dark blue, and ever mirrored forth the feelings of her soul.

By the servants, Julia was feared and dreaded ; but
Fanny was a favorite with all. Not a man, woman, or
child, on the plantation, but was ready to do any thing for
"darling Miss Fanny." And they thought, too, every one
must love her as well as they did, for they said, "she showed

by her face that she was an angel." This was the opinion
of the blacks, and it was also the partially formed opinion

of Mr. Wilmot before he finished his supper ; and yet he
could not help thinking there was something wondrously at-
tractive in the glance of Julia's large, dark eyes.

After supper, he tried to engage the two girls in con-.
versation, in order to ascertain which had the best mind.
He found Fanny most ready to converse. She had forgot-
ten her resolution not to talk, and before the evening was
half spent, seemed perfectly well acquainted with him. She
had discovered that his name was Richard, that he had a
sister Kate, who called him Dick, that he was as yet pos-
sessoi of his own heart,, but was in great danger of losing it !

r The compliment Fanny+ very generously gave to her sister
Julia, because she observed that Mr. Wilmot's eyes were
often directed towards the corner where the dark beauty
sat, silent and immovable.

Julia had taken but little part in the conversation, and
Mr. Wilmot's efforts to "draw her out" had proved ineffect-
ual. She felt piqued that Fanny should engross so much
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attention, and resolved on revenge ; so she determined to
show Mr. Wilmot that she could talk, but not upon such
silly subjects as pleased Fanny. Accordingly, when books
were mentioned, she seemed suddenly roused into life. She
was really very intelligent, and a very good scholar. She
had a great taste for reading, and what books she could not
prevail on her father to buy, she would borrow, so she had
a tolerably good knowledge of all the standard works. Mr.
Wilmot was surprised and pleased to find her so well in-
formed ; and in the spirited conversation which followed,
poor Fanny was entirely cast into the background.

Fanny, however, attributed it to her sister's superior
knowledge of Latin, and inwardly "thanked her stars" that
she knew nothing of that language, further than the verb
Amo, to love. The practical part of that verb she under-
stood, even if she did not its conjugation. She sat quietly
listening to Mr. Wilmot and her sister, but her cogitations
were far different from what Julia's had been.

Fanny was building castles, in all of which Mr. Wilmot
and Julia were the hero and heroine. She gazed admiring-
ly at her sister, whose face grew handsomer each moment,
as she became more animated, and she thought, 4' What a
nice-looking couple Julia and Mr. Wilmot would make!
And they would be so happy too, that is, if sister didn't get
angry, and I am sure she wouldn't with Mr. Wilmot. Then
they would have a nicer house than this old shell, and per-
haps they would let me live with them !"

Here her reverie was interrupted by Mr. Wilmot, who
asked her if she had ever studied Latin. Fanny hesitated;
she did not wish to confess that she had once studied it six
months, but at the end of that time, she was so heartily
tired of its "long-tailed verbs," as she called them, that she
had thrown her grammar out of the window, and afterwards
given it to Aunt Judy to light the oven with !

This story, however, was told by Julia, with many em-
bellishments, for she delighted in making Fanny appear
ridiculous. She was going on swimmingly, when she re-

ceived something of a-drawback from her mother, who said,
"Julia, what do you want to talk so for ? You know

that while Fanny studied Latin, Mr. Miller said she learned
her lessons more readily than you did and recited them bet-

ter, and he said too, that she was quite as good a French

scholar as you! "
Julia curled her lip scornfully, and said, "she didn't

know what her mother knew about Fanny's scholarship."
Meantime Fanny was blushing deeply, and thinking that
she had appeared to great disadvantage in Mr. Wilmot's

eyes ; but he very kindly changed the conversation by ask-

ing who Mr. Miller was; and was told that he was a young
man from Albany, New-York, who taught in their neighbor-

hood the winter before.
The appearance of some nice red apples just then, turn-

ed the attention of the little company in another channel,
and before they were aware of it, the clock struck ten. Mr.
Middleton had not yet returned, and as it was doubtful

whether he came home at all that night, Julia went to the

kitchen for Luce, to show Mr. Wilmot to his room. She

was gone some time, and when she returned, was accom-

panied by a bright-looking mulatto girl, who, as soon as
she had conducted Mr. Wilmot into his room, commenced

making excuses about " marster's old house ! Things was
drefful all round it, but 'twasn't Miss Julia's fault, for if she
could have her way 'twould all be fixed up, sartin. She
was a bordd lady, any body could see; so different from
Miss Fanny, who cared nothing how things looked if she
could get into the kitchen, and turn hoe cakes for Aunt
Judy, or tend the baby!"

By this time Luce had arranged the roozn all it wanted

I
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arranging, and as Mr. Wilmot had no further need of her
services, she left him to think of what she had said. He
did not know that the bright red ribbon which appeared on
Luce's neck, next morning, was the gift of Julia, who had
bribed her to say what she did to him. Julia knew that she
had made a favorable impression on Mr. Wilmot, and she
thought to increase that impression by making him think
meanly of Fanny.

What Luce said had its effect upon him too. He was
accustomed to the refinements of the North, and he could
not help respecting a young lady more who showed a taste
for neatness. That night he dreamed that a bright pair of .
dark eyes was looking at him from each pane of shingle in
the window, and that a golden-haired fairy was dancing the
Polka in Aunt Judy's hoe-cake batter.
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CHAPTER II.

NEXT morning before daybreak Mr. Wilmot was aroused

from a sound slumber, by what he thought was the worst

noise he had ever heard. He instantly concluded that the
house was on fire, and springing up, endeavored to find his

clothes, but in the deep darkness of the room such a thing
was impossible ; so he waited awhile, and tried to make out

what the noise could be.
At last it assumed something of a definite form, and he

found that it was the voice of a man, calling out in thunder-
like tones, "Ho, Jedediah ! come out with ye ! Do you
hear? Are you coming ? "

"Yes, marster, coming. "
Then followed a long catalogue of names, such as Sam,

Joe, Jack, Jim, Ike, Jerry, Nehemiah, Ezariah, Judy, Tilda,
Martha, Rachel, Luce, and Phema, and at the end of each
name was the same list of questions which had preceded
that of Jedediah; 'and ever from the negro quarters came
the same response, "Yes, marster, coming. "

ti. By this. time all the hens, geese, turkeys and dogs were
= wide awake, and joining their voices in the chorus, made

the 'night, or, rather the morning, hideous with their out-
cries. --At last the noise subsided. Silence settled around
the house, and Wilmot tried to compose himself to sleep.
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When he again awoke, the sun was shining brightly into

the room. He arose and dressed himself, but felt in no

hurry to see "his host," who had come home, he was sure,

and had given such tremendous demonstrations of the

strength of his lungs.
Mr. Wilmot finally descended to the sitting-room, where

the first object which presented itself was a man, who was

certainly six and a half feet high, and large in proportion.

His face was dark, and its natui-al color was increased by a
beard of at least four weeks growth ! He had on his head

an old slouched hat, from under which a few gray locks

were visible. As soon as Wilmot appeared, the uncouth

figure advanced toward him, and seizing his hand, gave it a

grip, which, if continued long, would certainly have crushed '
every bone! He began with-

" Well, so you are Mr. Wilmot, from New-York, hey?
Of course a red.-hot abolitionist ; but I don't care for that, if
you'll only keep your ideas to yourself, and not try to preach

your notions to me. I've heard of you before."

"Heard of me, sir 1" said Mr. Wilmot, in surprise.

"Yes, of you ; and why not? Thar's many a man, not
as good as you, judging by your looks, has had a hearing in
his day ; but, however, I haint heard of you by the papers.

As I was coming home last night, I got along to old man

Edson's, and I seen him swarm' and tarin' round, so says I,
'Ho, old man, what's the row ? ' 'Oh,' says he, 'that you,
Middleton? 'Nuff's the row. I've done let my best horse

and nigger go off with a man from the free States, who said

he's going to your house, and here 'tis after nine, and Jim

not at home yet. Of course they've put for the river.'

'Now,' says I, 'don't be a fool, Edson; if that ar chap said

he's goin' to my house, he's goin' thar. I'll bet all my land

and niggers he's honest. Likely Jim's stopped somewhar.

You come along with me and we'll find him.' So we jog-

ged along on the pike, till all of a sudden we met Prince
coming on home all alone ! This looked dark, but I told
Edson to say nothin' and keep on ; so we came to Wood-
burn's fine house, and thar in the cabin we seen a bright
light, and heard the niggers larfin like five hundred, and
thought we could distinguish Jim Crow's voice ; so we
crept slyly up to the window and looked in, and sure
enough, there was Jim, tellin' a great yarn about the way
you rode, and how you got flung on to the gate. It seems
he didn't half hitch Prince,.who got oneasy.like, and started
for home. Edson hollered to Jim, who came out, and told
how he didn't go clear here with you, 'cause you said you
could find the way, and he might go back. Then old man
Edson turned right round and said you were a likely man,
and he lodped I'd do all I could for you. So that's the way I
heard of you ; and now welcome tohold Kentuck, and wel-
come to my house-such as it is. It's mighty mean,
though, as ' Tenipest' says."

Here he turned to Julia, who had just entered the room.
Then he went on, "Yes, Tempest raves and tar's about the
old house, and can hardly wait till I'm dead before she
spends my money in fool fixins. Devil of a cent she'll get
though, if she rides as high a horse as she generally does!
I'll give it all to ' Sunshine;' yes, I will. She's more gentle-
like, and comes doaxin' round me, and puttin' her soft arms
round my old shaggy neck, says, ' Please, pa, f I'll learn to
make a nice pudding or pie of Aunt Judy, will you buy us a
new looking-glass or rocking chair ?' And then 'tisn't in
my natur to refuse. Oh yes, Sunshine is a darling," said
he, laying his hand caressingly on Fanny's head, who just
at that moment showed her sunny face in the room.

During breakfast, Mr. Middleton inquired more particu-
larly into Mr. Wilmot's plans and wishes, and told him there
was no doubt that he could obtain a good school in that

2
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immediate neighborhood. "Your best way," said he, "will

be to write a subscription paper. The people can then see
what for a fist you write, and half the folks in Kentuck will
judge you by that. In the paper. you must tell what you
know, and what .you ask to tell it to others. I'll head the
list with my two gals, and give you a horse to go round

with, and Il bet Tempest and Sunshine too, that you'll get.
a full school afore night."

At the last part of this speech, Julia curled her lip and
tried to look indignant, while Fanny laughingly said, "Pa,
what makes you always bet sister and me,. just as though
you could sell us like the horses,? It's bad enough to bet,
and sell the blacks, I think."

" Ho ! ho! so you've got some free State notions already,
have you ? " said Mr. Middleton. "Well, honey, you're
more'n half right, I reckon." So saying, he, for the fourth
time, passed up his coffee cup.

Breakfast being over, he took his young friend to the
stable, and bade him select for his own use any horse he
chose. Mr. Wilmot .declined, saying, that as he was not
much accustomed to horses, he preferred that Mr. Middleton
should choose any horse he pleased.

"Very well," said Mr. Middleton ; "from the accounts I
have had of your horsemanship, it .may be improved; so I
reckon I'll not give you a very skeary horse to begin with.
Thar's Alec '11 just suit you. He'll not throw you on the
gate, for .he doesn't trot as fast as a black ant can walk!"

Accordingly Aleck was saddled and bridled, and Mr.
Wilumo was soon mounted, and, with his subscription paper
safe in his pocket, was riding off after subscribers. He was
very successful; and when, at night, he turned his face
homeward, he had the names of fifteen scholars, and the
partial promise of five nore..-

"Well, my boy, what luck ?" ai4 the gruff voice of Mr.

.OR, LIFE IN KENTUCKY. 27

Middleton, as Wilmot entered the sitting room that even-
ing.

"Very good success," returned Mr. Wilmot; "I am sure
of fifteen scholars, and have half a promise for five more."

"Yes, pretty good," said Mr. Middleton; "fifteen sartin,
aid five unsartin. Who are the unsartin ones ?-old
Thornton's ?"

Mr. Wilmot replied that he believed it was a Mr. Thorn-
ton, who had hesitated about signing.

"He'll sign," said Mr. Middleton. "I's thar after you
was, and he told me you might put down five for him. I
pay for two on 'em. He lives on my premises ; and if
he doesn't pay up fort t'other three, why, he'll jog, that's
all."

Mr. Wilmotsaid he hoped no one would send to school
against their wishes.

"Lord, no," i'ejoined Mr. Middleton ; "old Thornton
wants to send bad enough, only he's stingy like. Let me
see your paper, boy."

Mr. Wilmot handed him the paper, and he went on ;
" Thar's ten scholars at eight dollars-that makes eighty;
then thar's five at eleven dollars, and fifty-five and eighty
makes a hundred and thirty-five ; then thar's five more at
fifteen dollars ;-five times fifteen ; five times five is twenty-
five-seventy-five dollars ;-seventy-five and a hundred and
thirty-five ;-five and five is ten, one to seven is eight, eight
and three is eleven-j--two hundred and ten dollars ! Why,
quite a heap ! Of course you've got clothes enough to last
a spell, so you can put two hundred out at interest. I'll
take it, and give you ten per cent."

Mr. Wilmot smiled at seeing his money so carefully dis-
posed of before it was earned, but he merely said, "There's
my board to be deducted."

"Your what ? " asked Middleton.
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"My board, sir. I have no other means of paying it.
I find I can get boarded fQr a dollar and a half a week."

"The deuce you can," said Mr. Middleton. "Who'll
board you for that ?"

Mr. Wilmot gave the name of the gentleman, to which
Mr. Middleton replied, "I want to know, if he will board you
so very cheap!"

"Why, yes," said Mr. Wilmot. "Do you think I ought
to pay more ?"

"Pay more !" replied Middleton. "Don't be a fool!
Why, here's this infernal old shell of a house wants filling
up, and thar's heaps of horses, and niggers lounging 'round,
with nothing to do : then I've plenty of potatoes, bacon, and
corn meal-and such fare as we have you're welcome to,
without a dollar and a half, or even a cent and a half."

Mr. Wilmot remonstrated atinst receiving so much at
Mr. Middleton's hands, but that good man put an end to all
further argument by saying, "Do let me act as I like. You
see I've taken a liking to you, and because I see you trying
to help yourself, I am willing to try and help you. They
say, or Tempest says they say, I'm a rough old bear, and
may be I am; but I'm not all bad ; it's a streak o' fat and a
streak o' lean; and if I want to do you a kindness; pray let
me." -

So it was settled that Mr. Wilmot should remain in Mr.
Middleton's family during the winter. To Julia, this ar-
rangement gave secret satisfaction. She had from the first
liked Mr. Wilmot, and the idea of having him near her all
the time, was perfectly delightful. She resolved to gain his
good opinion, cost what it would, To do this, she knew she
must appear to be amiable, and that she determined to do
-before him at least. She had also seen enough of him to
know that he set a great value upon talent, and she resolved
to surprise him with her superior scholarship and ability to
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learn. She, however, felt some misgivings lest Fanny should

rival her iu his esteem; but she hoped, by negro bribery,
and various little artifices of her own, to deter hind from
thinking too highly of her sister.

The following Monday, Mr. Wilmot repaired to his

school-room, where he found assembled all his pupils. It

was comparatively easy to arrange them into classes, and
ere the close of the day, the school was pretty generally or-
ganized. Weeks ,passed on, and each day the "Yankee
schoolmaster" gained in the love of his scholars, and one of
them, at least, gained in the affections of the teacher. Julia
had adhered to her resolution of appearing amiable, and of

surprising Mr. Wilmot with her wonderful powers of learn-

ing. This last she did to perfection. No lesson was so long,
but it was readily learned, -and its substance admirably told
in words of her own. She preferred reciting alone, and as
she so far outstripped the others in the length of her lessons,
it seemed necessary that she should do so. Mr. Wilmot
often wondered at her marvellous capacity for learning so
much in so short a space of time, for she never took hoie
her books at night, as she said she had plenty of time for
her lessons during school hours.

With Fanny it was just the reverse. She got her lessons at
home, and played all day at school ! Sometimes a reprimand
from Mr. Wilmot would bring the tears into her eyes, and
she would wonder why 'twas she could not behave, and
make Mr. Wilmot like her as well as he did Julia. Then
she would resolve .notto make any more faces at that booby,
Bill Jeffrey, for the girls to laugh at, nor .to draw any more
pictures on her slate of Dame Sobriety, as she called Julia,
and -lastly, not to'pin -any more chalk rags to the boys'
coats. But she was a dear lover of fun, and her resolutions
were soon forgotten. Her lessons, however, were generally
well learned, and well recited: but she could not compete

28

rZii
ii x

11
Ii

ii



il

inill
Yai

TEMPEST AND SUNSHINE ;

with 'Julia, neither did she wish to. She often wondered
how her sister could learn so long lessons, and, secretly, she
had her own suspicions on the subject, but chose to keep
them to herself.

Meantime the winter was passing rapidly, and, to Mr.
Wilmot, very agreeably away. He liked his boarding
place much, and one of its inmates had almost, without his
knowledge, wound herself strongly around his heart. For a
time he struggled against it, for his first acquaintance with
Julia had not left a very favorable impression on his mind.
But since that night she had. been perfectly pleasant before
him, and had given but one demonstration of her passionate
temper.

This was one evening at the supper-table. Zuba, a
mulatto girl, brought in some preserves, and in passing them,
very carelessly spilled them upon Julia's new blue merino. In
the anger of the moment, Mr. Wilmot and his good opinion
were forgotten. Springing up, she gave the girl a blow
which sent her half across the room, and caused her to drop
the dish, which was broken in twenty pieces. At the same
time she exclaimed, in a loud, angry tone, "Devil take you,
Zube !" The loss of the dish elicited a series of oaths from
Mr. Middleton, who called his daughter such names as
"lucifer-match,"" volcano,", "powder-mill," and so forth.

For her father's swearing, Julia cared nothing, but it was
the sorrowful, disappointed expression of Mr. Wilmot 's face,
which cooled her down. Particularly did she wish to recall
what she had done, when she saw that Fanny also had re-
ceived some of the preserves on her merino ; but instead of
raging like a fury, she arose and quietly wiped it off, and
then burst into a loud laugh, which she afterward told her
mother was occasioned by the mournful look which Mr. Wil-
mot's face assumed, when he saw that Julia's temper was
not dead, but merely covered up with ashes.
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From this remark of Fanny's the reader will understand

that she was well aware of the part her sister was play-
ing. And she was perfectly satisfied that it should be so,
for by this means she occasionally got a pleasant word from

Julia. She however often wished that Mr. Wilmot could

be constantly with her sister, for his presence in the house

did not prevent her from expending her wrath upon both

Fanny and the blacks.
For some days after the affair of the preserves, Mr. Wil-

mot was somewhat cool in his manner towards Julia, who
had discernment enough to attribute the change to the right
cause. Earnestly did she desire to win back his esteem,
and she accordingly cast about for some method by which

she could undo what she had done. She could think of no
way, except to acknowledge her error to Mr. Wilmot, and

promise to do better in future. So one evening when her
father, mother, and Fanny were absent, and she was alone

with him, she adroitly led the conversation to the circum-

stance' of her spoiled merino. She acknowledged that it

was very unamiable and unladylike to manifest such pas-
sionate feelings,-said she knew she had a quick temper,
but she tried hard to govern it : and if Mr. Wilmot would,
as her teacher and friend, aid her by his advice and influ-

ence, she was sure she should in time succeed. So nicely
did she manage each part of her confession that Mr. Wilmot
was thoroughly deceived. He believed her perfectly sincere,
and greatly admired what he thought to be her frank, con-
fiding disposition.

From that time she was dearer to him than ever, and
Julia, again sure of his esteem, placed a double guard upon
her temper, and in his presence was the very " pink," of
-amiability ! Affairs were gliding smoothly on, when the
family unexpectedly received a visit from a gentleman, whom
Julia would rather not have seen. This was Mr. Miller,
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whom we have mentioned as having taught in that neigh-
borhood the winter before. Mr. Wilmot found him in the
sittingaroom, one night, on his return from school. When
the young men were introduced, they regarded each other a
moment in silence, then their hands were cordially extended,
and the words, "Richard Wilmot," "Joseph Miller," were
simultaneously uttered.

It seems that, years before, they had been room-mates
and warmly attached friends in the Academy of Canan-
daigua, New-York, and now, after the lapse of ten years, they
met for the first time far off in Kentucky. A long conver-
sation followed, relative to what had occurred to each since
the bright June morning, when they parted with -so much
regret in the old Academic halls of Canandaigua.

At length Mr. Miller said, " Richard, what has become of
that sister of yours, of whose marvellous beauty you used to
tell us boys such big stories?"

"My sister Kate," said Mr. Wilmot, "is at present at
school in New Haven."

"And is she still as beautiful as you used to try to make
us think she was ? " asked Mr. Miller.

"I will show you her likeness," returned Wilmot, "and
you can judge for yourself."

So saying, he drew from his pocket a richly cased da-
guerreotype, and handed it to Mr. Miller. It was a face of
uncommon beauty which met Mr. Miller's eye, and he gazed
enraptured on the' surpassing loveliness of the picture. At
last he passed it to Fanny, who was eagerly waiting for it,
and then turning to Wilmot, he said, "Yes, Richard, she
has the handsomest face I ever saw."

"And the handsomest face I ever saw with one 'excep-
tion," said Mr. Wilmot, glancing admiringly towards Julia.
Mr. Miller followed the direction of his eyes, and as he saw
the brilliant beauty of Julia, he sighed for fear his young
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friend might or had already become entangled in her dark

meshes.

Just then Fanny exclaimed, "Oh, how handsome; look,
mother,-Julia, isn't she perfectly beautiful !" And then

she added, "But, Mr. Wilmot, is she as good as she is beau-

tiful?"
"How absurd," said Julia hastily, "just as though one

cannot be handsome and good too."

"I didn't say they couldn't, sister," said Fanny, "but I

thought,-yes, I'm sure she looks a little selfish 1"

"Upon my word, you're very polite," said Julia. "Mr.

Wilmot will doubtless feel complimented by what you say
of his sister."

"Never mind, Fanny," said Mr. Wilmot, "never mind,
you are more of a physiognomist than I thought you were,
for Kate's great fault is being too selfish ; but she will over-

come that in time, I think."

"Oh yes, I'm sure she will," said Fanny, who was anx-

ius to do away with any unfavorable impression she might

have made. So she went up to Mr. Wilmot, ahd laying
her hand on his shoulder, said, "IL am sorry if I said any
thing bad of your sister. She is very beautiful, and I think

I should love her very much. Do you think she will

ever come to Kentucky ?"
"I hardly think she will," said Mr. Wilmot, "but I think

you would like her, and I am sure she would love you. I
often write to her about my two Kentucky sisters."

"Oh, do you," said Fanny, clapping her white, dimpled
hands, "do you really call us both sisters? And do you
tell her how much handsomer Julia is than Iam, and how
much more she knows ?"

"And how much more does she know?" said Mr. Mil-
ler, who was always interested in whatever Fanny said.

"Oh she knows a 'heap' more than I do," said Fanny.
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"I fear I'haven't improved much since you left, for Mr. Wil-
mot is so very indulgent that he never scolds when my les-
sons are but half learned, but consoles himself, I suppose, with
Julia's great long yarns."

"And are Julia's lessons so very long?" asked Mr. Miller.
"Yes, sir," replied Fanny. "It is the wonder of all the

girls how she manages to commit so much to memory in so
short a time, for she never brings home her books, and she
spends two thirds of her time, during school hours, in writing
something on a sheet of foolscap. We girls have our own
suspicions about that paper, for when her lesson is very hard,
we notice that she is unusually confined to her notes."

Here Julia angrily exclaimed, "Fanny, what do you
mean? Do you intend to insinuate that I write my lesson
down, and then read it?"

"Fire and fury!" said Mr. Middletod, who had been a
attentive listener, " what's all this about? Tempest, do you
write down your task? Good reason why you don't bring
home your books. Speak, girl, quick,-are you guilty of
such meanness ?"

Julia burst into tears, and said, "No, father, I am not ;
and I think it too bad that I should be suspected of such a
thing, when I am trying to do as well as I can." .

"I think so too," said Mr. Wilmot, whose. sympathies
were all with Julia. 1

Mr. Miller thought otherwise, but he said nothing. Julia
had never been a favorite with him. He understood her
character perfectly well, and he felt grieved that his friend
should be so deceived in her. Perhaps Julia read something
of what was passing in his mind ; for she felt very uneasy,
for fear he might tell Mr. Wilmot something unfavorable
of her. Nor was she mistaken in her conjectures, for after
the young men had. retired for the night, their conversation
naturally enough turned upon the family, and the two girls,
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both of whom Mr. Wilmot spoke of in the highest terms.

Mr. Miller agreed with him as long as his remarks were con-

fined to Fanny, but when he came to speak of Julia, and1 of

her superior beauty, intellect and agreeable manners, he ven-

tured to disagree with him.

Said he, "As to Julia's beauty, there can be but one

opinion, for she is very handsome; but the interior of the cas-

ket does not correspond with the exterior: she is as false as

fair. Then as to her intellect, I never thought it greatly su-

perior to Fanny's. To be sure, she has a way of showing

off all she does know, while Fanny is more-retiring.

Here Mr. Wilmot spoke of the faculty she possessed

for learning so long lessons. "Even your favorite Fanny,"

said he, " admitted that."

"True," returned Mr. Miller, "but have you forgotten the

notes? Do you not think there may be something in that?"

"Is it possible," said Mr, Wilmot rather warmly,-" 1s it

possible you think the high-souled Julia capable of such

meanness? You do itot know her as well as I do, if you

think she would stoop to such deception. You shall go to

school with me to-morrow, and then you can see for yourself."

"Yes, I will do so," said Mr. Miller, and then as he saw

Mr. Wilmot seemed somewhat excited, he changed the con-

versation, which had been heard by other ears. Adjoining

the room of Mr. Wilmot, was a long, dark closet, the door of

which opened into the apartment of Julia and Fanny. This

closet was used for a kind of lumber room, in which were .

stored promiscuously old barrels, trunks, hats, boots, and so

forth. It originally had a window, but the glass had long

been broken, and its place supplied by a large board, which

failed to keep out the wind and rain, so that during the

winter season, the closet was a cold, cheerless place.

But on the night of which ve are speaking, it contained

a novel piece of lumber. Crouched behind an old barrel, sat

34



36 TEMPEST ; AND SUNSHINE;

Julia, listening. eagerly to the conversation between her
teacher and Mr. Miller. When it ceased, she arose from her
dark hiding-place and muttered to herself, "So you'll see,
will you? You old torment! -I wish the Old Scratch had
got you, before you ever came here. If I dared to I'd --
but no, I wouldn't do that, bad as I am. However, I'll cheat
you for once, you hateful limb !. But what shall I do?"

She indeed was in a dilemma ; but she had often boasted
that she never yet was in so straitened a spot that she could
not devise some means of extricating herself, and she relied
on the Master she served, to aid her in this difficulty. She
never brought her books home, and, as the reader will ere
this have surmised, she was in the daily habit of writing a
sketch of her lesson on foolscap, and then reading it off.
When school first commenced she had asked the privilege
of sitting in her seat while reciting, and by this means she
could hold the paper under her desk, and thus avoid Mr.
Wilmot's suspicion. Her lessons for the next day were un-
usually long and hard, and as Mr. Miller would be present,
she dared not resort to her usual artifice, particularly after
what had been said about her "notes." She knew she never
could learn all that long lesson in school hours, neither would:
she fail of having it for any thing. What could she do? For
some time she sat by the dying embers with her dark face
buried in her hands, revolving in her mind tlie best scheme
by which to outwit Mr. Miller.

At last she rose up, and a malicious smile of exultation
passed over her features. She looked at the clock, and saw
it was already half-past ten, and then stealing softly to the
bedside where Fanny lay quietly sleeping, she bent down
and assured herself that her sister really was unconscious of
her movements. She then hastily threw on her overshoes,
cloak, and hood, and stealing noiselessly down the stairs, was
soon in the open air alone in the darkness of the night.

2II.

Just as she shut the door of the house, the watch-dog, Tiger,

came bounding furiously toward her with an angry growl.

She silenced the fierce animal by saying, "Down Tiger,-

poor Tige-don't you know me, Tiger ?" After quieting

the dog, she proceeded on her strange errand, which was to

obtain her books from the school-house, which was more

than half a mile distant.
The mud, which was very deep, was not more than half

frozen, and at each step, she sunk into a mixture-of mud,

snow and ice. Still she kept fearlessly on, till at last she

found herself in the midst of the thick woods. Here her

courage somewhat failed her, for she called to mind all the

stories she had ever heard of runaways, who were said to

walk abroad at this dark hour of the night. Once she

thought she saw the giant form of. a negro standing in her

path, but it proved to be a black stump, and she was about

laughing at her fears, when her ear detected the sound of a

light, rapid tread, coming towards her. Almost paralyzed
with terror, she stood perfectly still, and listened for the

sound to be repeated, but all was silent, and again she went

on her way, and soon reached the school-house.

But here a new difficulty presented itself. The house

was locked, and the key was in Mr. Wilmot's pocket; but
the old adage, "where there's a will, there's a way," came

into her mind, so she felt rgnd on the half frozen ground

till she found a long rail, which she placed against a win-

dow ; then climbing up, she raised the sash, and in a mo-

ment was in the school-room. The atmosphere of the room

was still comfortable, and she stopped for a moment at the

stove to warm her benunbed fingers, then groping her way
to her desk, she easily found her books, and made her way
out of the house in the same manner that she had entered.

Just as she reached the ground, a large, dark object
sprang towards her, and two glittering eyes looked up into

S1
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her face. She uttered a loud shriek, which was answered
by a low whine, which she instantly recognized as belonging
to Tiger. "Why, Tiger," she exclaimed, "how you fright-
ened me ! What did you follow me for ?" It seems Tiger
had thought there must be something wrong, or his mistress
would not be out at this unreasonable hour, so he had fol-
lowed on after her. She was noways displeased at this, foir
she liked not the idea of again going alone through the
wood, but with Tiger for a companion, she went fearlessly on,
and reached home just an hour after she had left it.

On entering her room, she struck a light, and then tried
to warm her chilled limbs over the few faint coals which
still glimmered on the hearth ; but there was no wood in the
room, and she dared not go for any, so she sat down with
her cloak still around her, and for four long hours studied as
she had never before done in all her ,life. At the end of that
time, her lessons were ery nearly learned, and sick with cold
and fatigue, she threw aside her books, and prepared for bed.

Her movements awoke Fanny, who, on seeing her sister
up at that hour of the night, started with surprise, and ex-
claimed, "What, is it Julia ? What is the matter ?'" Julia
immediately extinguished the light, lest her sister should dis-
cover her books, and then said, "Nothing, Fanny, nothing;
only I have the toothache, and I got up for the camphor,
but cannot find it."

"The camphor is down stairs,"-said Fanny, "but I will
go for it if you wish me to. Does your tooth ache very
hard?"

"Yes, gather," said Julia, and her kind-hearted sister
arose, and found her way in the dark,.down stairs, to her
mother's room.

"What in thunder's come now !" called out Mr. Middle-
ton. "'Pears like somebody's been tousing 'round the house
all night."

It's only I, father," .said Fanny. "Julia has the tooth-

ache, and I am after the camphor bottle."

"Oh it's you, Sunshine, is it? The camphire's on the
mantletry. Be keerful and not break it, honey."

While Fanny was after the camphor, Julia arose, and
seizing her books, threw them hastily into her bureau

drawer. She then sprang back into bed, and when Fanny
came in, she was making a very appropriate moaning on

account of her aching tooth !
'"How cold you are, sister," said Fanny, "let me warm

my shawl and put 'round you."

""You can't warm it, for there is neither fire nor wood,"
said Julia ; "and besides, my tooth is much better now!"

So Fanny lay down by her sister, and the two, purity
and guilt, were soon fast asleep, side by side, and the angel
of innocence spread his broad wing protectingly over the
yellow locks of the one, while a serpent lay coiled in the dark
tresses of the other.
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CHAPTER III.

AT the breakfast table next morning, Julia's pale face was
noticed and commented upon.

"She had a violent toothache last night, which kept her
awake," said Fanny.

"Now I think of it," said Mr. Middleton, "I wonder,
Tempest, hov you can have the, toothache, for you are
always bragging about your handsome, healthy teeth, and
say you hain't a rotten fang in your head."

Julia colored, for what her father said was true, neither
did she remember of ever having had the toothache in her
life ; but quickly recovering herself, she said, "Neither have
I a decayed tooth. It was more of a face-ache, I suppose,
than the genuine toothache."

"Probably you have taken some cold," said Mr. Wilmot.
"I think quite likely I have," returned Julia, and so the

toothache mattei' wad dismissed for the time. Mr. Miller,
however, thought he could see in it a plan of Julia's to
avoid going to school that day,' and when he heard Mrs.
Middleton say, "Julia, as it is so cold and chilly, perhaps
you had better not go out," he was rather surprised to hear
her reply, "Oh'no, mother, Mr. Miller is going with us, aid
I would not miss of being there for any thing."

So the party proceeded together to the school-house.
When school commenced, Julia took her books, and going

,
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up to Mr. Wilmot, said, loudly enough for Mr. Miller to hear,
" Mr. Wilmot, do you know that you gave me a very hard
lesson for to-day ? "

"Yes, Julia," said he, "I know it is hard and long, and
as you do not seem well, I will excuse you from as much of
it as you choose, or from the whole of it, if you like."

"No, no," said Julia ; "Mr. Miller is here, and I would like
to show him that I have improved since last winter, when,
as I fear, I was often sadly remiss in my studies. All I
want to tell you is, that if I do not recite as well as usual,
you mustn't scold a bit ; now, will you ? "

"Oh, . certainly" not," said Mr. Wilmot, and then he
added in a tone so low that no one heard but Julia, ." I
could not scold you, dear Julia."

Thus flattered, the young lady took her seat, and for a
time seemed very intensely occupied with her lessons. At
last she opened her portfolios, and taking from it a sheet of
foolscap, cast an exulting glance towards Fanny and Mr.
Miller, the latter, of whom was watching her movements.
She then took her gold pencil and commenced scribbling
'something on the paper. By the time her lesson was called
for, she had written one page. When asked to recite, she
laid the paper on the desk, and prepared to do honor to
herself and teacher. The moving of the paper attracted
Mr. Wilmot's notice, and going towards.her, he very gently
said, "I presume you have no objection to letting me see
what you have written here."

She at first put out her hand as if to prevent him from
taking it, but at last she suffered him to do so, but tried to
look interestingly confused. Mr. Wilmot read what was
written, and then smilingly passed it to his friend, who
looked at it, and saw that it was a- piece of tolerably good
blank verse. -

"Is this your composition, Julial" said Mr. Miller.
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"Yes, sir," she replied.
'"And have your 'notes' always been of this nature ?"

asked Mr. Wilmot.
"That, or something similar," said Julia. "I find no

difficulty in learning my lesson by once reading, and as I
am very fond of poetry, I like to employ the rest of my
time in trying my powers at it ! "

Mr. Wilmot looked at Mr. Miller, as 'much as to say, "I
hope you aresatisfied," and then proceeded to hear Julia's
lesson, which was well learned and well recited. Julia's re-
citation being over, Fanny's class was called. Fanny came
hesitatingly, for she knew her lesson was but poorly learned.
That morning she had found under her desk a love-letter
from Bill Jeffrey, and she and some of the other girls had
spent so much time in, laughing over it, and preparing its
answer, that she had scarcely thought of her lesson. She
got through with it, however, as well as she could, and was
returning to her seat, when Mr. Miller called her, to him
and said, rather reprovingly, " Fanny, why did you not
have a better lesson ? "

" Oh,.Mr. Miller," said she, almost crying, "I did intend
to, but I forgot all about your being here ; " and then, as a
new thought struck her, she said mischievously "and be-
sides, I have spent all the morning in writing an answer to
Billy Jeffrey's love-letter ! "

At this unlooked for speech, all the scholars burst into
a laugh, and. directed their eyes towards the crest-fallen Bill
who seemed so painfully embarrassed, that Fanny regretted
what she had said, and as soon as school was out for the
morning, she went to him and told him she was sorry for so
thoughtlessly exposing him to ridicule ; "but," added she,
" Billy, I'll tell you what, you mustn't write .me any more
love-letters, for 'tis not right to do such things at school ;
neither need you bring me any more candy or raisins. I
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don't object to your giving me a nice big apple occasionally,
but candy and raisins you had, better give to the little

children. And now to prove that I am really your friend,
if you will get that old dog's-eared arithmetic of yours, I
will show you how to do some of those hard, sums, which

trouble you so."

Billy was surprised. The butt of the school, he was ac-

customed to the jeers of his companions, but such kindness,
and from Fanny, too, was unexpected. He, however, drew
from his desk his old slate and arithmetic, and he and Fanny
were soon deep in the mysteries of compound fractions. A
half hour passed away, and at the end of that time Billy's
sums were done.

"Now, Billy," said Fanny, rising, "see that you do not
send me any more letters, and mind too, and not wink at

me so often ; will you remember ?"
Bill gave the required promise, and Fanny bounded

away in quest of her schoolmates, who laughed at her for
taking. so much pains with such a dolt as Bill Jeffrey. That
afternoon Fanny resolved to retrieve her character as a
scholar ; so she applied herself closely to her task, and be-
fore recitation hour arrived, she had learned every word of
her lesson. But alas for poor Fanny ! She was always
stumbling into some new difficulty, and fate, this afternoon,
seemed resolved to play a sorry trick.upon her.

The school-house stood at the foot of a long, steep hill,
which would have been chosen for a capital sliding place by
New-York boys ; but in Kentucky the winters are, compara-
tively speaking, so mild, that the) boys know but little of
that rare fun, "sliding down lill." The winter of which we
are speaking was, however, unusually severe, and the school-
boys had persevered until they had succeeded in making a
tolerably nice sliding place, and they had also furnished
themselves with a goodly number of rather rough-looking
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sleds, of which Bill Jeffrey owned the largest. The. girls
were all anxious to try a ride down the hill, and none more
so than Fanny ; but the boys would not lend their sleds, and
the girls would not ride with the boys, and as the latter
always hid their precious sleighs, the girls had as yet never

succeeded in their wishes. But on this day,' Bill Jeffrey,
touched by Fanny's unlooked for kindness, whispered to her,
just as school was commencing, that she might take his big
sled, at recess.

This was a treat indeed, and when recess came, Fanny,
with half a dozen other girls, climbed to the top of the hill,
and began piling on to Bill's old sled. It was settled that
Fanny should guide the craft, and numerous were the
cautions of the girls that she should "mind and steer
straight."

"Oh yes, I'll do that," said Fanny ; "but wouldn't it be
funny," added she, "if we should make .a mistake, and go
plump into the school-house ! "

At last all was ready; and the vehicle got under way.
At first it moved slowly, and the loud, merry laugh of the
girls rang out on the clear, cold air ; but each moment it
increased in swiftness, and by the time it was half way down
the hill, it was moving at an astonishingly -rapid rate.
Fanny lost her presence of mind, and with it her ability to
guide the sled, so that they passed the point where they
should have turned, and made directly for the school-house
door, which flew open, as once did the gates for the famous
John Gilpin. There was no entry way to the building, but
as the sled struck the door, the jolt threw off all the girls
except Fanny, who manfully kept her seat, and so made
her grand entrance into the school-room, stopping not till'
she reached the stove, and partially upsetting it, to the
great astonishment of the teacher, 'visitor, and boys, the
latter of whom set up a loud huzza. Poor Fanny! 'Twas

her first sled ride, and she felt sure 'twould be her last; but
she resolved to make the' best of it, so she looked up from
under her long curls, and said very demurely, "Please, Mr.

f Wilmot, may I stop at this station? I do not like being so
a . near the engine!" meaning the stove, whose proximity made

her quarters a little uncomfortable.
. Mr. Wilmot gave her permission to take her seat, which
she readily did, wondering why it was that she always man-

aged to do something which made her appear ridiculous,
just when she wanted to appear the best. Her mishap gave
secret pleasure to Julia, who delighted to have Fanny appear

. as badly as possible, and she felt particularly pleased when

she saw that Fanny's strange ride had scattered all the ideas

from her head, for the afternoon's lessons were but little

better recited than the morning's, and at its close Julia gave

her a look of'malicious triumph, which Mr. Miller observing,
said, as if apologizing for Fanny, that he was sure she had

every word of her lesson before recess, but 'twas no wonder

she was somewhat disconcerted at the unexpected termina-

tion of her ride. Fanny smiled gratefully upon him through
her tears, whiph she could not restrain ; but her tears were

like April showers-they did -not last long, and that night,
at the supper table, when Mr. Miller related her adventure

to her father, she joined as gayly as any one in the laugh
which followed.

Julia was much displeased to think that Fanny's "ridi-

culous conduct," as she called it, should be told of and

laughed at, as though it were something amusing. She was

anxious, too, that Mr. Miller should draw his visit to a close;
but as he did not seem inclined to, do so, she resolved to

make the most of it, and give him a few new ideas. She

knew that Fanny had ever been his favorite, and she very
naturally supposed that the reason of his preference was,

because he thought she possessed a very lovely, amiable dis-

K,
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position. She determined to make him think otherwise, and
set herself at work to execute a plan, which fully showed the
heartless deception which almost always characterized her
actions.

Fortune seemed to favor her, for after supper, her father
and mother announced their intention of spending the even-
ing at one of the neighbors', and soon after they left Mr.
Wilmot, who had letters to write, retired to his room,
together with Mr. Miller. As soon as they were gone, Julia
repaired to the negro quarters, and by dint of threats, flat-
tery, and promises of reward, finally prevailed upon Luce
to join with her in her dark plot. They then went to
Julia's sleeping room, and carefully opened the closet door,
so that every word of their conversation could be heal d in
the adjoining room.

Julia's voice was strangely like her sister's, and by
means of imitating her, she hoped to deceive both Mr.
Wilmot and Mr. Miller, who were startled by a loud, angry
voice, exclaiming, "Come, you black imp, no more lies, you
know you've stolen it, sd just confess, and tell me where it
is."

The young gentlemen looked at each other in surprise,
for the voice was like Fanny's, and yet it was so unnatural
for her. to be in such a passion, that they thought it impos-
sible. Their fears were, however, soon confirmed' by Luce,
who said, "Oh Miss Fanny, Lor' knows I never tacked it.
Now sartin, I knows nothin' 'bout it."

"Hold your jaw, or I'll slap your mouth for you, you
lying thief I" said Julia (alias Fanny). "Of course you've
got it, for no one else has been in here ; so tell where you
hid it."

" Lordy massy ! how can I tell, when I dun know no-
thin' whar 'tis," said Luce.

"There, take that, to brighten up your ideas," said
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Fanny, and at the same time there was the sound of a blow,
which was followed by an outcry from Luce, who exclaimed,
"Oh-oh-oh-Miss Fanny, don't go for to whip me, case
I haint nothin' to tell; if I had, I'd tell right off. I haint
seed your hankercher 'tall. Mebby you've done drapped it

somewhar."

Just then the door opened, and Julia, again speak-
ing naturally, was heard to say, "Why, Fanny, what are

you doing just as soon as mother is gone? Luce, what is

the matter ?"

"Oh, Miss Julia," replied Luce, "Miss Fanny done lost

her fine hankercher, and she say how I stole it, but I

haint."
"What makes you think Luce has got your handker-

chief, Fanny ? " asked Julia.
"Because I left it on the table; and 'tisn't there now ;

and no one has been in the room except Luce," replied
Fanny.

"Very likely you have put it in your drawer and forgot-
ten it ; let me look," said Julia.

There was a moment's silence, and then Julia was heard

to exclaim, "There it is-just as I thought. Here it is,
safe in your box. I do wish, sister, you would not be quite
so hasty, but stop a little before you condemn others." So

saying, the party left the room.
While this scene was taking place, Fanny was quietly

seated by the fire in the sitting-room, getting her lesson for
the next day. At last her eye chanced to fall upon a purse
which Julia was knitting for her father, and which she had

promised to finish that night.
"I wonder," said Fanny to herself-" I wonder where

Julia is gone so long? She told father she would finish his

purse this evening, and he will scold so, if 'tis not done, that
I believe I'll knit on it till she returns."
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Suiting the action to the word, she caught up the purse,
and when Julia returned to the sitting-room, she found her

sister busily engaged in knitting for her.
"Why, Julia," said Fanny, "where have you been so

long? I thought you were never coming back, so I have

been knitting on your purse, for I was afraid you would not
get it done, and then father would scold, you know."

As Julia looked into her sister's bright, innocent face,
and thought of all her kindness, her conscience smote her

for the wrong she had done, but quickly hushing the faith-

ful monitor, she thought, "Never mind, 'tis natural for me to

be bad. I cannot help it."
Meantime the gentlemen above were discussing the con-

versation which they had overheard.
"Is it possible," said Mr. Miller, "that I have been so

deceived in Fanny, and that, after all, she is as passionate as

her sister ? "
"As passionate as her sister," repeated Mr. Wilmot ; "I

think we have had good proof that she is much more so. I

hope you are now convinced that Fanny is not infallible,
though I will confess that I am surprised and disappointed,
for I thought she was really of a very gentle nature."

Mr. Miller- did not reply directly, but went on, as if

speaking to himself, "Oh, Fanny, Fanny, how has my idol

fallen ! I never would have believed it, but for such convin-

cing evidence." -

He was indeed sorely disappointed. He had always
thought of Fanny, as the embodiment of almost every
female virtue, and although she was so young, hope had

often whispered to him of a joyous future, when she, whom

her father designated as his "Sunshine," should also shed
a halo of sunlight around another fireside. But now the

- illusion was painfully dispelled, for sooner would he have

taken the Egyptian asp to his bosom, than chosen for a corn-

n
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panion one whom he knew to possess a hasty, violent
-;

ii
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temper.

Next morning he took leave of Mr. Middleton's family.
When it came Fanny's turn to bid him good-bye, she noticed
the absence of his accustomed cordiality,, and wondered
much what she had done to displease him. That night she
wept herself to sleep thinking of it, while Julia, secretly ex-
ulting in her sister's uneasiness, laughed at her for her fool-
ishness, and said, "It was probably a mere fancy ; and even
if it were not, what matter was it? What did she care for
Mr. Miller's good or bad opinion? She mustn't expect every
body to pet and caress her just as father did, who was an
old fool any way, and petted her and his dogs alternately."
This kind of .reasoning did not convince Fanny, and for
many days her face wore a sad, troubled expression.

Thus the winter passed away. Spring came, and with
it came an offer to Mr. Wilinot of a very lucrative situation
as teacher in a school in Frankfort. At first he hesitated
about accepting it, for there was, in the old rough stone
house, an attraction far greater than the mere consideration
of dollars and cents. Julia at last settled the matter, by re-
questing him to accept the offer, and then urge her father to
let her go to Frankfort to school also.

"And why do you wish to go there, Julia ?" said Mr.
Wilmot, laying his hand affectionately on her dark, glossy
hair.

"Because," she answered, "it will be so lonely here when
you are gone."

"And why will it be lonely, dearest Julia ? " continued he.
"Oh," said she, looking up very innocently in his face,

"you are the only person who understands me ; by all
others, whatever I do or say is construed into something
bad. I wish you were my brother, for then I might have
been better than I am."
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"Oh, I do not wish I was your brother," said Mr. Wil-

mot, "for then I could never have claimed a dearer title,
which I hope now to do at some future time."

Then followed a declaration of love, which Julia had

long waited most anxiously for. Most eloquently did Mr,

Wilmot pour out the whole tide of his affection for the

beautiful but sinful girl, who, in a very becoming and ap-
propriate manner, murmured an acknowledgment of re-

quited love. Thus the two were betrothed.
And truly 'twas a fitting time for such a betrothal. The

air had been hot and sultry all day, and now the sky was
overspread with dark clouds, while every thing indicated an

approaching storm. While Mr. Wilmot was yet speaking,
it burst upon them with great violence. Peal after peal of

thunder followed each other in rapid succession, and just as

Julia whispered a promise to be Mr. Wilmot's for ever, a
blinding sheet of lightning lit up for a moment her dark

features, and was instantly succeeded by a crash, which

shook the whole house from its foundation, and drew from

Julia a cry of terror, which brought Fanny to see what was

the matter, and made Mr. Middleton swear, "Thar was

noise enough from the tempest out doors, without the

' Tempest'in the house, raising such a devil of a fuss!,,

OR, LIFE IN KENTUCKY. 51

CiIAPTER IV.

WHEN Mr. Middleton was spoken to on the subject of
sending Julia to Frankfort, he at first refusedsoutright.
"No," said he, "indeed .she shan't go ! What does she
want of any more flummerdiddle notions? What she does
know is a damage to her!"

"But do you not wish to give your daughters every pos
sible advantage ?" said Mr., Wilmot.

"Who's said any thing about my daughters?" said Mr
Middleton. "It's nobody but Tempest, and she's always
kickin' up some bobbery. Now if 'twas Sunshine, why, I
might,-- but no, neither of 'em shall go. It's all stuff,
the whole on't." So saying he turned on his heel, and
walked off, while Julia burst into tears, and repaired to her
own room, whither she was soon followed by her mother,
who tried to console her. Said she, "Why, Julia, you don't
take the right course with your father. Why do you not
propose having your sister accompany you? for if you go,
she will, and you know she can always coax her father to do
as she pleases."

This was rather humiliating to Julia, but she concluded
'twas her only alternative, so she dried her eyes, and seeking
out her sister, very soon talked her into a strong desire to
try the mysteries of a school in Frankfort, and also drew
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from her a promise to try her powers of argument upon her

father. Accordingly that evening Fanny made an attack

upon him, and as her mother had predicted, she was per-
fectly successful. It was settled that she and Julia should

both go, and the next morning early, Mr. Middleton set off

for Frankfort to find," as smart a boarding-place for his

gals as any body had." There was as yet no boarding-
house connected with the school, and he was obliged to find

a place for them in some one of the numerous boarding-
houses with which Frankfort abounds. He at last decided

upon a very genteel establishment, kept by a Mrs. Crane,
who at first hesitated about receiving into her family per-

sons who possessed so rough and shabbily looking a father.

But Mr. Middleton brought her to a decision by saying,

"What the deuce you waiting for? Is it because I've got

on cow-hide stogies, and a home-made coat? Thunder and

lightning ! don't you know I'm old Middleton, worth at least

two hundred thousand ?"

This announcement changed the current of Mrs. Crane's

ideas. The daughters were not rough, if the father was, so
she decided to take them, and for the very moderate sum of

seven dollars per week, promised to give them all the privi-

leges of her house. The first day of June was fixed upon

for them to leave home, and at sunrise, Mr. Middleton's car-

riage stood at his door, waiting for the young ladies to make

their appearance. Julia had long been ready, and was wait-

ing impatiently for Fanny, who was bidding the servants an

affectionate good-bye.. Each one had received from her

some little token of love, and now they all stood in one

corner of the yard, to look at their darling as long as possible.

" Lor' bless her," said one, "Kentuck hain't many like

her, nor never will have."

"No, nor Frankfort nuther," said a second. While a

third added, "No, and I reckon Heaven hasn't nuther !"

To which a fourth responded, "Amen."
Here old Aunt Katy, who had nursed Mr. Middleton and

his children after him, hobbled up to Fanny, and laying her
hard, shrivelled black hand on her young mistress's bright
locks, said, "The Lord who makes the wind blow easy like
on the sheared lamb, take keer of my sweet child, and bring
her back again to poor old Aunt Katy, who'll be all dark and.
lonesome, when Sunshine's done gone."

This was regarded as a wonderful speech by the negroes,.
and as none of them could hope to equal it, they contented
themselves by lustily blowing their trombones, and wiping
the same on their shirt sleeves, or the corners of their aprons.
At last the good-byes all were said. Julia merely noticed
the blacks with a slight nod, and then sprang nimbly into
the carriage, which disappeared from view just as the negroes
struck up in a loud, clear, and not unmusical tone,

"Oh it's lonesome now on the old plantation,
It's lonesome now on the old plantation,
It's lonesome now on the old plantation,

Case Sunshine's gone away."

I
"Stop your yelp, can't you?" said Mr. Middleton ; but his

voice indicated that he would not be very much displeased
even if they did not obey, so they tuned their pipes still
louder, and this time the six dogs joined in the chorus, with
a long mournful howl.

" Thar, that'll do," said Mr. Middleton, "now to your
work, quick; and mind, the one that works best this week
shall go Saturday, and carry Miss. Crane some strabries !"

The negroes needed no other incentive to work, than the
prospect before them of going to see Fanny. Never had
Mr". Middleton had so much accomplished in one week.
When Friday night came, it was hard telling which was

-. the favored one. At last it was settled that Ike should go
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to Frankfort, and the rest should have a sort of holiday.
Ike was a sprightly negro boy of seventeen, and almost ido-
lized his young mistress Fanny. Long before "sun up" (a
favorite expression in Kentucky for sunrise), he had filled his
basket with strawberries, and just as the first rays of sun-
light streaked the eastern hills, he started on hip mission,

.laden with numerous messages of love for "sweet Miss

Fanny," and. a big cranberry pie, from Aunt Judy, who
"was sartin the baby wanted some of old Judy's jimcracks
by this time."

Meanwhile Julia and Fanny had become tolerably well
established both in school and at Mrs. Crane's. Julia was
perfectly delighted with her new quarters; for she said,
"every thing was in style, just as it should be," and she
readily adopted all the "city notions." But poor Fanny
was continually committing some blunder. She would for-
get'to use her napkin, or persist in using her knife instead
of her four-tined silver fork. These little things annoyed
Julia excessively, and numerous were the lectures given in
secret to Fanny, who would laugh merrily at her sister's
distress, and say she really wished her father would dine
some day at Mrs. Crane's table.

"Heaven forbid that he should !" said Julia. "I should
be mortified to death."

"They would not mind his oddities," said Fanny, "for I
overheard Mrs. Crane telling the exquisitely fashionable
Mrs. Carrington,.that our father was' a quizzical old savage,
but rich as a nabob, and we should undoubtedly inherit a
hundred thousand dollars apiece.' And then Mrs. Car-
rington said,,' Oh, is it possible? one can afford to patron-
ize them.' And then she added something else which I
think I'll not tell you."

"Oh do," said Julia. "It's too bad to raise my curiosity
and not gratify it."

F

"Well then," said Fanny, "Mrs. Carrington said, 'There
is a rumor that the eldest Miss Middleton is engaged to
Mr. Wilmot. I wonder at it, for with her extreme beauty
and great fortune, she can command a more eligible match
than a poor pedagogue.'"

The next morning at breakfast, Mrs. Crane informed her
boarders that she expected a new arrival the next day, which
was Friday. Said she, "It is a young gentleman from New
Orleans. His name is Dr. Lacey. His parents were natives
of Boston, Mass., but he was born in New Orleans, and will
inherit from his father an immense fortune ; but as he wished
for a profession, he chose that of medicine. He is a gradu-
'ate of Yale College, and usually spends his summers North,
so this season he stops in Frankfort, and honors my house
with his presence. He is very handsome and agreeable,
and these young-ladies must put a lock and key on, their
hearts."

I
The last part of this speech was directed to Julia, who

blushed deeply, and secretly wondered if Dr. Lacey were as
handsome as Mr. Wilmot. She frequently found herself
thinking about him during the day, but Fanny never gave
him a thought until evening, when as she and her sister
were together in their room,.the latter suddenly exclaimed,
"I wonder if Dr. Lacey will be here at breakfast to-morrow
morning."

"And if he is," said Fanny, "I suppose you want me to
be very careful to use my fork, and break my egg correctly."

"I think it would be well for you always to try and
show as much good breeding as possible," said Julia.

"'Well," returned Fanny, "I reckon this Dr. Lacing or
Dr. Lacework-what's his name ?-will never be any thing to
us, for I am sure he'd never think of me, and you are en-
gaged to a man who is much better than any of your New
Orlean's' pill bags !"
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Little did Fanny dream how closely the "New Orleans
pill bags" were to be connected with the rest of her life.
Julia said nothing but probably thought more.

When the young ladies entered the breakfast room next,
morning, they noticed, seated opposite them, a tall, dark,
handsome young man, whom Mrs. Carrington introduced
to them as' Dr. Lacey. -There was something remarkably
pleasing in his manner, and before breakfast was over, he
had completely won Fanny's good opinion, by kindly break-
ing her egg for her, and when she had the misfortune to
drop her fork, he drew the attention of the company from
her, by relating an anecdote of himself, which was, that hp
was once invited to a dinner party at the Hon. Henry Clay's,
and as he was trying to be very graceful and polite, he un-
fortunately upset his plate, the contents of which, together
with his knife and fork, were deposited in his lap. This
story raised such a laugh that all forgot Fanny, who gave
Dr. Lacey.uch a look of gratitude, that after breakfast he
asked Mrs. Crane, who the pale, blue-eyed girl was, and re-
ceived about the same information that Mrs. Carrington had
received.

That day Mr. Wilmot's eyes were not as handsome, nor
his teeth as white as usual in the estimation of Julia, who
often found herself wondering why he did not wear whiskers.
That evening he called at Mrs. Crane's, and for the first
time in her life, Julia was not much pleased to see him. He
however rose ten per cent. in her estimation when she saw
the familiar and cordial manner with which Dr. Lacey treat-
ed him. They talked as though they were old and dear
friends.

After Mr. Wilmot had left, Dr. Lacey said, "Why, that.
Wilmot is a remarkably intelligent man and very agree-
able." Then turning to Mrs. Carrington, he added, "Let
me see, is he a teacher ?"

"I am taking lessons," said Fanny, "but I make awk-
ward work, for my fingers are all thumbs,4 as you might
know by my dropping that four-tined pitchfork this morn-
ing !"

Dr. Lacey laughed heartily at this speech and called her
an "original little piece," at the same time saying, "You
remind me of my sister Anna."

"Where does she live ?" asked Fanny.
Dr. Lacey sighed as he answered, "For three years

she has lived in Heaven; three long years to us, who loved
her so dearly."

Fanny observed that he' seemed agitated while speaking
of his sister, so she dared not ask him. more about her, al-
though she wished very much to do so. Perhaps he read

3*
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"Yes," said Mrs. Carrington, " and these young ladies are
his pupils, and report says he looks after the heart of one of
them as well as the head."

"aWell," continued he, "whichever one is favored with
his preference should feel honored, for he is a capital fellow."
Just then his eye fell upon an elegant piano which stood in
the room, and he asked Mrs. Carrington to favor him with
some music.

"Perhaps Miss" Middleton will oblige you," said Mrs.
Carrington, looking at Julia.

"Thank you," said Julia, "I am just taking lessons," so
Mrs. Carrington sat down to the instrument, and as Julia

saw how skilfully her white, jewelled fingers touched the
keys, she resolved to spare no pains to become as fine a
player as Mrs. Carrington, particularly as she saw that Dr.
Lacey was very fond of music, and kept calling for piece
after piece till the evening was somewhat advanced.

"You ought to play, golden locks," said he to Fanny, at
the same time taking one of her long yellow curls in his
hand.
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her wishes in her face, for he went on to tell her more of his
sister, who, he said, drooped day by day, and they took her

to Cuba, but she daily grew worse, and often spoke of dying

and of Heaven, and then one bright summer morning, she

passed away 'from them, and they buried her under a group

of dark orange trees. That night Fanny dreamed of sweet

Anna Lacey, sleeping so quietly in her lone grave, far off

'neath the orange trees of Cuba. Julia had dreams too, but

f a different nature. In fancy she beheld Dr. Lacey at her

.eet, with his handsome person, princely fortune, and mag-

nificent home near New Orleans, while off in the dim dis-

tance loomed up a dark coffin, in which was the cold, pale

form of one whom she knew too well. Was her dream an
omen of the coming future? We shall see.

Next morning just as the town clock rang out the hour
of eight, a strange looking vehicle, to which was attached a
remarkably poor looking horse, was seen picking its way
slowly through the upper part of Main Street, Frankfort.
The driver of this establishment was a negro boy, whom we
readily recognize as our friend. Ike. He was taking it leisure-
ly through the town, stopping before every large " smart "
looking house to reconnoitre, and see if it resembled the one
his master had described.

At last he was accosted by a young African, who called
out, "Ho, thar, old boy ! what you keepin' yer eyes peeled,
and yer mouth open for? Is you catchin' flies ? "

"No sar," replied Ike. "I's tryin' to find Miss Crane's
boardin' house."

"Oh yes ;-wall,.it's up t'other way. You jist turn that
ar old rackerbone of yourn straight round, and turn down
that ar street, whar you see that steeple, and the fust house
on the corner is Miss Crane's. But say, is you and that ar
quadruped, jist out of the ark ?"

"I dun knew nothin' 'bout yer ark," said Ike, whose

Scripture knowledge was rather limited, "but I 'longs to

Marster Josh, and I'm goin' to see Miss Fanny-and now I

think of it, won't you ride ? "

"Lord, no," said the negro, "I'm in a great hurry ; goin'

ai-ter the Doctor for ole Miss, who's sartin she's goin' for to

die this time." 1.
"You don't seem in much of a hurry," said Ike.

"No," returned the other, " ole Misshas died a heap

o' times, by spells, so I reckon she'll hang on this time till I

git back, jist so she can jaw me for being' gone so long."

So they parted, the stranger negro to go for the Doctor,

and Ike to go to Mrs. Crane's, with his berries, and Aunt

Judy's cranberry pie. He had often wondered during his

ride whether Fanny would not give him a piece of the pie.

As often as this thought entered his brain, he would turn

down the white napkin, and take a peep at the tempting

pastry ; then he would touch it with his fingers, and finally

' take it up and smell of it just a little !
While he was making his way into Mrs. Crane's kitchen,

Julia and Fanny were in their room, the windows of which

were open and looked out upon a balcony, which extended

entirely around the house. There was no school that day,

and Fanny was just wishing she could hear from home,

when a servant entered the room, and said there was a boy

in the kitchen, who wished to see Miss Fanny.

"A boy want to see me," said Fanny, "who can it be?_$"

"Reckon he's from yer home, 'case he says how he be-

longs to Marster Middleton," said the negro girl.

"Oh, joy!" exclaimed Fanny, "somebody from home;

how glad I am ! Come, Julia, won't you go down too ?"
"No, indeed," said Julia scornfully," I am' not so anxious

to see a greasy nigger. I hope you will, not take it into

your head to ask him up here."

But Fanny did not answer, for she was already half way
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down the stairs. Going to the kitchen she found Ike, and
seemed as delighted to see him, as though his skin had been
snowy white. Ike delivered all his messages, and then pre-
sented Aunt Judy's pie.

"Dear Aunt Judy,"~said Fanny, "how kind she is," then
seizing a knife she cut a liberal piece for Ike, who received
it with many thanks.

"Now, Ike," said she, "you must wait here until I go

out and get a ribbon for Aunt Judy's cap, and some tobacco
for old Aunt Katy." So saying she ran up stairs to her room.

When she entered it, Julia exclaimed, "In the name of
the people, what have you got now ? "

"Oh, a pie, which Aunt Judy sent me," said Fanny.
"How ridiculous," answered Julia, "I don't think Mrs.

Crane would thank Aunt Judy for sending pies to her
house."

"Mrs. Crane need know nothing about it, and would not
care if she did," said Fanny, and then she added, "Ike is
down stairs, and he says father is coming after us in two or
three weeks."

"Great Heavens," said Julia, '" what is he coming for?
Why does he not send a servant ?"

"And why cannot father come," asked Fanny.
"Because," answered Julia, "who wants that old codger

here. A pretty figure he'd cut, I think. I should be
ashamed of him ; and so would you, if you knew any thing."

"I know he is odd," said Fanny ; "but he is my father,
and as such I would not be ashamed of him."

"Well, I'm ashamed to own that he is my father, any
way, answered Julia; "but where are you going now?".
she continued, as she saw her sister putting on hei' bonnet.

I am going to buy some ribbon for Aunt Judy, some
tobacco for Aunt Katy, and some candy for the children,"
answered Fanny.'

" Well, I do believe you haven't common sense," said

Julia; "but where is your money to buy all these things?"
"Oh," said Fanny, "I've concluded not to go and hear

Fanny Kemble to-night. I had rather spend the money for
the servants; it will do them so much good."

"You certainly are a fool," said Julia. Fanny had been

told that often, so she did not reply, but hastened down

stairs, and was soon in the street. As she turned the cor-

ner, she could see the windows of her room, and the whole

length of the balcony on that side of the building. Looking
in that direction, she saw Dr. Lacey sitting out on the bal-
cony, and so near her window that he must have heard all

,- the conversation between herself and sister ! She thought,
"Well, he of course thinks me a little silly dunce ; but I do

like our blacks, and if I ever own any of them, I'll first
teach them to read, and then send them all to Liberia." Full

of this new plan, she forgot Dr. Lacey, and she ere, was aware
of it, had reached the store. She procured the articles she
wished for, and returning to Mrs. Crane's, gave them to

Ike, who was soon on his way home.

At supper that evening, the conversation turned upon
Fanny Kemble and the expected entertainment. "I sup-
pose you are all going," said Mrs. Crane to ger boarders.

They all answered in the affirmative except Fanny, who was

about to reply, when Dr. Lacey interrupted her by saying,
"Miss Fanny, will you allow me to accompany you to hear
Mrs. Butler this evening ?"

Fanny was amazed. Was it possible that the elegant
Dr. Lacey had honored her with an invitation to accompany
him to the literary treat ! She was too much surprised to

answer him, until he said, "Do not refuse me, Miss Fanny,
for I am resolved to have you go !" She then gracefully

accepted his polite invitation, and at the same time glancing
toward Julia and Mrs. Carrington, she saw that the former
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frowned darkly, while the latter looked displeased. This
damped her happiness somewhat, and as soon as supper
was over, she hurried to her room.

Mrs. Carrington was a gay, fashionable woman, and was
just as willing to receive attention from unmarried gentle-
men now as she had been in her girlish days. Her husband
was an officer in the United States army, and was absent a
great part of the time, out she had never cared much for
him, so she managed to pass the time of his absence very
happily in flirting with every handsome, wealthy young
gentleman who came in her way. When Dr. Lacey appear-
ed, she immediately appropriated him to herself. 'Tis true,
she somewhat'feared Julia might become a rival, but of the
modest, unassuming little Fanny, she had never once thought,
and was greatly surprised when Dr. Lacey offered to escort
her to the Reading. She had resolved on having his com-
pany herself, and when she saw the frown on Julia's face,
she flattered herself that she could yet prevent Fanny's
going.

Accordingly after supper, she asked Julia to go with her
for a moment to her room. Julia had become perfectly
charmed with the fascinating manners of Mrs. Carrington, so
she cheerfull assented, and the two proceeded 'together to
her richly furnished apartments. When there, Mrs. Car-
rington said, "Miss Middleton, do you not think your sister
too young to accept the attentions of any gentleman, or at
least'of a stranger ? "

Julia well knew that the fact of Dr. Lacey's being a
stranger was of no consequence in Mrs. Carrington's estima-
tion, but she quickly answered, "Yes, I do; but what can be
done now ? "

"Oh," said Mrs. Carrington, "your sister is very gentle,
and if we go to her and state the case as it is, I am confi-
dent she will yield.".
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So they went to Fanny's room, where they found her
sitting by the window, thinking how much pleasure she
should enjoy that night.

Julia commenced operations by saying, "Fanny, what
made you promise Dr. Lacey that you would go with him

to-night ?"
"Why," said Fanny, "was there any thing wrong in

it ? "
Here Mrs. Carrington's soft voice chimed in, "Nothing

very wrong, dear Fanny ; but.it is hardly proper for a young
school girl to appear in public, attended by a gentleman
who is not her brother or cousin."

Poor Fanny ! Her heart sank, for she was afraid she would
have to give up going after all ; but a thought struck her,
and she said, "Well then, it is not proper for Julia to go
with Mr. Wilmot, and she has promised to do so."

"That is very different," said Mrs. Carrington; "Julia is
-engaged to Mr. Wilmot, and unless you are engaged to Dr.

Lacey," continued she, sarcastically, "it will not be proper
at all for you to go with him."

"But I promised I would," said Fanny
"That you can easily remedy," answered Mrs. Carring-

ton. "Just write him a note, and I will send it to him."

Thus beset, poor Fanny sat down and wrote as Mrs. Car-

ington dictated, the following note:-

" DR. L ACEY :

"SIR-" Upon further reflection, I think it proper to de-
cline your polite invitation for to-night.

"Yours very respectfully
"FANNY MIDDLETON."

"That will do,". said Mrs. Carrington ; and ringing the
bell, she dispatched a servant with the note to Dr. Lacey.
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"You are a good girl to submit so readily," said frs.
Carrington, laying her white hand on Fanny's head. But
Fanny's eyes were full of tears, and she did not answer ; and
Mrs. Carrington, sure of Dr. Lacey's attendance that evening,
left the room exulting in the result of her plan. In a short
time 'she descended to the parlor, where she found Mr. Wil-
mot and Julia, but no Dr. Lacey, neither did he make his
appearance at all, and after waiting impatiently for a time,
she was at last obliged to accept the arm of the poor peda-
gogue, which was rather unwillingly offered, for Mr. Wilmot

greatly preferred having Julia all to himself. She had be-
come as dear to him as his own life, and in his opinion, her
character was like her face-perfect. Deluded man ! 'Twas
well that he died before he had conie to a knowledge of her
sinfulness.

But to return to Fanny. .After she was left alone by her
sister, she threw herself upon the sofa, and burst into tears;
but at length wiping them away, she-arose and went down
to the parlor, determined to have a nice time practising her
music lesson. It was rather hard, and with untiring pa-

tience she played it over and over, until she was suddenly
startled by'a voice behind her, saying, "Really, Miss Fanny,
you are persevering." Looking up, she saw Dr. Lacey, who
had entered unperceived.

"Why, Dr. Lacey," said she, "how you frightened me !
Why are you not at the Reading ?"

Because," answered he, "when my lady breaks her en-

gagement, I think I too can remain at home. But why did
you change your mind, Miss Fanny ? , I thought you were
anxious to go."

Fanny blushed painfully, and the tears came to her eyes,
but she replied, "I was anxious to° go, but they thought I
had better not."

I "And who is ' they,' " asked the Doctor ; "and why did
they think you had better not go ? "

Fanny answered, "Mrs. Carrington and Julia said I was

too young to go out with
"With such a bad man, as I am," said Dr. Lacey,

laughing.
"Oh no," said Fanny, "they do not think you bad ;

they said with any gentleman."
"Too young, are you ? " said Dr. Lacey. "How old are

you, Fanny?"
"I was sixteen last May," she replied.
"Sixteen; just as old as Anna was when she died, and

just as old as my mother was when she was married ; so it
seems you are not too young to die, or to be married either,
if you are too young to go out with me," said Dr. Lacey.

Fanny did not reply; and he continued, "Whom would
you have gone with, if you had not spent your money this
morning for those old Aunts?"

Fanny started; and giving him a searching look, was
about to reply, when he anticipated her by saying, "Yes,
Fanny, I overheard your conversation this morning, and I
cannot sufficiently admire your generous self-denial. I have
heard Fanny Kemble two or three times, so I did not care to
hear her again; but I decided to go, for the pleasure of hav-
ing you hear her; but as you did not choose to go, I have
remained here with you, and wish to have you tell me some-
thing about your parents and your home, and also wish you
to ask me to go there some time."

Fanny answered hesitatingly, # I am afraid you would
not like to go there, Dr. Lacey."

"Why not ?" said he. "Do you not like your home ? "
"Oh yes, very much," she replied; "but father is a little

odd, and you might feel inclined to laugh at him ; but he is
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very kind, and if you could forget his roughness, you would
like him."

"I know I shall like him, just because he is your
father," said Dr. Lacey.

He then turned the conversation upon other subjects ;
and Fanny found him so agreeable, that she never thought
of the hour, until Mr. Wilmot, Mrs. Carrington and Julia,
suddenly entered the parlor.

"Upon my word," said Mrs. Carrington, "you have
both stolen a march upon us. No wonder neither of you.
wished to go out."

"I hope you have been agreeably entertained, Dr.
Lacey," said Julia, in an ironical tone.

"I assure you I have," said he warmly. "I do not re-
member having passed so pleasant an evening for a long,
long time."

"I dare say not ; Fanny is usually very interesting," was
Julia's contemptuous reply, and as Mr. Wilmot just then
took his 'leave, she very haughtily left the room, and went
up stairs, muttering to herself, "Foiled for the first time in
my life."

From this time nothing of particular importance occur-
red for two or three weeks, except that Dr. Lacey seemed
each day to grow fonder of Fanny, which greatly annoyed
Mrs. Carrington and Julia, both of whom spared no pains
to make Fanny appear in as bad a light as possible. But
Dr. Lacey understood their manoeuvres, and whenever they
were present, seemed to take delight in being very attentive
to Fanny. He ardently. desired to see the father of the two
girls, and ere long his wish was gratified. But of this we
will speak in another chapter.
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CHAPTER V.

JULIA and Fanny had been gone from home about four
weeks, when Mr. Middleton suddenly determined "to go and
see his gals" and bring them home. Accordingly he "fixed
up right smart," as he thought, which meant that he took
off his beard and put on "a bran new suit of jeens." He
.preferred driving his own carriage, so he set off alone for
Frankfort.

It was Friday morning, and as his daughters were in
school, he stalked into Mrs. Crane's parlor to wait for them.
Spying the piano, he sat down to it, and commenced pro-
ducing a series of unearthly sounds, not altogether unlike
the fashionable music of the present day. Mrs. Carrington
chanced to be crossing the hall, and hearing the noise from
the parlor, looked in. As her eye fell upon the strange
looking, giant form of Mr. lMiddleton, she uttered a very
delicate scream, and as she just then saw Dr. Lacey entering
the house, she staggered back a few paces, and tried to faint
very gracefully ! But the Doctor caught her in his arms
just in time to restore her to consciousness !

Mr. Middleton now came towards them, exclaiming,
"Lightning guns ! what's to pay now ? Skeered at me, are
you, Madam or Miss,'vhichever you be? I won't hurt a har
of your soft skull !"
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"Ugh-u-u," said Mrs. Carrington, shrinking from him in
disgust, as he advanced towards her, and laid his large hand
on her head, "just to see," as lie said, "if she were made of
any thing besides jewelry, curls and paint."

At this allusion to her brilliant color, Mrs. Carrington re-
lieved Dr. Lacey from the delightful duty of supporting her,
and disappeared up the stairs, saying in no very gentle tones,
"What an old brute !"

"Fire away thar," called out Mr. Middleton. "I am an
old brute, I s'pose."

"But your right name is Mr. Middleton, I conclude," said
Dr. Lacey.

Mr. Middleton started and answered, "How d'ye know
that? Just as you'd know his Satanic Majesty, if he should
appear to you ?"

"Something upon that principle," said Dr. Lacey, laugh-
ing, "but," he continued, "I am glad to see you, Mr. Mid-
dleton. I suppose you have come to visit your daughters."

"Yes, and to take them home and let their mother and
the rest of the blacks see them," answered Mr. Middleton;
then after a pause he added, "They'll be right glad to see
me, I reckon, or at least Sunshine will."

"Who is Sunshine ?" asked Dr. Lacey.
"Well now," said Mr..Middleton, "here you've lived with

'em four weeks, and don't know that I call one Tempest and
t'other Sunshine, and if you've any wit, you'll know which
is Sunshine."

Just then a voice was heard to .exclaim, "There, I told
you father was here. I hear him now talking about Sun-
shine," and Fanny rushed in, and throwing her arms around
her father's neck, kissed again and again his rough cheek,
while he suddenly felt the need of his red and yellow cotton
handkerchief, and muttered something about the 'roads' being
so infernal dusty that they made a fellow's eyes smart!"

Then turning to Julia, who still stood in the door, he said,
"Come, Tempest, none of your pranks ! Come here and
shake your old pap's paw. You needn't be afeared of this
young spark, for he knows I'm your pap, and he haint laugh-
ed at me, neither." So Julia advanced, and shook her fa-
ther's hand with a tolerably good grace.

" I'm come for you to go home and see the folks," said
Mr. Middleton; "so you pick up some of your duds,-and
mind not to take a cussed band-box,-and after dinner we'll
start for home."

"It wants an hour of dinner time," said Julia, "and as we
are not hungry, we can start in a- few moments, if you like."

"Fury-ation," said Mr. Middleton, "I wonder if we can.
Well, start on then afoot, if you're in such a hurry. I shan't
budge an inch till I've had my dinner ; besides, I want to

gee Mr. Wilmot."
Julia saw that she must submit to the mortification of

seeing her father at Mrs. Crane's dinner-table, and .with a
beating heart she heard the bell summon them to the dining-
room. Mrs.. Carrington did not appear ;-her nerves had re-

ceived too great a shock,-and for that Julia was thankful.
Dr. Lacey sat by her father, and paid him every possible at-

tention.
"Will you take soup, Mr. Middleton ?" asked Mrs. Crane.
"What kind of soup? Beef soup, or mud-turkle ?"
"It is vermicelli," said Mrs. Crane, hardly able to keep

her face straight.
" Vermifuge-vermifuge," repeated . Mr. Middleton;

"That's almighty queer stuff to make soup on. No, I'm
'bleeged to you, I ain't in need of that ar medicine just now.'

Julia reddened, while Fanny burst into a laugh and

said, "Father isn't much used to French soups, I think."
"Use your napkin, father," softly whispered Julia.

"What shall I use that for ?" said he. "My troupes are

I
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all tobarker spit now, and grease won't hurt 'em any now,
Hallo ! here waiter, bring me a decent fork, for Lord knows
I can't .eat with this 'ere shovel, and if I take my fingers,
Tempest '11 raise a row de dow." -

The servant looked at his mistress, who said, "Samuel,
bring Mr. Middleton a steel fork."

When the dessert was brought in, Mr. Iiddleton again
exclaimed, as he took his plate of pudding, "Now what can
this be?"

"It is tapioca pudding," said Mrs Crane.
" Tap-an-oak-ky," returned Mr. Middleton. "Well, if

you don't have the queerest things to eat ! You ought to

come to my house. We don't have any your chicken fixins,
nor little three-cornered handkerchers laid out at each plate."

At last, to Julia's great relief, dinner was over, and she
got her father started for home. Suddenly'Mr. Middleton
exclaimed, "That ar Doctor is a mighty fine chap. Why
don't .you set your cap for him, Sunshine ?"

"It would be of no use, father," answered Fanny.
"Wall, if I'm not mistaken, hers laid his snare for a bird,

and I don't care how soon you fall into it, darling," said Mr.
Middleton.-

"How ridiculous I" exclaimed Julia.
"Ho now, jealous, are you, Tempest?" said her father.

"What in thunder do you think he'll want of you, who are
engaged to Mr.,Wilmot ?"

This was a truth which had troubled Julia, and she
greatly regretted her engagement, for she well knew Dr.
Lacey never would think of her, as long as he thought she
belonged to another. She had watched with a jealous eye
the growing intimacy between him and Fanny, and resolved
to leave no means untried to prevent a union between them,
and to secure the Doctor for herself. To do this she knew
she must break her engagement with Mr. Wilmot, and also
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give Dr. Lacey a bad opinion of her sister. She felt sure of
success, for when did she undertake any thing and fail. Sin-
ful girl ! She was freed from her engagement in a way she
little dreamed of.

Four weeks from the time of her first visit home, word
came to her one morning, just as she was starting forschool,
that Mr. Wilmot was sick, and would not be able to teach
that day. He had been unwell for several days, and next
morning it was announced that he had the typhoid fever.
Fanny's first impulse was to go and see him, but Julia pre-
vented her py saying that he would send for her when he
wanted her.

That evening Dr. Lacey told Julia that Mr. Wilmot had
expressed a wish to see her. She went rather unwillingly,
and something in her manner must have betrayed it, for he
seemed troubled, and regarded her with an anxious look. She
however manifested no affection, and but very little interest
for him, and inwardly resolved that when -she came again,
her sister should accompany her. That night he grew
worse, and as there was of course no school, Julia hired
some one to take herself and sister home. Earnestly did
Fanny entreat her to remain and watch over Mr. Wilmot.

"I shall do no such thing," said Julia. "It would not be
proper, and I should be talked about."

"Well then," said Fanny, "I shall stay till mother sends
for me. I do not care if I am talked about."

This rather pleased Julia, who said, "Well, you can stay
if you like. I dare say you care more for him than I do, and
you can tell him so, if you please."

"Oh Julia," said Fanny, "what has changed you so to-
wards Mr. Wilmot ?"

"Nothing in particular,".replied Julia. "I never liked
him very muc."

So Julia started for home, while Fanny took her station
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by the bedside of her beloved teacher. When Julia reached
home, she found that her father had left the day before for
Missouri. He owned land there, and as he had gone to
make some improvements on it, he would probably be ab-
sent two months. Julia carelessly told her mother of Mr.
Wilmot's illness, and that Fanny had stajd to watch him.
When Mrs. 'Middleton heard this, her maternal fears were
roused lest her daughter should take the fever, and in a few

days she went herself to Frankfort to bring Fanny home.
She found Mr. Wilmot very ill, but not as yet dangerously
so, and after staying a day, she announced her intention of

taking Fanny home.
"Why not leave her?" said Dr. Lacey. "She seems pe-

culiarly adapted to a sick room, and will do him more good
than a dozen physicians."

"Yes, let her stay," said Mr. Wilmot; and drawing Mrs.

Middleton closely to him, he whispered, "Tell Julia to come
to me, will you?"

Mrs. Middleton promised that she would, but persisted in
taking Fanny. When Mr. Wilmot's. message was given to
Julia, she said, "No indeed, I'll not go. I could do him no
good."

Ike was sent to Frankfort every day to inquire after Mr.
Wilrnot, and see if any thing was wanted, and each night
Fanny waited anxiously for his return. As soon as she saw

him enter the wood, she would run to him, and' inquire for

Mr. Wilmot. Julia, however, manifested no anxiety what-

ever. She would not have acknowledged that she hoped
he would die, and yet each time that she heard he was bet-

ter, her spirits sank, for fear he would yet live. At last Ike

brought to Fanny the joyful intelligence that the crisis was
passed, and Mr. Wilmot was out of danger.

That night, in the solitude of her chamber, Julia com-

muned with herself as follows : "And so he'll live after all.
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4 Well, I may as well let him know at once that I will not
marry him." So saying,.she opened her portfolio, and wrote
the following note :

"MR. WILMOT,
"SIR :-When I became engaged to you I was very

young, and am still so ; consequently, you will hardly be
surprised, when you learn'that I have changed my mind, and
wish to have our engagement dissolved.

. "Yours truly, as a friend, -

"JULIA MIDDLETON."

.Ike did not go to Frankfort again for two or three days,
but when he did, he was the bearer of this heartless note.
Mr. Wilmot was indeed better, and when he heard Ike was
in the house, he expressed a desire to see him, as he wished
to send some word to Julia. When Ike was ushered into

-the sick room, he immediately handed his young mistress's
letter to Mr. Wilmot, who eagerly took it, foi he recognized
the handwriting of his idol. Hastily breaking the seal, he
read twice the cruel lines before he was convinced that he
read aright; then the paleness on his cheek grew alert , and
was succeeded by a deep flush. When Ike asked what he
should tell the folks at . home, Mr. Wilmot's voice was

- husky, as he answered, "Nothing, Ike, tell them nothing."
Ike was alarmed at the change which had come over his
young master, and called for assistance.

From that time Mr. Wilmot hourly grew worse. Mrs.
Middleton was sent for, and a telegram was forwarded to his
friends in New-York, bidding them come soon if they would
see him alive. Mr. Miller, who was teaching in a distant
part of the county, dismissed his school to attend his dying
friend. It was heart-rending to hear Mr. Wilmot, in his de-
lirium, call for Julia to core to him,--to let him lool on
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her face, and hear her voice once more before he died. Then
he would fancy himself at home, and would describe Julia
to his sister in all the passionate fervor of a devoted lover;
then he would think it was Julia who was sick, and would
beg of those around him to save her, and not let his loved
one die. At last Mrs. Middleton could bear his pleadings no
longer. She resolved to go home, and persuade her hard-
hearted daughter, if possible, to go to the dying man.

Just before she was ready to leave, consciousness returned
to him for a few moments, and calling her to his bedside,
he asked where she was going. On being told, he replied,
"Mrs. Middleton, I am dying. When you return, I shall not
be in this world ; but I know that my Redeemer liveth, and
am not afraid to die, for I feel assured of. rest beyond the
grave ; but there is one thing I would have. Ere I go
hence, I would see Julia once more. I have loved her, per-
haps too well, and for this I must die. Tell, oh tell her how
I missed her when the fever scorched my brow, and bid her
hasten to me, ere it be too late !'but if she will not come,
give her my blessing, and tell her my last prayer was for
her, and that in Heaven she will be mine."

With many tears, Mrs. Middleton promised him that
every word of his message should be delivered to Julia, and
that she should came to him. On reaching home, her swol-
len eyelids attracted Fanny's attention, and excited her
fears. Springing up, she exclaimed, "Mother, mother, how
is Mr. Wilmot? Is he dead ? "

"No," answered her mother, "he is not dead, but is dy-
ing."

Then she repeated to Julia his request, and added, "You
had better go immediately,if you wish to see him alive, for he
cannot live till morning. Fanny will call Ike to go with you."

Fanny arose to do her mother's bidding, but Julia stopped
her by saying, "You needn't call hin, 'Fanny."

OR, LIFE IN KENTUCKY.

"Why not?" said Fanny, looking wonderingly in Julia's

face.
"Because I am not going," said Julia coolly.
"Not going!" exclaimed Fanny.
"Not going!" echoed Mrs. Middleton. "Why do you

say so? You are going you must go !"
"There is no must about it," answered Julia, "I do not

choose to go, and I shall not go !"
"Are you in earnest, Julia?" asked Mrs. Middleton.

"As much in earnest as I ever was in my life," replied
Julia.

" Well then," returned her mother, in a decided tone,
"you shall go ; I command you to go, and I must be

obeyed !"
"I'd like to see your commands enforced, madam," said

Julia, her beautiful face dark with rage. "Yes, I'd like to

see any body make me go if I do not wish to. Mr. Wil-
imot is nothing to me, and I would hardly go to save his

life."
"Oh Julia, Julia!" said Mrs..Middleton bitterly, "has it

come to this? I can see it all now

"What all can you see so distinctly ? " asked Julia scorn-

fully.
"I can understand what part you have had in causing

Mr. Wilnot's death," answered Mrs. Middleton.

Julia turned ashy pale, and her mother. continued-" Of-

ten in his ravings he spoke of a letter, a cruel letter he called

it, and I heard it hinted that 'twas the receipt of that letter

which brought on a relapse. Now you will tell me whether

you wrote that letter, and if so, what were its contents?"

"I wonder how I'm expected to know what letter you
mean," said Julia. "However, I did write to him and ask to

be released from my engagement, and I had my reasons for

so doing."
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Mrs. Middleton sighed, and said, "It is as I feared ; on
you, Julia, rests in a measure the cause of his death."

"Better call me a murderer at once. But I'll not stay for
more abuse," said Julia, as she left the room.

When she was gone, Mrs. Middleton buried her face ip
her hands, and sent forth sob after sob from her crushed
heart-crushed by the sinfulness and mocking disobedience
of her firstborn. While she was still weeping, Fanny stole
softly from the apartment, and went in quest of her sister.
She found her, as she had expected, in her room, and going
up to her threw her arms around her neck, and plead long
and earnestly that she would go to Mr. Wilmot. But Julia's
answer was ever the same, "No, I will not."

"And why will you not ?" asked Fanny.
"Because," replied Julia, "Mr. Wilmot is nothing to me,

and there is no reason why I should go to him, more than
to any other lovesick youth, who takes a fancy to send for
me. You would not feel obliged to run, if Bill Jeffrey should
have the measles, or some other dire disease, and send for
you !"

"Oh, stop, stop," said Fanny, "you shall not liken Bill
Jeffrey to Mr. Wilmot, who is so good, so noble. You loved
him once, and for the sake of that love, go to him now; it
can do you no harm."

"It would seriously affect my plans for the future ; and
once for all I tell you, I will not go," replied Julia.

"Then I will," said Fanny, "and show him that I, at
least, have not forgotten him."

This idea pleased Julia, and she answered, "I wish you
would, for your, presence will do as much good as mine."

Fanny hastily ran down stairs, and going to her mother,
said, "Mother, Julia will not go, but I will. I should like
to very much. Will you let me ? "

Mrs. Middleton was too much engrossed in her painful

OR, LIFE IN KENTUCKY.

thoughts to give much heed to what Fanny said. She only
knew that she wished for her consent to something, and she

mechanically answered, "Yes, yes, go.' It was then after

sunset, and as the sky had all day been cloudy, darkness

was fast gathering over the earth, but Fanny heeded it not.

She bade Ike make haste, and in a few moments her favor

ite pony was saddled. Ike's horse was then got in readiness,
and they were soon galloping off in the direction of Frank-

fort. 'Twas a long ride of twelve miles, and the dai-kness

increased every moment, while a steady, drizzling rain com-

menced falling. Still Fanny kept perseveringly on, occasion-

ally speaking an encouraging word to Ike, who pulled his

old cap closely over his ears, and muttered, "Lord bless

young miss. Seems like 'twas her that was done promised

to young marster, a puttin' out this desput night to see him."

But Fanny kept her thoughts to herself, and while she

is making her way to Frankfort, we will precede her, and
see what is taking place in the sick room. The large drops
of sweat which stood upon Mr. Wilmot's high, white fore-

head, showed that the hour of dissolution was at hand. His

mind was wandering, but still the burden of his soul was,
"Julia, Julia ! oh, will she not come ? " Mr. Miller stood by
him, and endeavored as far as possible to quiet him, an<
once, during a lucid interval, he asked, "If Julia does not

come, what shall I tell her when I see her ?"

Mr. Wilmot's eyes opened wide, and for a moment he

looked wistfully at his friend, and then said mournfully, "I-
cannot see you, Joseph, my vision has departed for ever, and
if Julia comes, I cannot now look on her loved features ;
but if I die ere she arrives, ask her if she wrote that letter."

Just then there was a noise without, and the sound of

horses' feet was heard coming up the gravelled walk. Some

one in the room whispered, "It must be Miss Middleton"

The sound caught the dying man's ear, and he wildly ex-
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claimed, ." Has she come? oh ! has she come ?" Fanny
was now heard speaking in the hall. We -have said, that
her voice was'strangely like her sister's, so 'twas no wonder
that Mr. Wilmot in his feverish delirium mistook it. Clasp-
ing his'hands together, he exclaimed, "thank God, she has
come; she has come."

The excitement was too much for him, and for a few
moments he was unconscious. When at last animation was
restored, Fanny was hanging over his pillow, and Fanny's
tears were upon his cheek; but he thought it was Julia, and
drawing her to him, he imprinted a burning kiss upon her
fair brow, saying, "God bless you for coming, precious Julia,
I knew you would come ; and now tell me, do you not love
me as well as you always have ? "

Fanny was bewildered, and looked imploringly at Mr.
Miller, who said, "Richard, do you think it is Julia who is
standing by you now ?" The sick man gave a startled
look, and almost shrieked out, "Julia? yes, is it not Julia?
speak quick and tell me, isn't Julia here ? " Mr. Miller's
eyes filled with tears as he answered sadly, "No, Richard,
Julia is not here ; it is Fanny who has come." A deathly
paleness passed over Mr.. Wilmot's face, and a paroxysm of
delirium ensued more violent than any which had preceded
it. At last it partially passed off, and he became compara-
tively calm, but still persisted in thinking it was Julia, whose
hand he held in his and whose breath was upon his cheek.
"Heaven bless you for coming, beloved one,'. he would say,
"I knew you would come, 'and still the dreadful thought has
haunted me, that you might be false, for that was a cruel
letter ; but you did not write it, did you ? "

Fanny answered through her tears, "No, Mr. Wilmot, I
did not write it. It is Fanny who is speaking to you." But
Mr. Wilmot understood only the first part of what she said,
and continued, "I knew you did not, I am satisfied now to

die ; and yet 'tis hard to die when I am so young, and so far
from home, but it is sweet to know that I have your love to'
the last. When I am dead, you will tell them at home how
I loved them and prayed for them. My mother will weep
bitterly for her son, who died so far away, but she does not
love me as well as you do, does she, dearest,?"

Just then Dr. Lacey entered the room. He seemed sur-

prised to see Fanny there, and to hear the words of endear-
ment addressed to her by Mr. Wilmot, but Mr. Miller softly
told him of the mistake. This seemed to satisfy him, but
he anxiously noted every change of Fanny's countenance.
At last Mr. Wilmot said, "If you did not write that letter,
who did? was it, could it have been your sister ? "

" Oh, no ! no !'" said Fanny, " Idid not write it."

"I know you did not, dearest," said he ; "you would not
do such a thing, but who did? I cannot think it was Fanny,
who was always so gentle, so guileless."

Poor Fanny ! she felt that her beloved teacher was dying
with a suspicion of her innocence, and she wept most bitterly.
At last a change passed over Mr. Wilmot's face, a change
which showed that the last 'trying moment had come. It

frequently occurs with dying persons, that at the last their
faculties are for a moment fully restored. So it was with
Mr. Wilmot. A bright smile broke over his face, and look-
ing up at Mr. Miller, he said, "I thank my heavenly Father,
I can see~again. Now, where is Julia? I would look on
her face once more."

"I told you," said Mr. Miller, "that you were mistaken ;
it is not Julia."

"Not Julia !" said Mr. Wilmot, again becoming deliri-
ous. "Not Julia! It cannot be true." Then drawing
Fanny towards him he looked earnestly in her face. Slowly
the bitter truth broke over his mind, and he said, "Yes, I
was mistaken! but I bless you for coming; but Julia, my too
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dearly loved Julia-she is not here. Oh, if I can never see
her in this world, shall I see her in heaven?"

They were the last words he ever uttered. Falling back
on his pillow, he drew Fanny's face to his, and with his last
breath, kissed her quivering lips, and all was over. Sadly
Mr. Miller closed the eyes of his departed friend, and smooth-
ing the covering about him, left him to the care of the ser-
vants. A few hours after, Fanny entered the room with Dr.
Lacey, again to look on the face of Mr. Wilmot.' The sun
was just rising, and its first red rays fell upon the marble
features of the dead. There was on his face an expression

so calm, and heavenly, that Fanny held her breath while
looking at him, lest she should disturb his peaceful repose.
At length she kissed his cold forehead, and silently left the
room which contained the pale sleeper.

In the course of a few hours she returned home, bearing

the sad tidings, which were received by her mother with a
burst of tears ; but Julia preserved the same cool indifference
which she had manifested throughout all Mr. Wilmot's ill-
ness. Hard-hearted as she vas, there came a time in after

years, when that proud head was bowed with grief, and those
dark eyes were bedimmed by tears of penitence, which could
not atone for the past ; for they were of no avail to bring
back the dead from their silent resting-place.'
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CHAPTER VI.

MR. WILMOT's death occurred on Tuesday morning, and the
following Thursday was appointed for his burial. It was
the 1st of September, and a bright, beautiful day ; but its
sunlight fell on many aching hearts, for though he who lay
in his low coffin, so cold and still, was a "stranger in a
strange land," there were many whose tears fell like summer
rain for one who had thus early passed away. He had,
during his lifetime, been a member of the Episcopal church,
and hip funeral services were to take place in Ascension
Church.

The house was filled to overflowing. Mrs. Middleton
Mr. Miller, Dr. Lacey and Fanny, occupied the front seat as
principal mourners for the deceased. Many searching eyes
were bent upon the fair young girl, whose white forehead
gleamed from under the folds of her veil, and whose eyelids,

wet with tears, drooped heavily upon her pale cheek.
Madam Rumor had been busy with her thousand tongues,

and the scene at the death-bed had been told and re-told in
twenty different forms, until at last it had become settled
that on Fanny's part there was some secret attachment, or
she never would have evinced so much interest in Mr. Wil-

mot. She, however, was ignorant of all this, and sat there,
wholly unconscious of the intei'est she was exciting.

r 4*

P

t '. 9

t, i kk

fC

; 

4j

i 

f

t

;

I 'i

tt'

.I{,E ;& ,

S

r

l

f F

11

i ;'

;t l,

t

'

tt

.

i ;

't;

i r

i ie

t

j i

1 4

t.

,'t

:
,4

4

t ';

f

s 1

'

i

;

;

f
,

i r

b t 4r¢{r

1 ! g+

" i i 444{{{:

r )

' !G

i)t i ##

I± ( f

, l Yi

I x

1{

k

ii 

t 

t

r F

IF '

? Ci F

;

si r

j

',i ,

.E i 
i

I

t ;

t i f

li

7 f

j ! i

11111 

N

i f

i l

,,

x

a f$

}$

f 1

l ,



82 TEMPEST AND SUNSHINE;

Julia was not there. She had again defied her mother's
commands, and resisted all Fanny's entreaties, that she

would go to the funeral.
"You ought to see Mr. Wilmot," said Fanny. "He

looks so calm, so peaceful, and," she added in a low voice,

"so forgiving."
"So forgiving !" quickly repeated Julia. "I wonder

what he has to forgive. If I had continued to love him,

'twould not have saved his life."
Fanny sighed, and turned away from. the hard-hearted

girl, who'was left alone with her thoughts during all the

long hours of that day. But to do her justice, w6 must say,

that after her mother and sister were gone, a feeling of sad-

ness stole overher ; her stony heart somewhat softened, and
in the solitude of her chamber, she wept for a long time ;

but whether for Mr. Wilmot's death, her own conduct to-
wards him, or the circumstances which surrounded her, none
can tell.

Let us now return to Frankfort, and go back for a few
moments in our story. Just as the funeral procession had
left the house, and was proceeding towards the church, the
steamboat Diana, ivhich plies between Cincinnati and Frank-
fort. appeared roun1 a bend in the river. She was loaded
with passengers, who were all on the look-out, as they near-
ed the landing-place. Just at that moment, the tolling bell
rang out on the air. Its tones fell sadly on the ear of a tall,
beautiful girl, who was impatiently pacing the deck, and
looking anxiously in the direction of the city. The knell
was repeated, and she murmured, "Oh, what if that should
be for Richard !" The thought overpowered her, and sit-
ting down on a seat near her, she burst into tears. - .

"Can I do any thing for you ?" said the Captain, who at

that moment passed by her.
"Nothing, except to land me in Frankfort as soon as

I
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possible,"-said the young lady, whom the reader will readily
suppose was Kate Wilmot.

"Are you in a great hurry ?" asked the Captain.
"Yes sir," returned Kate. "My brother is dangerously

sick, and I am anxious to get to him."

"Where does your brother live? " asked the Captain.
"He boards witl 'Mrs. Williams, on Elm street," an-

swered Kate.
"Then," said the Captain, "if you will show me your

baggage, I will see that it is sent there, for you probably
will not wish to waste time in looking after it when we

land."
Kite thanked him for his kindness ; and when they

reached the shore, the kind-hearted man called one of his
boatmen, and ordered him to show Miss Wilmot the way to

Mrs. Williams' residence. As Kate approached. the house,
she noticed the air of desertion about it, and her heart sank

for fear her brother might be dead. Running hastily up the

steps, she rang the bell, which was answered by a female

domestic, who was too old and too infirm to attend the fune-

ral. Kate accosted her, by saying, "Does Mr. Wilmot

board here ? "" .
The old lady replied by lifting up her hands, and ex-

claiming, while the tears coursed their way down her fur-

rowed cheeks, "Lord bless me, if. this isn't poor young

marster's sister."
"Yes, yes," said Kate, impatiently, "I am his sister.

But tell me, is he dead? Am I too late ? "
The woman replied, "Not too late to see him, if you're

right spry. They've carried him to the church."

"Where ? What church ?" asked Kate, wildly.
"Right gender ; that ar brick house, with the tall

steeple."
Kate waited for no movie, but darted off in the direction
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of the church. Meanwhile the services were ended, and the
friends of the deceased were taking their last leave of him.
Mrs. Middleton and Mr. Miller stood on one side of the
coffin, while Dr. Lacey and Fanny were on the other.
Fanny gazed long and earnestly upon the face of her teacher
as if she would stamp his likeness with daguerreian accu-
racy upon her heart.

She was turning sadly away, when a noise at the door
caused all eyes to be directed that way, A pale, lovely faceS*
was seen looking anxiously in, and then a slight female
figure advanced through the crowd, which gave way for her
to pass. She passed up the aisle till she reached-the coffin,
then bursting into a flood of tears, she wrung her hands,
exclaiming, "My brother, oh my precious brother-are you
indeed dead ?" She then imprinted kiss after kiss upon the
cold lips of him, who never before disregarded her caresses;
and as the full force of her loss came over her, she uttered
a low, piercing cry of anguish, and fell fainting into the
arms of Mr. Miller, who recognized in her beautiful features
the original of the picture which Mr. Wilmot had shown
him a few months before.

lie bore her out into the open air, where he was in-
stantly surrounded by half a dozen ladies, each insisting that
the fair stranger should be taken to her house. First among
these was Mrs. Crane, who saw by a glance at Kate that
her presence would not be derogatory to any house, so she
determined to have her taken to her own dwelling, and
urged her claim so hard, that Mr. Miller at last consented,
thinking that Mrs. Williams must be wearied with the
recent illness of Mr. Wilmot.

Accordingly, when Kate was again restored to con-
sciousness, sie found herself in an.elegantly furnished room,
with a gaily dressed, handsome lady sitting by her. This
was Mrs. Carrington, whose delicate nerves would not suffer
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her to'attend a funeral. On seeing Kate move, she spoke to

her, and asked if she felt better.
"Yes, much better," said Kate ; "but where am I?

What has happened ?" And then as the recollection of
what had occurred came over her, she burst into tears, and
said, "My brother-they have buried him, I suppose, and I
cannot see him again."

Mrs. Carrington answered, ' I think they have not gone
to the cemetery yet. I will dispatch a servant, and ask

them to delay the burial a few .moments, if you desire it."
Kate thanked her ; but at that moment a messenger

came from Mr. Miller. He had anticipated Kate's. wishes,
and sent word that a carriage was waiting to convey her to
the church, where she could have another opportunity of
seeing her brother. Mrs. Carrington felt constrained to offer

. to accompany her, and the two proceeded to the church,
and thence to the cemetery.

- Although Mrs. Carrington had not visited Mr. Wilmot

during his illness, she was by no means ignorant of Fanny's
attentions. She had taken great pains to comment upon
them in Dr. Lacey's presence, saying, that "she had often

suspected Fanny of possessing a more than ordinary affec-

tion for Mr. Wilmot,.and she had sometimes thought her

affection returned. For her part, she did not blame Julia

for absenting herself from him, for she'had probably dis-
covered his preference for her sister." Her object in doing
this was. to make Dr. Lacey think less favorably'of Fanny,
for with her practised eye, she had discovered that for no

other female did he feel such an interest as for "Little

Faiiny Middleton," as she always termed her.

At the grave, she noticed Fanny's pale face and swollen

eyes, and found occasion to say to her, loud enough for Dr.

Lacey to hear, "I am astonished, Fanny, to see you show. to
the world how muchi you loved your sister's betrothed ! "
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86 TEMPEST AND SUNSHINE ;

This remark had no effect upon Fanny, except causing
her to look at Mrs. Carrington in .surprise, and to wonder
what she meant. With Dr. Lacey it was different. Imper-
ceptibly, "Little Fanny Middleton" had won a place in his
heart, which no other one had ever possessed. At. first he
admired her for her frank, confiding nature, and after-
wards he learned to love her for the many lovely traits
of her character. He had thought it perfectly natural that
she should feel a great interests in Mr. Wilmot, who was for
so long a time a member of her father's family; but the
wrong construction which was put upon her motives, an-
noyed him, and even made him fearful that her heart might
be more interested in Mr. Wilmot than he was willing to be,.
lieve. As he stood by the open grave, into which the cold
earth was heavily falling, there rested upon his brow a deep-
er shade of sadness than was occasioned by the mere death
of his friend. Mrs. Carrington observed it, and resolved to
follow up the train of thought which she saw was awakened
in his mind.

After the burial, Kate returned to Mrs. Crane's, where
she was treated with every possible attention which polite-
ness or sympathy could dictate. A few days after the fu-
neral, she one evening casually 'asked, "If that fair, deli-
cate-looking girl at her brother's grave, were not Miss
Middleton ?"

"Yes," replied Mrs. Carrington. "Did 'you not think
from her manner that she was a sincere mourner ?"

Kate was about to reply, when Dr. Lacey prevented her,
by saying, "Pardon me, Mrs. Carrington; but I think you
have given Miss Wilmot a wrong impression. She doubt.
less thinks it was Miss Julia Middleton."

"Yes," said Kate ; "I did think it was Miss Julia. Was
I mistaken ? "

Dr. Lacey replied, "That it was Fanny--Julia's
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younger sister;" and then he told how faithfully she had

watched over Mr. Wilmot during his illness. Of Julia, he

said nothing; and although Kate wished very much to know

something concerning her, she determined not to question

Dr. Lacey, but to wait and ask Mr. Miller, who, for some

reason, seemed nearer to her than any other one of the

strangers by whom she was surrounded. He had been

solicited to take charge of the school, which was now desti-

tute of a teacher, and as the situation pleases him, he

readily accepted the offer, and selected Mrs. Crane's as his

boarding-place. Perhaps one inducement which led him to

do this, was the presence of the beautiful Kate, in whom he

daily became more interested.

Years before, when but a boy in the boarding-school .at

Canandaigua, he had often fancied that the time would

come, when he should both see and know the sister whom

Richard Wilmot used to describe in such glowing terms.

-Since then, another image had filled his heart, and he had

dreamed of another face-not as fair, perhaps, but quite as

innocent. But now the dream was sadly over, and he had

' never thought of the gentle Fanny for a wife, since that

night when, as he supposed, he saw the dark side of her

character. He, however, could not conquer his old parti-

ality, and always spoke of her in the highest terms. Con-

sequently, from his description of her, Kate received a very

favorable impression.
He said but little of Julia; but told Kate that he would

take her to Mr. Middleton's the first fine day.. He wished

to go there in order to induce Mrs. Middleton to send her

daughters back to school. The next Saturday was fixed

upon for the visit, and at an early hour, Mr. Miller and Kate

were on their way to Mr. Middleton's.

Kate Wilmot was not only very handsome, but was also

very intelligent and agreeable, and by the time their Fide
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TEMPEST AND SUNSHINE ;

was half completed, Mr. Miller was more than half in love,
and was building air-castles just as he had done months
before, when Fanny was the mistress of them all.

About noon they reached Mr. Middleton's, where they
were received very kindly by Mrs. Middleton, very joyfully
by Fanny, and very coldly by Julia, whose face always
wore a darker frown whenever Mr. Miller was present ; but
he apparently did not notice it, and went on conversing
upon different subjects. At last he asked when Mr. Middle-
ton was expected home.

"I am expecting him every day," said Mrs. Middleton ;
"and," she addesl in a lower tone, "I almost dread to have
him come, for I do not know that he has ever heard a word
of Richard's illness and death."

"Why, have you never written to him?" asked Mr.
Miller.

"Yes," replied she ; "but it is so uncertain as to what
place he is in, or how long he will remain there, that it is
doubtful whether he ever received the letter. We heard
from him a few days ago. He was then in Indiana, and as
he said nothing about Mr. Wilmot, I presume he has not
heard of his death."

Just as she had finished speaking, the dogs set up a
great barking, and the negroes uttered the joyful cry of;

." Marster's come ! Master's come!" The family ran to
the door to meet him ; but Fanny could not wait for him to
enter the house, neither could she stop to unfasten the gate,
but clearing it with one bound, she was soon in the arms of'
her father, who uttered his usual "Ha, ha," and said, "Well
done, darling; you'll do for a cirkis rider. Are you glad to
see your old pap ?"

The blacks then gathered round, and he shook hands.
with them all, saying," How d'ye, boys? How d'ye ? Have
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you worked right smart since*I've been gone? If you have,
you may have a play spell the rest of the arternoon."

So saying he entered the house, where after greeting-his
wife, Julia, and Mr. Miller, he was introduced to "Miss Wil-
mot." He took her hand, and looking at her for a moment,
said, "Wilmot, Wilmot ! Are you Dick's sister ?"

Kate's eyes filled with tears as she answered, "Yes, sir,
Richard was my brother."

"Richard was your brother ! Great Moses ! what does
this mean? And you in black, and crying ! " Then looking
at his wife, who was also in tears, he added impatiently.
"What in thun -'' but instantly recollecting himself,
he said more gently, "Can't any body tell me what has hap-

pened?" And the old man's cheek paled, and his voice
trembled, as the dread of what might have happened stole
over him.

Fanny at last went up to him, and said softly, " Father,
Mr. Wilmot is dead !".

Mr. Middleton sank into the nearest chair, and covering
his rough face with his hands, wept as freely as a little child.

He had loved Mr. Wilmot with almost a father's love, and
during his absence had not been unmindful of him. Safely
stowed away in his carpet bag, were several costly books,

which he had purchased as a present for Richard. He had

also hoped that as Julia's husband, he would have a good in-

flience over her, and improve her fractious disposition ; and
many were the plans which he had formed, as to what he

would do when Richard was really his son. But now he

was gone for ever. The blow was so sudden, so unexpected,

that for several minutes he was stunned by its force, and
wept on in silence.

At last lifting up his head,.he turned to Kate and said,
"You must not think me a silly old 'fool, child, for Lord

knows old Josh Middleton hain't shed sich tears afore, since

G
i

3

r

1

f; y

'

I,

I r

i {{

{ I t

!

;

t {

, 3

3

,

'j ";,

!

Ei

,

fih

t'

f l

I f

4 
)t

1

[a

}f

ff!

jet,

J

f

a H

88

S



a

90 TEMPEST AND SUNSHINE;

he was a little shaver and cried when they buried up his
dead mother."

Kate could not reply, but from that time she felt for Mr.
Middleton a respect and esteem which nothing could ever
change.

After Mr. Middleton had become, calm, he proceeded to
enumerate to Mr. Miller the many good qualities of Mr.
Wilmot ; said he, "He was a capital feller ; allus just so.
Lively as a cricket; none of your stuck-up, fiddle-faddle
notions. And then he was such a good boarder,--not a bit
pertikiler what he et ; why, he was the greatest kind of a
man-eat corn bread, turnip greens, or any thing !"

At this speech Kate smiled in spite of her tears, and Mr.
Middleton went on; "But he warn't as handsome as his
sister, and I'll be skinned if I ever seen any body that was.
Tempest can't hold a candle to her, for all she feels so crank.
Why, Kit, or Kate, what's yer name, you're as handsome as
a picter !"

Mr. Miller probably thought so too, if the admiring look
which he gave her was any criterion. Mr. Middleton ob-
served it, and forgetting for a moment the death of his friend,
he slapped Mr. Miller on his shoulder, saying, "I tell you
what, my boy ; it's a mighty mean wind that blows nobody
any good fortin. Miss Kate warn't sent to -Kentuck for
nothin', and unless you're a bigger loggerhead than I think
you be, you'll try to find out what she come for, and how
long she's goin' to stay."

Mr. Miller smiled and said, "I hope we shall be. able to
keep Miss Wilmot all winter, for the people of Frankfort are
wanting a music teacher,'and have solicited her to remain
in that capacity."

"By Jove," said Mr. Middleton, "that's just the thing !
And you have taken Dick's place in school, poor boy-poor
boy, to die so soon ! " The tears were again moistening his
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immense beard, but this time he hastily brushed them away,
and went on, "Yes, that's a capital idee, and you want me
to patternize you by sending my two ;gals,-hey? Well, I
reckon I can't do better, if they want to go. Ho ! Tempest,-.--
Sunshine,-what d'ye say? D'ye want to go back to Frank-

fort and board at Miss Crane's, 'long of Mr. Miller, Dr. La-
cey, Katy did, and that 'tother infernal Katy didn't, what
fainted spang away at the sight of old Josh? But though
she was so dreadfully steered, the pooty color didn't leave
her cheek an atom. Lightnin' spikes! let me catch my gals
paintin' and I'll---"

But he was prevented from telling what he'd do by
Fanny; who clapped her hands and said, "Oh father, you
are a dear good man ; may we really go?"

- "I thought Fanny would be pleased with the idea," said
Mr. Miller, "and even if she had objected, I was going to
send the Doctor out, and I know he would bring her to terms."
" Fanny blushed, and her father said, "Do you think so?
Well, I'm glad on't. I'd as soon she'd have him as any
body; and she's worthy of him too, for if she can love such
a hideous old clown as Iam, she'll stick to such a nice man
as Dr. Lacey through thick and thin. But what do you
sty to goin', Tempest ? "

Julia had at first thought that nothing. could induce her
to become a pupil of Mr. Miller, but his allusion to Dr. Lacey
decided her otherwise. It was necessary that she should go,
for she did not dare trust her sister alone with the Doctor ; so
she swallowed her dislike to Mr. Miller, and said she should
be delighted to return to school.

It was settled that they should go during the next week.
This arrangement gave great pleasure to Dr. Lacey, who
found it very lonely in Frankfort without Fanny, and had
several times spoken of returning to New Orleans. But when
he learned that Fanny was coming back, he suddenly changed
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his mind, and concluded that Frankfort would be a charm-
ing winter residence. This was laughingly told to Fanny
by Kate, who had learned to love her very much. Julia
she disliked, 'for. she had at last drawn from Mr.. Miller the
whole history of her proceedings, and she could but look
upon the false-hearted girl as accessory to her brother's
death.

Julia knew that by the fair Northern beauty, she was
secretly despised, but the did not care, for she had.conceived
a great friendship for Mrs. Carrington, whom she often
amused with her remarks about New-York people. Once
she said, "I do wish New-York would die, or stop taking
emetics, and sending the contents of her bilious stomach to
Kentucky in the shape of teachers ! " .

Mrs. Carringtou smiled and said; "I think you prefer
Louisiana emetics, do you not ? "

Julia blushed as she answered, "Yes, but what can I do?
There's Mr. Miller ready to back up whatever Fanny does,
and put down whatever* I do. I'd thank him to mind his
own business, and stay at his own home ! "

Mrs. Carrington did not reply, for she, too, was greatly
annoyed by the presence of Mr. Miller and Kate. The lat-
ter she looked upon as a rival, for she was said by every one
to have the most beautiful face in Frankfort. This greatly
displeased, Mrs. Carrington, who, before Kate's arrival, had
been considered the belle of the town, so far as beauty was
concerned. She also felt great contempt for Kate's occupa-
tion as a teacher, and said, " she didn't see why folks should
make such an ado over a poor music teacher."

Once, in speaking on the subject to Dr. Lacey, she said,
"I am glad I- was not born in New-York, for then I should
have been obliged to pick up chips, split wood, dig potatoes,
wash dishes, and teachschool ! "

Dr. Lacey's reply to this remark was, "I think, Mrs.

t

i,

a

F

Carrington, you will admit that the young ladies who come

here from the North, almost always possess superior educa-

tion. Now if they spend much time in splitting wood, and
digging potatoes, I am sure they could not acquire so much

knowledge."
Mrs. Carrington answered, "Of course you feel interested

in New-Yorkers, for Fanny has taken a great fancy to them,
and whatever she likes, you must of course."

"Yes,.I know Fanny likes our New-York friends very
much," said Dr. Lacey. "And I think you will allow that

she shows good taste in the choice of her associates."

"Oh yes, admirable," returned Mrs. Carrington," almost

as good taste as some of my acquaintance show in preferring
her."

"1What do you mean ? " asked Dr. Lacey.

"Why, I mean," said Mrs. Carrington, "that I am

puzzled to know what attraction such a simple-minded girl
- as Fanny can have for a person of your intelligence."

Dr. Lacey bit his lip, but forcing down his. anger said,
"She possesses the same attraction which every guileless,
innocent person. has."

C'Guileless and innocent," repeated Mrs. Carrington;
"rather call her artful and designing. Depend upon it, Doctor,

you have only seen the bright side of her disposition. You

should see her in her room, and know how much trouble

her sister has with her !"

She might have said more, but Dr. Lacey stopped her

by saying rather warmly, "Mrs. Carrington, you shall not

talk so about Fanny ; I know you do not like her, and con-

sequently, whatever you can say of her, will have no effect

upon me."
So saying he quitted the apartment, leaving Mrs. Car-

rington to her own reflections. They were not very pleasant,

for Dr. Lacey's manner had said as plainly as words could
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say, that she had better mind her own business, and she
began to think so herself, for she muttered, "After all, what
is it to me if he does like Fanny? I am bound fast, but oh,
if I were free, I'd compass heaven and earth to secure him !"
Her wish to be free was realized sooner than she antici-
pated.

That afternoon when the Sea Gull came up from Louis-
ville, it brought home her husband, wearied, worn out, and
sick. He took his bed, and never left his room again till
strong men carried him out, and laid him down to sleep in
the silent graveyard. The close of his life was calm and
peaceful, for he had early chosen the better part, and he
looked upon the grave, as but a stepping-stone from earth
to heaven..

His life was a dreary pilgrimage, for though he possess-
ed for his young, giddy wife, a strong, ardent affection, he
had long known that 'twas not returned, and he felt that
she would be happier if he were dead. She however paid
him as much attention during his illness, as the gay life she
led would allow, but she was 'often away, and night after
night was he left alone with his Bible and his God, while
she was in the midst of some fashionable amusement. Her
neglect was,~however, partly made up to him by the kind
care of Fanny, who gave him all the time she could possi-
bly spare from her school duties. Mrs. Carrington found it
very convenient to call upon her, whenever she wished to be
absent, and hour after hour the fair young girl sat by the
sick man's bedside, employed either with her needle, her
books, or drawing. Mr. Carrington was a fine scholar, and
gave her much assistance in her studies.

When he grew too weak to read, she would read to him
from the Bible, stopping occasionally, while he explained
some obscure passage, or endeavored to impress on her mind
some solemn truth. Thus were the seeds of righteousness
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sown, which afterwards sprang up and bore fruit unto ever-
lasting life.

At last, the chilling dews came upon his forehead, his
eye grew dim with the mists of death, and then he laid his
cold, white hand on Fanny's head, and prayed most earnest-
ly that Heaven's choicest blessings, both here and hereafter,
might descend upon one who had so kindly smoothed his
dark pathway down to the valley of death. A few words
of affectionate farewell to his wife, and he was gone. His
crushed, aching heart had ceased to beat, and in a few days
the green sod was growing above his early grave.

Fanny begged so earnestly to have him buried.by the
side of Mr. Wilmot, that Mrs. Carrington finally consented,
and the two, who had never seen each other on earth, now
lay peacefully side by side. When the spring time came,
the same fair hands planted flowers over the graves of her
brothers, as she loved to call the two men, each of whom
had blessed her with his dying breath. Thither would she
often go with Dr. Lacey, who was each day learning to love
her more and more.

Mrs. Carrington contented herself with having a few
hysterical fits, shedding a few tears, dressing herself in an

expensive suit of mourning, and erecting to the memory of
her husband a magnificent monument. When Mr. Middle-
ton saw the latter, he said, "Why the plague can't Dick
have as good a grave stun as that young Lieutenant? He
desarves it jest as much ;" so out came his purse, and when
Mrs. Carrington went next to visit the costly marble at her
husband's grave, she was chagrined to see by its side a still
more splendid one.. But there was no help for it, so she had
to enduie in silence, consoling herself with thinking how be-
comingly she would dress, and how many conquests she
would make, when the term of her mourning should have

expired !
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CHAPTER VII.

OUR readers will not be sorry, if after a chapter of sadness

and death, we turn to a more joyous one, and tell them of

the bridal of Kate Wilmot and Mr. Miller. Kate wished to

defer it a few months, on account of the recent death of her

brother, but her lover urged his claims so strongly, that she

at last yielded, and their marriage took place on Christmas

eve. Mr. W -- , one of the wealthiest men in Frankfort,
very kindly offered to give Kate a splendid wedding party,
but she politely declined his generous offer, as she did not

feel like entering into such a scene of gayety as would neces-

sarily attend a large party.
A few of her most intimate friends assembled in Mrs.

Crane's parlor, and thence proceeded to the church, which

was crowded with anxious spectators, many of whom almost

envied Mr. Miller his beautiful bride, while others envied

her the fine looking man who stood there as the bridegroom,

and all were unanimous in pronouncing it an excellent

match. Kate's happiness on this occasion was not unmin-

gled with sadness, for her thoughts went back to the time

when, with a heart bursting with anguish, she had first

entered that church, and passed up its broad aisle until she

reached the side of her darling brother, who lay shrouded in

his coffin.
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Now the scene was changed ; she was there as the happy
bride of one to whom she had given the undivided affection
of her heart, and as the solemn words were uttered which
made her his for ever, she felt that her brother's spirit hover-
ed near, to bless her union with one who had ever been his
true friend. She had requested that Fanny should be her
bride's-maid, and the young girl now stood at the altar, with
her bright face beaming with'happiness, for Dr. Lacey, who
was by her side, had, the night before, told her all his love,
and had won from hpr a promise that, at some future time,
she would be his. He told her that he would speak to her
father the next evening.

Accordingly, after the wedding-party had returned to
Mrs. Crane's, he invited Mr. Middleton to go with him for a
few moments to his roorn. Fanny was sure of her father's
consent, but she could not help feeling nervous when she saw
him leave the parlor, accompanied by Dr. Lacey. A few
moments after, she observed that Julia also was missing, and
she trembled lest she might have suspected something, and
gone to listen.

Nor was she mistaken in her fears ; for Mrs. Carrington
and Julia both had an inkling of what 'was going on, and
when the latter heard Dr. Lacey say something to her father
in a low tone, and then saw them leave the room together,
she arose and stealthily followed themup stairs.,Going out
on the balcony, she stole softly up to Dr. Lacey's window,
and there, unobserved, listened to a conversation which con-
firhed her worst fears. In a firm, decidedtone, Dr.Lacey
told Mr. Middleton of his love for his daughter, and' said sbe
had promised to be his if her father would Consent.

Mr. Middleton replied, "And so it's my'darter you
want. Of course it's Sunshine ?
r "Certainly, sit" answered Dr. Lacey.

"Well, I'm glad on't. rve seen it all along'; but I
5
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didn't know but mebby Tempest had come it over you with

her pretty face-but devil of a life you'd lead with her."

Dr. Lacey did not reply, but Julia did ; and though the

tones of her voice were too low to be heard, they were none

the less emphatic, as she said, "And devil of a life I'll make

you lead if you do not have me." At the same time she

ground her glittering teeth, and shook her clenched fist at

the two men, who were unconscious of the rage they were

exciting.
Mr. Middleton continued, "Yes, I'll give you Sunshine, I

reckon, and a hundred thousand dollars beside."

"It's Fanny I want, and not her money," said Dr.

Lacey.
"Oh yes, I know," answered Mr. Middleton; "but I

reckon you won't object to a few thousand, unless you are

as rich as a Jew."
Dr. Lacey replied, "I am not as rich as a Jew, but I am

the only child of my father, who is said to be worth half a

million."
"Haifa million I" repeated Mr. Middleton, in astonish-

ment. " Golly-ludy, man, what made you ever think of a
poor girl like Sunshine ?"

"Because I love her," answered Dr. Lacey, "and I would

marry her just as soon, if she were not worth one dime."

"May be you would, and may be you wouldn't," mut-

tered Julia; "and perhaps you'll have her, and perhaps you

won't. You've got me to deal with, and I'd like to see the -

person who can cross my path with impunity." So saying,

she glided from her hiding-place, and went down stairs to

the parlor, leaving her father and Dr. Lacey to finish their

conversation.
Dr. Lacey proposed that Fanny should continue at

school two years longer, .and at the end of that time he

would claim her as his wife.
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"Why, yes," said Mr. Middleton; "I s'pose I under-
stand ; you want her to be more accomplished like, afore
you take her down to New Orleans. Well, it's perfectly

nateral, and old Josh '11 spar no pains nor money."
.And so the conference ended. When Dr. Lacey re-

entered the parlor, Fanny read his success in his face. In a
short time, he managed to get near her, and bending down,
whispered to her, "My own dear Fanny for ever." At these
words, a beautiful blush suffused Fanny's usually pale cheek.
It was noticed by Julia, who was watching the Doctor and
her sister with a feeling of almost fiendish hatred. When
she saw the bright look of joy which passed over Fanny's
face as the Doctor whispered to her, she pressed her small
white hands together, until her long transparent nails left
their impress in her flesh !

Just then Mr. Miller, with his wife upon his arm, ap-
proached the spot where the Doctor was standing, and said,
"Why, Doctor, what has happened? You look almost as
happy as I feel. And little Fanny too is really looking quite
rosy. I should not be surprised if my wedding should be
the prelude to another."

Julia could hear no more, but sick with anger, she
turned away, heartily wishing Mr. Miller was in California
digging gold with the water six feet deep all around him!
When the company began to dispee, Dr. Lacey whispered
to Fanny that he wished her to remain a few moments, as
he had something to say to her. Accordingly after the par-
lor was deserted, he drew her to a sofa, and placing his arm
around her, told her of the p14n which he had marked out
for her improvement during the next two years. To all that
he required Fanny promised a cheerful compliance, and he
proceeded to tell her how he would in the mean time beau-
tify his southern home, and fit it up with every luxury which
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could please a refined, delicate female.. By the time he had
finished, Fanny was weeping from excess of happiness.

"It seems so strange," said she, "that you should prefer
me to any one else, me who am so plain looking, so "

"So pure minded and innocent," interrupted Dr. Lacey,
"and so lovely too, for to me, you are very handsome. Not
as beautiful perhaps' as Mrs. Miller, for there are few who
are, and yet I like your looks quite as well."

Fanny did not reply, and after a few moments' silence,
he said, "Fanny, I shall be obliged to go to New Orleans
soon."

"Go to New Orleans !" said Fanny. "Oh, don't."
"But I must," answered he. "Business of importance

calls me there."
"How soon must you go ?"
"In two weeks," he replied.
" And how long will you be gone ?"
"Probably three months," he answered. "But I shall

write to you often ; twice a week, perhaps, and you-will find
enough to do to answer my letters and attend to your stu-
dies, besides practising your music lessons. By the way,
Fanny, I wish you to pay particular attention to music, for
you know I am very fond of it."

Fanny promised that she would, and they then separated
for the night. While Fanny was going to her room, she de-
termined she would tell Julia all her future prospects ; but
she found her sister either asleep or pretending to be (the
latter was the fact)'; so she said nothing, but lay down with-
out disturbing her. She could not sleep, however, and to-
wards morning Julia called out in no very gentle tones, "Do
lie still, Fan, or else get up and go down in the parlor and
have another tete-a-tete with Dr. Lacey."

Fanny saw that her sister was awake, and she resolved
to improve the opportunity, even if Julia were not in a very

e'

4'

gentle mood. So she said," Sister, I want to tell you some-
thing, wake up, won't you? "

"Wake up !" answered Julia. "I should like to know
who's been asleep, or who can sleep where you are.? What
is the great secret you wish to tell me

With many blushes and some stammering Fanny got
through with her story. After she had finished Julia was
silent a few moments and then said, "Well, what of it?
What if Dr. Lacey has promised to marry you?' Is that
any reason why you should keep me awake all night ?"

Fanny did not answer, and as her mind was relieved from
the weighty matter of telling her sister, she soon fell asleep,
and when she awoke. the sun was high in the heavens, and
Mrs. Miller was bending over her, wishing her a "Merry
Christmas!" That day there was sent to Mrs. Crane's a large
box, which Dr. Lacey was very particular to have handled
carefully. When it was opened, it was found to contain an
elegant rosewood piano, and a note in which was written,
"A Christmas Gift for Fanny." The delighted girl did not
ask who was the giver, for she well knew ; and resolved to
apply herself closely to music, so as to do justice to her
beautiful present.

The two.weeks of Dr. Lacey's stay passed rapidly away,
and at their close he bade Fanny an affectionate good-bye,
promising to write regularly twice a week, and to return, if
possible, at the end of three months. After he was gone it
seemed to Fanny that one half of her lifehad left her, and
she felt very unhappy. There was something in her sister's
manner which she' could not define, and as Julia seemed
anxious to avoid her she spent much of her time with Mrs.
Miller, who each day grew fonder of her little "Kentucky
sister," as she often called her in imitation of her brother.

Meantime Julia spent all her leisure hours with Mrs. Car-
rington, to whom she confided her feelings and wishes. Mrs.
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Carrington was not displeased to find that Julia was deter-
mined to break the engagement between Dr. Lacey and"
Fanny, and secretly hoped she would succeed. Not that she

wished to aid Julia in securing the Doctor, for such was not
her intention. - Neither did she look upon such an event as
possible, for she felt sure that Dr. Lacey never would fancy
Julia, even if there were no Fannys in the world ; and sup-
posing he did, she could easily remedy it by exposing Julia's
wickedness.

In due course of time a letter arrived for Fanny from
Dr. Lacey. It was a well-filled sheet, and so full of affection
and kind suggestions for her improvement, that Fanny felt
an increased pleasure in thinking that she was the object of
Dr. Lacey's love. Julia watched her with an evil eye, as
she read'the letter, and when she saw the look -of joy which
lit up every feature, she thought," Yes, read on and enjoy it,
-do -- , for you'll not get many more such !"

That day after school she started out for the purpose of
laying the foundation for the fulfilment of a part of her plans.
There was in the post-office a clerk whose name was Joseph
Dunn. He was an awkward, raw-Ined young man, about
six feet two inches high. Until within a few months he
had lived near Mr. Middleton. He had a very.yellow face,
yellow hair, and yellow teeth, the latter of which projected
over his under lip! He also drove a very yellow horse and
rode in a yellow buggy. In his own estimation he was per-
fectly irresistible, and imagined he had only to say the word
and all the girls in the country would eagerly accept the
offer of being mistress of his fancy colored horse and per-
son. For Fanny he had conceived a violent passion, and
wondered much that she should repel all his serious advan-
ces. At last he wrote her a letter, saying that on a certain
afternoon he would visit her and make a formal offer of his
hand. He bade her weigh the matter seriously, so that she
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would have no one to blame but herself, if she should ever
regret answering in the affirmative.

Fanny was very much annoyed by this letter, and when
on the afternoon specified, she saw old "sorrel" coming up
to the gate, she said, "Father, there is Joe coming here to
offer me the honor of becoming Mrs. Dunn. Iie troubles
me exceedingly with his attentions, and I wish you would
manage to make him keep away."

Thus enlightened Mr. Middleton was ready for any emer-
gency, and he answered Joe's confident knock in person.
The young man greeted him with a very polite, "Good
afternoon," to which Mr. Middleton returned a significant
' umph!"

"Is your daughter Fanny at home?" asked Mr. Dunn.
"Yes, she's at home," said Mr. Middleton. "What d'ye

want of her?"

" should like to have a few moments' private conference
with her, if you've no objection, sir," replied Mr. Dunn.

"A few moments' private fiddlestick," answered Mr.
Middleton. "What the devil-whose little boy are yQu ?
Ain't you Miss Dunn's little boy? You'd better scratch
gravel for home, aid if I catch you here again dickerin' after
Fanny, I'll pull every corn-colored har out of your head !"

This rebuff somewhat cooled the ardor of Joseph's attach-
ment, and as he felt sure that Fanny had. told her father of
his coming, he from that time disliked her as much as he
had before admired her. Not long after the sad finale of
his afaire du coeur, he .left his home in the country and
going to Frankfort became a clerk in the post-office. Julia
well knew the old grudge which he had towards Fanny, and
as he did not possess the best principles in the world, she
had strong hopes of procuring his services for the accom-
plishment of her purpose.

Accordingly at about half-past five, she bent her steps
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in the direction of the post-office, hoping to see him in the
street, for she knew that he usually went to his supper at
that hour. She had not gone far beyond the post-office,
when he overtook her. She greeted him with her blandest
smile, and as she seemed inclined to be very sociable, he
slackened his pace for the sake of walking with hen They
had not proceeded far when she said, "Mr. Dunn, if you are
not in a particular hurry, I should like to have 'you walk on
with me, as I have something to communicate to you."

Joseph was .delighted, and still he knew not what to
think. The haughty Julia had formerly treated him with
disdain; but within a week or two her conduct towards him
had changed, and she seemed to seek his society, and now
she had even asked him to walk with her. What could it
mean? He was not long kept in ignorance, for in a few
words Julia explained her wishes.

"You know, Mr. Dunn," said she, "that I have money,
and I am willing to pay you almost any amount, and then
it is such a rare opportunity for being revenged upon Fanny,
who did abuse you shamefully, and even now makes all
manner of fun of you. It will not be much trouble for you,"
she continued, "for you can watch our box, and whenever
a letter arrives from Dr. Lacey, you can lay it aside until
you have an opportunity of giving it to me, and you can do
the same with Fanny's lettersI!"

Joseph did not hesitate long, for the love of money was
strong within him, and he also had a desire for revenging
his fancied insult. Julia's manner towards him too was not
without its effect, for he felt greatly flattered that she should
choose him for her confidant ; so at last he promised to ac-
cede to her proposal on condition that he was well paid.

"It will be well enough," said Julia, "to let her have
three or four letters, as it would not be natural for him to
forget her immediately you know."
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"Oh, yes, ma'am," said Mr. Dunn, "I understand how
to do it. Never fear but I'll fix it right."

"Well then, here is a part of your pay in advance," said

Julia, as she slipped a ten dollar note into his hand. At
first he seemed inclined not to take it, but finally did so, say-
ing, "I suppose I ought to be paid, for it's mighty ticklish
business."

After having arranged affairs to her satisfaction, Julia
bade Mr.^Dunn a very friendly good night, and returned
home, where she found Fanny employed in writing an an-
swer to Dr. Lacey's letter. Here, for the present, we will
leave them, until Julia's plot has had time to ripen.

5*
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CHAPTER VIII.

THE reader will now accompany us to Geneva, one of the most
beautiful villages in Western New-York. On arriving at the
depot we are beset by a host of runners, who call out lustily,
"Temperance House !"" Franklin House !"" Geneva Hotel! !,
"Carriage to any part of the village for a shilling!" but we
prefer walking, an1 passing up Water-street, and Seneca-
street, we soon come to Main-street, which we follow until
we reach a large elegant mansion, the property of Judge
Fulton, who is that-evening entertaining a fashionable party.
No matter if we are not invited, we canenter unperceived,
and note down what is taking place.

Our attention is first directed towards the Judge and his
accomplished lady, who are doing the honors of the evening.
As we scan their looks closely, we are struck with the pecu-
liarly benevolent expression which rests upon their features,
and we feel sure that to them wealth was'not given in vain,
and that the beggar never left their door unfed, or uncared
for.

Mrs. Fulton's countenance looks very familiar to us, and
we wonder much where we have seen her before, or if we

never have seen her, who it is that she so strongly reminds
us of. Before we can solve the mystery, we observe across
the room, a face which makes us start up and exclaim, "Is
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it possible ! Can that be Dr. Lacey ? " A second look at

the gentleman in question, convinces us that he is two inches

shorter than Dr. Lacey, and also that he vWears glasses; still

he bears a striking resemblance to the Doctor, and we inquire
who he is. We are told that his name is Robert Stanton.

He is a graduate of Yale, and a brother of Mrs. Fulton.

He is intending in a few days to start for Kentucky, in com-

pany with Frederic Raymond, who was a classmate of his.

As we watch young Stanton's movements, we observe a

certain restlessness in his eye, as it wanders over the crowded
room, seemingly in quest of some one who is not there. At
last there is a new arrival, and Miss Warner, a very prim
lady, and a teacher in the Seminary, is announced, together
with three of her pupils. As the young girls enter the par-
lor, Mr. Stanton seems suddenly animated with new life, and
we feel sure that one of those young ladies has a great at-
traction for him. Nor are we mistaken, for he soon crosses
the room, and going up toone of them, a rosy-cheeked, blue-
eyed girl, he says in a low tone, "I am glad you have come,
Nellie. I had almost given you up, and concluded you were
doing penance for some misdemeanor, and so could not come
out." Then taking her upon his arm, he kept her near him
X11 the evening.

There wis a strange history connected with Helen Ash-
ton, or Nellie, as she was more familiarly called, but of this
we will speak hereafter. She was formerly a member of the
young ladies' school in New Haven, where she had become
acquainted with Robert Stanton, who was in college. An
intimacy sprang up between them, which at last ripened into
an engagement. Stanton's home was near Geneva, and
when he left college, he suddenly discovered that the Geneva
Seminary was superior to any other, and with but little
trouble he pursuaded Nellie to go there to school.

She had now been an inmate of the Seminary in that
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place little more than a year, during which time Robert had

pursued the study of Law in Judge Fulton's office. He had

always possessed a great desire to visit Kentucky, and had

finally concluded to do so, determining if he liked it, to make

it his permanent residence. He was to return the next

autumn for Nellie, who was to remain in school until that

time.

As they stood together that evening conversing about

Kentucky, Nellie said, "I have an old schoolmate in Frank-

fort. It is Kate Wilmot. Do you not remember having
seen her in New Haven ?"

"Is she very beautiful ?" asked Robert.

"Oh yes, exceedingly so. She turned half the student's

heads," answered Nellie.
"Yes, I remember her perfectly well," said Frederic Ray-

mond, who was standing near, "and so does Bob, but he

wants to pretend he does not. By the way, Miss Ashton,"
continued he, "are you not afraid that Kate's marvellous

beauty will endanger your claim upon Robert's heart, when

he shall be near her constantly, and can only think of your
blue eyes as 'over the hills and far away?'"

Helen blushed, but did not answer, and Stanton said,
"Never fear for me, Fred., but rather keep your own heart

safely locked up, for fear some of those dark-eyed Kentucky
girls will, ere you are aware, rifle you of it."

"I shall do no such thing," returned Frederic. "I am:
going there for the express purpose of losing ny heart, and
the first Kentucky girl which pleases me shall be my wife,
any way."

"Whether she likes you or not ?" asked Nellie.
"Yes, whether she likes me or not," answered Frederic;

"I shall marry her first, and make her like me afterwards."

So saying he sauntered off to another part of the room,
little thinking that what he had spoken in jest would after-
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ward prove true. At a late hour the company began to dis-
perse, Miss Warner keeping a watchful eye upon her pupils,
lest some lawless collegiate. should relieve her from the
trouble of seeing them safely home. This perpendicular
maiden had lived forty years on this mundane sphere, with-
out ever having had an offer, and she had come to think of
gentlemen as a race of intruding bipeds, which the world
would be much better without. However, if there were any
of the species which she could tolerate, it was Judge Fulton
and Robert Stanton. The former she liked, because every
body liked him, and said he was a "nice man, and what
every body said must be true." Her partiality for the latter
arose from the fact that he had several times complimented
her fine figure and dignified manners; so when he that
night asked the privilege of walking home with Nellie, she
raised no very strong opposition, but yielded the point, by
merely saying something about "child's play." She, how-
ever, kept near enough to them to hear every word-of their
conversation ; but they consoled themselves by thinking that
her wide open ears could not penetrate into the recesses of
their well-filled letters which they saw in the future.

In a few days Stanton and Raymond started for ken-
tucky. The evening before they left was spent by Stanton
in Nellie's company. Mrs. Fulton had invited her to pass the
night with her, as the Judge was absent from home. About
ten o'clock Mrs. Fulton very considerately grew sleepy, and
retired to her own room. But long after the town clock rang
out the hour of midnight, a light might have been seen
gleaming from the windows of Judge Fulton's sitting-room,

min which sat Robert and Nellie, repeating for the hundredth
time vows of eternal constancy.
~ The next morning when the last rumbling sound of the
eastern train died away in the streets of Geneva, Nellie Ash-
ton sat weeping in her little room at the Seminary. She felt
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that now she was again alone in the wide, wide world.

Eight years before she had in the short space of three weeks

followed both father and mother to their last resting-place,
and upon their newly-made graves she had prayed the or-

phan's prayer, that God would protect one who was without

father, mother, brother or sister in the world.

The little property of her father was sold for the payment
of his debts, and Nellie, who was then but twelve years old,
was obliged to labor both early and late for her daily bread.

Her father had lived near the city of New-York, and not

long after his death, she procured a situation in a wealthy.
family of that city. She was called "the girl to do chores,"
which meant that she was kept running from garret to cellar,
from parlor to kitchen, first here and then there, from earliest

dawn to latest evening. It was almost always eleven o'clock

before she could steal away to her low bed in the dark gar-
ret, and often, in the loneliness of the night, would the deso-
late child pray that the God with whom her parents dwelt,
would look in pity upon the helpless orphan.

Ere long her prayer was answered, for there came to the
house where she lived a gentleman and lady, who saw the
"little kitchen girl." Something there was in her sad, but
intelligent face, which attracted their notice, and they in-
quired her history of Mrs. Stanley, the lady with whom she
lived.

"She is," said Mrs. Stanley, "a good enough girl, if she
would only let books alone ; but she seems to have a passion
for study, quite unsuitable for one in her station. When she
is cleaning the knives, she will have a book before her ; and
instead of singing the baby to sleep, she will get down and
read to her, or repeat something which she has learned."

"And has she no relatives ?" asked the gentleman.
"None living that I know of," said Mrs. Stanley, and

then she added, "Nellie says she, had a brother who was

several years older than herself, and that three years ago, he
was one morning missing, and they found on his table a let-

ter, saying that he had gone to sea on a whaling voyage, and
would be gone three years. Her father afterwards heard

that the vessel in which his son sailed was supposed to be
lost with all its crew. This is her story; but you don't know
how much to believe of it."

"Did you ever detect her in a falsehood ?" asked the
gentleman.

"Why, no, I never did; but of course she will equivocate,
for all such paupers will."

"With whom did she live before she came here ?" con-
tinued the gentleman.

"With a Mr. Barnard," answered Mrs. Stanley ; and she
continued laughingly, "you had better inquire about her of
him, as you seem so much interested in her. He lives out
a few miles in the country."

The result of this conversation was, that the Mr. Barnard
mentioned above, received the next day a call from a stranger,
who made particular inquiry about little Helen Ashton. He
seemed satisfied with the result, and as he had before learned
that Mr. Barnard was a very good, honest man, he handed
him five hundred dollars, telling him to take Nellie home,--
as she called Mr. Barnard's house,-and to send her for two
years to the district school. At the end of that time, he
would furnish funds for her to be educated in New Haven.

There was a great excitement in Mrs. Stanley's family
when it was known that Nellie was to go away and be sent
to school in New Haven. "I wonder," said Mrs. Stanley,
"who pays the expenses ? It can't be Judge -- (naming
the gentleman who had seemed so much interested in Nellie),
for I am sure he would not be stupid enough to take a street
beggar, as it were, and educate her." A second thought
convinced the lady that it must be the said gentleman, and
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she suddenly felt an inclination to do something herself for

the heretofore neglected kitchen girl.
Accordingly Nellie was summoned to the parlor and

the state of her wardrobe inquired into. It was found to be

lamentably deficient in even the necessary articles of clothing.
Mrs. Stanley then turned her rag bag inside out, and rum-

maged through several boxes in the garret which had not

seen the light for several years. The result of her search

was three or four old cast-off garments, which the cook said

"were so bad the rag man would hardly buy them." Mrs.

Stanley, however, thought them quite a gift, and gave Nellie

many injunctions as to when she should wear them. Nellie

thought it doubtful whether she should wear them at all ;
but, she said nothing, and in a few days she left Mrs. Stan-

ley's house for a more pleasant home at Mr. Barnard's.

It was a great mystery to Nellie who it.could be that

had befriended her ; but if Mr. Barnard knew, he kept the

knowledge to himself, and Nellie was obliged to remain in

ignorance. She was, however, satisfied that the gentleman,
whoever he was, was both able and willing to carry out his

plan, for money for the payment of her school-bills was re-

gularly remitted to Mr. Barnard. At the time when she

wished to leave New Haven, she had written to Mr. Bar-

nard on the subject, and in due time had received from him

a letter saying, that the gentleman who was educating her
was not only willing but anxious to have her sent to
Geneva.

Soon after her arrival there, she chanced to meet Judge
Fulton and his wife. Something in their looks seemed fa-

miliar, and also -awoke a painful reminiscence of the dark

kitchen and lone garret far off in the great city. She could

not remember ever having seen them, and so dismissed the

subject from her mind, merely wondering if they knew that

she who was to be their brother's wife, once lighted fires and
cleaned potatoes as a common servant girl.

The reader will perhaps have imagined that the gentle-
man who befriended Nellie, was none other than Judge Ful-
ton. He was incited to this act of kindness by the same
benevolent feeling which prompted all his deeds of charity
He had no daughters, and his intention was, first to see what
improvement she would make of her advantages, and if he
were satisfied, he would take her home as his adopted

X daughter. He was somewhat surprised; when two years be-
fore the time of which we are speaking, he received through
Mr. Barnard a letter from Nellie addressed to "My un-
known benefactor," and desiring his consent to an engage-
ment between herself and Robert Stanton. The same mail

k{ brought a letter from Robert, saying that he had 'ust made

an offer of his hand to a Miss Helen Ashton, who was only
waiting for her guardian to sanction her choice. Judge
Fulton's consent was given, and he wrote to Nellie that be-
fore she was married, he would make himself known to her,
and give her a wedding at his own house.

A few weeks before Robert left for Kentucky, Judge
Fulton received another letter from Nellie, saying that it was
l Mr. Stanton's wish to be married the ensuing autumn. To
this the Judge gave his approval, and determined as soon as
Robert was gone to enlighten Nellie as to who her guardian
was. This,then, was the history of Nellie Ashton, whom we
will leave for a time, and as our readers are probably anxious to
return to the bland climate of Kentucky, we will follow
young Stanton and Raymond on their journey. Having
arrived at Buffalo, they took passage in the steamboat Sara-
toga, which landed them safely in Sandusky after a trip of
about twenty-four hours. At Sandusky they took the cars
for Cincinnati.

As they neared the Queen City, they noticed at one of
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the stations, a tall, intelligent, but rather reckless looking
young man, who entered the cars and took a seat directly
opposite them. There was something peculiarly attractive

to Raymond in the confident, self-possessed manner of the

stranger, and ere long he' had, to use a Yankee expression,

"scraped acquaintance" with him, and learned that his name

was Henry Ashton, and that he too was on his way to

Frankfort, where he resided. As the young man told his

name, Raymond turned'to Stanton and said, "I should think

you'd feel acquainted with this gentleman, you are so partial

to his name."_
Stanton did not answer and Raymond proceeded to

question Mr. Ashton about Frankfort and its inhabitants.

"By the way," said he, "are there any pretty girls there?

substantial ones, I mean, who have a purse long enough to

pay a fellow for the trouble of marrying them ? "

Mr. Ashton smiled and answered, "Yes, we have a good
many, and rich ones too ; but the belle of the city when I

left was a Mrs. Carrington,-- "

"The plague it was !" interrupted Raymond, "and can't

we get rid of her husband somehow? Won't he die of

yellow fever, cholera, or something? Or is he a gouty old
wretch, who will live for ever ? "

"You prevented me from telling 'you," said Mr. Ashton,
"that Mr. Carrington has died since I left there. But you
will hardly win his fair, haughty lady, unless you can plank

about a million. But there are other faces, quite as pretty,
I think. There is a Julia Middleton, who is attending school.

She is a great beauty, but if report speaks truly, she would

keep you busily employed in curbing her high temper."-

" No matter about her temper-has she got the dimes ? "

said Raymond.
" About one hundred thousand dollars, I think," answered

Ashton ; "but one would need to be paid that much for hay-
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ing such a fury as she is, and such a queer old rat as her
father."

He then proceeded to enumerate some of Mr. Middleton's
oddities, at all of which his auditors laughed heartily, and
expressed their determination to make the old man's ac-
quaintance as soon as possible. When the young men
reached Cincinnati, they concluded to take the stage route
to Lexington and Versailles, and pay Mr. Middleton a visit
before they proceeded to Frankfort. Accordingly, on Thurs-
day afternoon, just as the sun was setting, they entered Mr.
Middleton's yard, where they were received by the dogs,
with just such a demonstration of anger as had greeted Mr.
Wilmot more than a year before.

The master of the house was this time at home, and
soon appearing at the door, he called out to the negroes
who were in the yard, "Ho thar, boys ! Stuff your woolley
heads down them tarnal dogs' throats, and make them stop
their yellin'! " then turning to the strangers, he said, "How
are you, sirs? Glad to see you-walk in. Moses and
Aaron ! if this ain't Ashton from Frankfort. How d'ye do?
how d'ye 'o ? "

Mr. Ashton shook hands with him, and then introduced
his companions, saying they were from New-York. The
word New-York seemed to thrill Mr. Middleton's nerves like
an electric shock. 'He seized both hands of the young men,
and exclaimed, "From New-York, hey? Then thrice wel-
come to my old cabin and hominy ; old Josh's door is allus
wide open to folks from New-York." Then leading the way
to the sitting-room, he continued," Yes, my own noble boy
was from New-York, but he died (this is my old woman
Nancy, gentlemen). I don't see why in the old Harry he
couldn't of lived. But he died, and they kivered him up while
I was gone, and I never seen him no more. Ho ! Here,
Tilda, fetch some hot water and make a little sling for these
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chaps. It'll do 'em good, as it's mighty cold and raw like

out o' door."
The sling was made, and Ashton and Raymond drank

readily and freely ; but when it was offered to Stanton, he

modestly but firmly refused. "What upon airth ! " said Mr.

Middleton, "not drink when a find asks you i Why, boy,
take just a swaller."

Here Raymond, who was ready to adopt Mr. Middleton's

language and manners, exclaimed, "I'll tell you what, old
boy, Bob's left a sweetheart in New-York, and I fancy she
lectured him on intemperance, for you know the women are

dead set against it."

Mr. Middleton looked first at Raymond, then at Stanton
and said, "Well, he shows good sense by not touchin' on't,
I reckon. Got a sweetheart, hey? That's better than to come

here and marry some of our spitfires. Poor boy ! Dick was

engaged to one on' em; and I've hearn that she raised a tanta-

reen and broke his heart. But I'll fix her ! I'll dock off fifty

thousand to pay for that caper."

Here Mr. Ashton asked if Mr. Middleton's daughters

were still at Frankfort. "Yes," returned Mr.*Middleton,

"both thar, studyin' all the flat things you can think on, and
thummin' away on the pianner. You'll see 'em thar ; but
mind me one and all, mind I say, don't fall in love with

Sunshine, for she's engaged, and I've gin my consent, and

whoever meddles in that match '11 find Josh arter 'em !"

By way of adding emphasis to his words, he brought his

fist back against a work-stand, on which stood his wife's

work-basket. The stand was upset, and all the articles of

the basket rolled 'on the floor. "Great Peter !" said Mr.

Middleton, "ho, Tilda, come pick up these 'ere things !"

Tilda came at the call of her master. While she was

replacing the articles in her mistress's basket, Raymond, who
wished to show that he was ready to adopt all the peculiar-

ities of the State, said, "That's a valuable looking negro girl.
I suppose your property mostly consists in such as she. I
don't wonder that you object to give them up just to please
the North. Have you many such ?"

"Yes, quite a heap on 'em. Why? Want to steal 'em,
hey?"
ntRaymond reddened. His attempts at anti-abolition had
not succeeded as well as he had anticipated; but he .soon
rallied and said, "Certainly not; I shouldn't know what to
do with your slaves, if I had them; besides I have no incli
nation to interfere with your Southern institutions. I am too
much of a pro-slavery man myself."

"Likely enough," said Mr. Middleton, rather gruffly, for
Ii:: lhe did not much like the appearance of Raymond, "like-

ly enough. But, young mah, let old Josh give you a little
advice. I've seen more'n double your years, I reckon, and I
never seen a man come from the free States yit, that wasn't
a leetle tacked with abolitionism. It's nateral like, and on-

} nateral to change their mind so mighty soon. So I advise
you to keep your opinions to yourself for a spell, any way.
A heap on 'em come here, and are surprised not to find a
whipping' post stuck up in a corner of every yard. I don't
say you are one on 'em; but we don't think no better of a
body when they jine in with us so soon."

This speech somewhat disconcerted young Raymond,
who was anxious to get into Mr. Middleton's good graces;
but his discomfiture was soon removed by his saying, "Boy,
don't take what I've said in high dudgeon. Folks allus see
the roughest side on me first; I'm a frind,to you, and allus
will be as long as you do well." Then chancing to think
his guests were hungry, he called out, "Saints and angels!

Why don't you bring in supper, you lazy bones thar in the
kitchen? Do you hear ? "

"Yes, marster," said three or four negroes at once,
"supper '11 be done ready d'rectly."
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In a few moments the nicely-cooked spare-rib was smok-

ing on the table, together with hot coffee, boiled turnips, and
egg bread, which Southern cooks know so well how to make.

Besides this there was the golden-colored butter, white flaky

honey-comb, and the Sunday pitcher overflowing with rich

creamy milk. "Come, boys, set by and have some fodder !"

said Mr. Middleton.
The young gentlemen took their seats at the table and

Mr. Middleton continued, "Now lay into't and help your-

selves. I ain't used to perlite strains, and if I should try,
you'd all larf at me-mebby you want to now. Tempest says

I'm enough to make a dog larf."
"Who is Tempest ? one of your servants ? " asked Stan-

ton.
"Christopher Columbus ! one of my servants ! " answer-

ed Mr. Middleton. "How Tempest would rar to hear that!

Why, she's my oldest gal."
"I beg your pardon," said Stanton.
"Not a bit on't," answered Mr. Middleton. "I don't won-

der you thought so, such an oudun name ! Her real name
is Julia, but I call her Tempest, 'cause that's jist like her.

She's a regular thunderstorm of lightning, hail, and iron
slugs. You'll see her in Frankfort. Goin' into the law thar,
are you $"

Stanton answered that he thought he should.
" Well," said Mr. Middleton, "I'll give you all my suits,

just because you wouldn't drink and tell a lie to that little
gal at home. I despise liars. Let me catch a body tellin',
me a lie, I tell you--"

Here he lifted up his huge foot which was encased in a
cow-hide boot, something smaller than a canal boat. He
gave the table a kick which set all the spoons, knives and
forks to dancing, spilt the milk and upset the gravy pot.

"Why, Mr. Middleton 1" interposed his wife.

"I am sorry, honey," said he, "but I'll be hanged if that
ar sling ain't gettin' the better of the old man."

After supper was over and the effects of the sling had
left Mr. Middleton's head, he inquired further into the inten-
tions of his guests. On learning that Raymond would
teach, if he could get a chance, Mr. Middleton said, "I reck-
on you can teach in Mr. Miller's school. I'll write to him
about you."

It was well for Raymond that Mr. Middleton did not ob-
serve his smile of contempt at the idea of being recommend-
ed by such an "old cur," as he secretly styled him.

At a late hour Mr. Middleton conducted the young men
to their room, saying as he entered it, "This was Dick's
room, poor dear boy ! For his sake I wish 'twas better, for
it was sometimes cold like in the winter ; but he's warm
enough now, I reckon, poor fellow! " So saying he left the
room; but Stanton noticed upon the old tin candlestick which
his host had put upon the table, something which looked very
much like tears, so large that he was sure no one but Mr.
Middleton could have wept them.

I,
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CHAPTER IX.

AMONG Mr. Middleton's negroes was a boy twelve years of

age whose name was Bob. On the morning following the
incidents narrated in the last chapter, Bob was sent up to
make a fire for '" the young marsters." He had just coaxed
the kindlings and coal into a blaze, when Raymond awoke,
and spying the negro, called out, "Hallo there! Tom, Dick,
Harry, what's your name ?"

"My name is Bob, sar," said the negro.

"Oh, Bob, is it? Bob what? Have you no other
name ? "

"No, sar, 'cept it's Marster Josh. I 'longs to him."
"Belong to Master Josh, do you? His name isn't Josh,

it is Joshua."
"Yes, marster."
" Wefl then, Bob, if his name is Joshua, what must yours,

be ?" said Raymond.
"Dun know, unless it's Bobaway," answered the negro

with a broad grin. .
"BobawayI that's rich," said Raymond, laughing heartily

at the rapid improvement of his pupil.
After a moment's pause, he again called out, "I say,

Bobaway, did it snow last night ?"
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"No, sar, it didn't snew ; it done frosted," said Bob.

"Done frosted, hey ? " said Raymond. "You're a smart
boy, Bob. What'll you sell yourself for ? "

"Dun know ; hain't nothin' to sell 'cept my t'other hat
and a bushel of hickory nuts," answered Bob; "but I reckon
how marster ax about five hundred, 'case I's right spry when
I hain't got the rheumatiz."

"Got the rheumatiz, have you, Bob? "Where?"
"In my belly, sar," answered Bob. Here all the young

' men burst into a loud laugh, and Raymond said, "Five hun-
dred is cheap, Bob; I'll give more than that."

Bob opened his large white eyes to their utmost extent,
and looking keenly at Raymond, slowly quitted the room.
On reaching the kitchen he told Aunt Judy, who was his
mother, "that ef marster ever acted like he was goin' for to
sell him to that ar chap, what poked fun at him, he'd run
away, sartin."

"And be cotched and git shet up," said Aunt Judy.
"I'd a heap. rather be shet up 'tarnally than to 'long to

any body 'sides marster Josh," said Bob.
During breakfast Mr. Middleton suddenly exclaimed,

while looking at Stanton, "I've been tryin' ever since you've
been here, to think who you look like, and I've jest thought.
It's Dr. Lacey."

"Who, sir ? " said Stanton in some surprise.
"Dr. Lacey. D'ye know him ? " asked Mr. Middleton.
"Dr. Lacey of New Orleans ? " asked Stanton.
"The same," returned Mr. Middleton. "You look as

much alike as two peas, only you wear goggles. Connee-
tion of your'n I reckon ?'"

"Yes, sir," answered Stanton. "Dr. Lacey of New Or-
leans is my cousin. I have been told that we resenmble each
other."

"By Jupiter !" said Mr. Middleton, " that's just tlh
6
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checker. No wonder I like you so well. And Dr. Lacey
goin' to marry Sunshine too. Your sweetheart ought to look

like Fanny. Got her picter, hey ? "
Stanton handed him Nellie's daguerreotype, and he pre-

tended to discover a close resemblance between her and

Fanny ; but neither Mrs. Middleton, nor Mrs. Ashton could

trace any, for which Mr. Middletoui called them both block-
heads.-

"I think," said Mrs. Middleton, "that she looks more

like Mr. Ashton, than she does like Fanny."
"It is similarity of name which makes her resemble him,"

said Raymond.
"Why, is her name Ashton ?" asked Middleton.
"Yes sir," said Stanton.
"Mebby she's your sister, Ashton. But Lord knows she

don't look no more like you than she does like old Josh."

"She cannot be my sister," said Ashton, "for I had but

one, and she is dead."
After breakfast Mr. Middleton ordered out his carriage,

and bade Ike drive the gentlemen toFrankfort ?

"I'd go myself," said he," but I've got a fetched* head-

ache. Give my love to my gals, and tell 'em I'm coming' to

see 'em shortly. You'd. better go to the Whizzakor House,
till you-find out whether or no Miss Crane '11 board you."

The young men thanked him for his hospitality, and

bade him good morning. As they were leaving the yard,
they passed Bob, who was still limping with the rheumatiz."

Raymond bade Ike stop, while he threw "Bobaway " some

pennies. Bob picked them up and looked at them with a

rueful face.
"What's the matter, Bobaway ?" said Raymond, "Don't

they suit ?"

* Pronounced in two syllables.
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"No sar," said Bob. "I likes fopences ; I don't want

nothin' of these old iron rocks."
Each of the men threw Bob a sixpence, for which they

were rewarded with a sight of his ivories and a loud " thank-

ee-sar." After a ride of two hours they reached the Weisi-

ger House in Frankfort. Soon after arriving there, Mr. Ash-"
ton introduced Stanton into one of the, best law offices in

town, and then repaired to his former lodgings.

In the course of the afternoon Raymond sight out Mr.
Miller, and with a somewhat quizzical face, handed him Mr.
Middleton's letter of introduction. After reading it, Mr.
Miller offered his hand to Raymond, and said," I am glad,
Mr. Raymond, that you happened here just at this time, for
my school is large, and I am in want of a classical teacher.
You are a graduate of Yale, it seems ? "

"Yes, sir," returned Raymond ; "and, by the way, Mr.
Middleton told me that you had won a New Haven girl--
Miss Kate Wilmot. I knew her very well."

" Ah, is it possible?" said Mr. Miller, his face beaming
with animation at the mention of his beautiful wife. "Come
with me to Mrs. Crane's," said he : "Kate will be glad to
see an. old friend."

"Thank you," answered Raymond ; "but I have a com-
panion with me, a Mr. Stanton, who also knew Miss Wilmot.
He is going into a law office here. We both of us intend
calling at Mrs. Crane's this evening, and if possible we shall
procure board there."

So they parted, and Raymond returned- to the Weisiger
House, while Mr. Miller hastened home to make some in-
quiries of .Kate, concerning his new assistant, and to inform
Mrs. Crane of her prospect for more boarders.

That evening Stanton and Raymond called. They found
assembled in Mrs. Crane's parlor, Mr. and Mrs. Miller, Mrs.
Carrington and Julia. Kate instantly recognized the young
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gentlemen as old acquaintances, and presented them. to her
friends. When Stanton entered the room, all observed the

strong resemblance between him and Dr. Lacey. At last
Mr. Miller spoke of it, and Stanton replied, "Yes, I've been

told so before. Dr. Lacey is my cousin."
"Indeed!" said Mr. Miller. Then turning to his wife, he

added, "Where is Fanny? She ought to be here. It might
do her almost as much good as seeing the Dr. himself."

"I should like to see Miss Fanny," said Stanton, "as I

am told she is to be my cousin." -
A malicious smile curled Julia's lip, as she thought, "I

think it is very doubtful whether she is ever your cousin ;"
but Mrs. Miller arose and said, "I think she is in her room.

I will call her."
Going to Fanny's room, she knocked gently at the door:

there was no response, and' she'knocked again more loudly.
But still there was no'answer ; and Mrs. Miller thought she
could distinguish a low, stifled sob. Pushing open the door,
she saw the usually gay-hearted Fanny, seated on the floor,
her head resting on a chair, over which her long bright hair
fell like a golden gleam of sunlight. A second glance con-
vinced Kate that Fanny was weeping.

"Why, Fanny," said she, "what is the matter? What
are you crying for ? "

Fanny did not reply, but as Mrs. Miller drew her up
from the floor and placed her on the sofa, she laid her head
in Kate's lap and wept still more passionately. At length
Mrs. Miller succeeded in soothing her, and then insisted on'
knowing what was the cause of her distress.

"Oh," said Fanny, "do not ask me, for'I can only tell
you that nobody loves me long at a time-nobody but my
dear old father, mother, and the blacks."

"You should not say so, Fanny dear," said Kate. "You

know we all love you very much, and you say that-within

i
a few weeks Julia has been uniformly kind and affectionate
to you."

"Yes, I know she is, but- "
"But what ? " said Mrs. Miller. "Any thing the trouble

with Dr. Lacey ?"
"Yes, that's it ! that's it?" said Fanny, in a low tone.
"Why, what is the matter? Is he sick ?" asked Kate.
"Oh no. If he were I could go to him. But, Mrs. Mil-

ler, for four long weeks he has not written me one word.
Now if he were sick or dead, somebody would write to me ;
but it isn't that,-I am afraid he's false. Julia thinks he is,
and she is sorry for me, there is some comfort in that."

"Not written in four weeks? Perhaps he has written
and his letters have been miscarried," said Kate.

"Oh no, that cannot be," answered Fanny. "His first
fdur letters came in the course of two weeks, but since then
I have not had a word."

"Have you written to him since his letters ceased ?"
asked Kate.

"Yes, once, and I am sorry I did," answered Fanny;- "but
I asked Julia if I had better write, and she said it would do
no harm."

"Perhaps," said Mrs. Miller, "he is intending to return
soon and wishes to surprise you, or it may be he is testing
the strength of your attachment. But I would not suffer
myself to be so much distressed until I was sure he was false.
Come, dry your eyes and go with me to the parlor. There
are some young gentlemen there from New-York. One of
them is Dr. Lacey's cousin. He wishes to see-you."

'tOh no, no!" said Fanny quickly. "I cannot go down.
You must excuse me to him."

So Mrs. Miller returned to the parlor, and said Fanny was
not feeling very well and wished to be excused.

Stanton and Raymond passed a very pleasant evening,

124 '
ORS LIFE IN KENTUCKY. 125



4i

i i t((55 I

E t(

iif~7

c;;

a OP i

iSN i[

TEMPEST AND SUNSHINE ;

and ere its close they had arranged with Mrs. Crane for
rooms and board. On their way to the Hotel, Raymond
suddenly exclaimed, "I say, Bob, I'm over head and ears in.
love !"

"In love with whom ? " was Stanton's quiet reply.
"In love with whom ? " repeated Raymond. "Why,

Bob, is it possible your head is so full of Nellie Ashton, that
you do not know that we have been in company this even-
ing with a perfect Hebe, an angel, a divine creature ? "

"Please stop," said Stanton "and not deal in so many
superlatives. Which of the fair ladies made such havoc of
your heart? Was it Mrs. Crane ?"

"Mrs. Crane ! Witch of Endor, just as soon," answered
Raymond. "Why, man alive, 'twas the beautiful Mrs. Car-
rington. I tell you what, Bob, my destiny is upon meand
she is its star. I see in her my. future wife."

"Why, Fred," said Mr. Stanton, "are you crazy? Mrs.
Carrington is at least nearly thirty, and you are not yet
twenty-five."

"I don't care for that," replied' Raymond. "She may be
thirty, and she may be a hundred ; but she looks sixteen. Such
glorious eyes I never saw. And she almost annihilated me
with one of her captivating smiles. Her name, too, is my
favorite."

"Her name? Pray how did you learn her name
asked Stanton.

"Why," answered Raymond, "you know we were talk-
ing together a part of the evening. Our conversation turned
upon names and I remarked that Ida was my favorite. Bob,
you ought to have seen her smile as she. told me Ida wad her
own name. Perhaps I said something foolish, for I replied
that Ida was a beautiful name and only fitted for such as
she; but she smiled still more sweetly, and said I knew how
to flatter."
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"Well," answered Stanton, "I hardly think you will win

her, if what our friend Ashton said is true. You have no

million to offer her."

"Oh, fly on your million !" said Raymond. "She's got
to have me any way. If I can't get her by fair means, I'll

resort to stratagem."
Thus the young man rave r nearly half an hour about

Mrs. Carrington, whose handsome features, glossy curls,

bright eyes, brilliant complexion and agreeable manners had

nearly turned his head. Mrs. Carrington too had received

an impression. There was something in Raymond's clashing
manner, which she called "air," and she felt greatly pleased

with his flattering compliments. She thought he would be
a very pleasant companion to flirt with for an hour or two ;
but could she have known what his real intentions concern-

ing her were, she would have spurned him with contempt,
-as she afterwards did.

The next day at dinner Stanton and Raymond took their

seats at Mrs. Crane's table. To Raymond's great delight,
Mrs. Carrington sat opposite him. Stanton occupied Dr.
Lacey's seat, which brought Fanny directly in front of him.

Fanny had been prepared in a measure for the striking re-

semblance between Stanton and Dr. Lacey; but when she

was introducedto him, his looks brought Dr. Lacey so forci-

bly before her, that she instantly grew pale, and half wished

to leave the room. But a look of Mrs. Miller reassured her,

and she took her accustomed seat at tie table.
Ere dinner was over, she had forgotten for the time her

lover's neglect, and was in the midst of an animated con-

versation with Stanton, who was much pleased with his
cousin's choice. Stanton's looks and manners were so much
like Dr. Lacey's, that Fanny felt herself irresistibly drawn

towards him, and her face assumed a brighter aspect than it
had worn for many days. Julia watched her closely, and
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felt that nothing could please her better than a flirtation be-
tween Stanton and her sister.

But such was not a part of Fanny's intentions. She
liked Stanton because he was agreeable, intelligent, and Dr.
Lacey's cousin; but she mould sooner have parted with
her right hand than have any thing inconsistent with
her engagement with Dr. Lacey. On the other hand, Stan-

ton's heart was too strongly fortified with Nellie's charms to

admit of an entrance to the gentle Fanny. But he admired
her very much, and seemed to think that she had some claim

upon him in the absence of his cousin.
Thus as days wore on, his polite attentions towards

Fanny increased, and Julia resolved to make this fact work

for the accomplishment of her designs. "

C CHAPTER X.

LET US noW go back for a few weeks, and watch Julia's plot
as it progresses. We have learned from Fanny that four
letters arrived from Dr. Lacey; but the fifth she was destined
never to receive. She, was expecting it on Tuesday, and
was about going to the post-office, when Julia said, "Fanny,
I feel just like walkingthis morning ; suppose you let me run
round to the office and get your expected letter."

"Very well," answered Fanny; "but don't be gone long."
"I won't," said Julia gayly. "You sit down by the win-

dow, and when I come round the corner on my return home,
I will hold up your letter, so you will know you have one at
least a minute before I reach home."

So saying she departed, and Fanny sat down by the
window to await her return. For several days past there
had been a great change in Julia's deportment. She was

very amiable and kind to the household in general and to
Fanny in particular. This was a part of her plan, so that
in the catastrophe which was to follow, she might not be

suspected of foul play. .
At first Fanny was surprised at her affectionate advan-

ces, but it was so pleasant to have a sister who would love
her, that she did not ask the reason of so sudden a change'
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and when Julia very, humbly asked forgiveness for all her
former unkindness, the innocent-hearted Fanny burst into
tears, and declared she had nothing to forgive, if her sister
would only continue to love her always. Julia placed a
Judas-like kiss on Fanny's pure brow, and gave a promise
that she would try to be good ; but she thought to herself,
"this seeming change will make a favorable impression on
Dr. Lacey, when he hears of it."

She knew that Fanny was expecting a letter on the Tues-
day morning of which we have spoken, and fearing that by,
some means Mr. Dunn might fail of securing it, she deter-
mined to go herself for the mail. When she reached the
post-office, the sinister smile with which Mr. Dunn greeted
her, assured her that he 'had something for her, and she
readily conjectured that it was Fanny's expected letter.

"Good morning, Mr. Dunn ! " said she. "Any thing for
me this morning ? "

"Yes, ma'am," answered Dunn with a very low bow ; and
casting a very furtive glance around to make sure that no
one saw him, he drew from his pocket a letter, on which
Julia instantly recognized Dr. Lacey's handwriting. She
took it and placed it in the pocket of her dress.

On her way home, conscience clamored loudly in behalf
of Fanny's rights., It said "Beware, what you do ! Give
Fanny her letter. It. is a crime to withhold it." But again
the monitress was stilled, and the crafty girl kept on her
way, firm in her sinful purpose, until she reached the corner
which brought her in sight of the window where Fanny was
impatiently watching for her. The sight of that bright, joy-
ous face, as it looked from the window, anxious for the ex-
pected sight of her letter, made Tulia for a moment waver.
She thought how gentle and loving Fanny had always been
to her, and involuntarily her hand sought the letter which
lay like a crushing weight in her pocket. It was half drawn

from its hiding-place, when the spirit of evil which seemed

ever to follow Julia's footsteps, whispered, "Let it alone.

You have gone too far to retract. You have Dr. Lacey to

win, and it can be done in no other way."
Julia listened to the tempter, her hand was withdrawn,

and Fanny looked in vain for her letter. A faiht sickness

stole over her for a moment, but she thought, "Perhaps

Julia means to tease me. I will appear very unconcerned,

and not ask for it." So when Julia entered the room, she

found that her sister's attention was suddenly attracted by

something in the street; but Fanny was not accustomed to

dissemble, and the rosy flush on her cheek showed how

anxious she was.

At last Julia said, "Why do you not ask for your letter,
Fanny ?"

.F Oh how eager was the expression of the sweet, pale face

which was instantly turned towards the speaker. Springing

up, she emelaimed, "Oh, Julia, you have got me one? haven't
you? please give it to me."

"I will to-morrow when it arrives," said Julia. "It has

probably been delayed."

Fanny's countenance fell, and she said, "Then you haven't

got me a letter? Oh, I'm so sorry!"
"Never mind, sister," said Julia. "It will come to-

morrow, and will seem all the better for waiting."

To-morrow came, but with it came no letter, and days
wore on, until at last it was Saturday night. Alone in her
room poor Fanny was weeping bitterly. Was Dr. Lacey
sick or dead? This was the question which she continually
asked herself. A suspicion of his unfaithfulness had not yet
entered her mind. While she was yet weeping, an arm was
thrown affectionately round her, and a voice whispered in
the sweetest possible tones, "Dear sister, do not weep so. If
he were dead, some one would inform you. And now I
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think of it, why do you not write to him? There would be
no harm in doing so. Come sit down, and write him a few
lines before dark, and I will take them to the office."

So Fanny sat down to her writing-desk, and the few lines
proved to be a long letter ere she had finished. It was a
most touchingly sad letter, and ought to have drawn tears
from Julia, instead of forcing the malicious smile which
played round her mouth while reading her sister's effusion.
It is needless to say that, although Julia went to the post-
office, this letter never did, but was placed in a little box by
the side of two others, which had arrived from Dr. Lacey
that week.

After Julia returned from her walk that evening, she
said.,"Fanny, if I were you I would not tell any one that I
did not hear from Dr. Lacey, for you know it's just possible
that he may not be sick, and in that case your best way
would be to seem quite as forgetful of him."

" Forgetful!" said Fanny, "Why, Julia, what do you
mean? You cannot,-- oh no, I know you do not think
Dr. Lacey untrue to me?" And Fanny's large blue eyes
were fixed on her sister with as much earnestness as though
her answer would decide her fate for ever.

"I do not like to think so, any more than you do," said
Julia. "But Dr. Lacey is now in the gay city of New Orleans,
surrounded by beauty and fashion, and were I his betrothed,
I should not think it strange if he did not remain true to
me.",

Fanny answered slowly, as if speaking were painful to
her, "Oh no, no! he cannot be false,--any thing but that."

It was a new idea to her, and that night a weight of sad-
ness, heavier than she had' ever known before, filled her
heart. She thought, "I will wait and see if he answers my
letter before I believe him unfaithful." The next day was
the Sabbath. About church time Julia announced her in.
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tentions of remaining at home on the plea of a violent head-

ache. Fanny immediately offered to stay with her, but Julia

declined, saying that sooner than both should be absent from

church she would go herself.

Accordingly Julia was left alone. She watched her sister

until she disappeared down the street. Then she arose, and
locking the door, drew from her pocket a small key, and un-
locking a rosewood box, took from it one of Dr. Lacey's
letters. Going to her writing-desk, she sat down, and com-

menced imitating his handwriting. She was very skilful in

the art of imitation, and was delighted to find herself rapidly
succeeding in her attempts at counterfeiting. So busily en-
gaged was she, that she did not heed the lapse of time,
until her sister's footsteps were heard ascending the stairs.

She sprang hastily up, and thrusting her writing materials
into the box, locked it, and had just time to throw herself

upon the sofa, when Fanny knocked at the door. Julia
allowed her to knock twice, and then getting up she unfast-
ened the door, at the same time yawning and rubbing. her
eyes as if just awakened from a sound slumber.

"Why, sister, I woke you up, didn't I ? " said Fanny.
"I am sorry."

"No matter," answered Julia with another yawn, "I feel
better. My nap has done my head good."

In the afternoon Fanny again went to church, and Julia
resumed the occupation of the morning. She succeeded so
well, that before church was out, she felt sure that after a
few more attempts she could imitate Dr. Lacey's writing so
exactly as to thoroughly deceive Fanny. ".But not yet,"
said she to herself; "I do not wish to test my skill yet. It
is hardly time."

Thus the days glided away. Nearly two weeks passed,
and there had come no answer to Fanny's letter. She -lid
not know that regularly,-twice a week, letters.had arrived
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from New Orleans, and had been handed to Julia by Mr.
Dunn. In the last of these letters, Dr. Lacey complained
because Fanny had neglected writing so long. We will
give the following extract :

'" My PRECIOUS SUNSHINE,

Can it be that you are sick? I do not wish to
think so; and yet what else can prevent your writing? I
have not a thought that you are forgetful of me, for you are
too pure, too innocent, to play me false. And .yet I am
sometimes haunted by a vague fear that all is not right, for
a dark shadow seems resting over me. One line from you,
dearest Fanny, will fill my heart with sunshine again- "

Thus wrote the Doctor, and Julia commented on'it as
follows: " Yes, you are haunted, and I am glad of it. The
pill is working well; I'll see whether 'Sunshine,' as you and
my old fool father call her, will steal away every body's love
from me. I suppose I'm the dark shadow, for father calls
me a spirit of darkness, and yet, perhaps, if he.had been more
gentle with me, I might have been better ; but now it's too
late." And the letter was placed in the rosewood box by the
side of its companions.

Slowly but surely the painful conviction fixed itself upon
Fanny's mind that Dr. Lacey was false. It was dreadful to
think so, but there seemed no other alternative, and Fanny's
heart grew sadder, and her step less joyous and elastic, while
her merry laugh was now seldom heard ringing out in its
clear, silvery tones, making the servants stop their work to
listen and exclaim, "How lonesome 'twould be without Miss
Fanny ; she's the life of the house, Lor bless her."

The change was noticed and spoken of by the inmates
of Mrs. Crane's dwelling. Mr. Miller attributed it to a too
close application to books, and recommended her to relax
somewhat in her studies. Fanny had too much of woman's

pride to allow any one except Julia to know the real cause

of her sadness, and was glad to have her languor ascribed to

over exertion. On the night when Kate had found her

weeping, she had involuntarily told her secret, but she went

to Mrs. Miller the next morning, and won from her a promise

not to mention what she had revealed, even to her hus-

band.
Mr. Stanton's presence seemed to divert Fanny's mind,

and the two weeks following his arrival passed away more
pleasantly than she had thought two weeks could pass, un-

cheered by a line from Dr. Lacey. At the end of that time

it pleased Julia that Fanny should have a pretended letter

from New Orleans. Several days were spent in preparing it,
but at last it was completed, folded, sealed, and directed.

Mr. Dunn pronounced the deception perfect. He stamped
it with the Frankfort postmark so slightly that one would

as soon have called it "New Orleans" as any thing else.

Fanny was seated in the parlor in company with Stanton,

when Julia suddenly entered the room, and said, "Oh,,here

you are, sister. I've looked every where for you. Here is

a letter."

One glance at the superscription assured her that it was

from Dr. Lacey. A bright, beautiful flush suffused Fanny's
face, which became irradiated with a sudden joy. Asking
Mr. Stanton to excuse her, she went to her room, so as to be

alone when she perused the precious document. After she

was gone, Julia spoke of Dr. Lacey, and asked Stanton if he

ever heard from him. Stanton replied, "While Dr. Lacey
was in college, he spent a part of his vacations at my father's;

but I almost always chanced to be absent at school, and con-
sequently we are not much acquainted. He did write to
me a few times while I was in college, but our correspondence

gradually ceased, and I have not heard from him in a long
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time. I hope he will return to Frankfort, for I should like
to renew our acquaintance."

This answer gave Julia great relief; she had. feared Stan-
ton might write to Dr. Lacey, and that by some means her
scheme might be ruined. But all was safe, and in a few mo-
ments she arose to go to her room and witness the result of
the letter. Let us go before her, and see the effect for our-
selves. -

On reaching her apartment, Fanny sat down on the sofa,
while a tremulous nervousness shook her frame. She dread-
ed to open the letter, for a strange forboding of evil came
over her. At last the seal was broken, and Fanny's heart
stood still, and a dizziness crept over her as she read. For
the reader's benefit, we will look over her shoulder and read
with her the following:

" My once dear and still much admired Fanny.

"I hardly know how to write what I wish
to tell you. If I knew exactly your opinion concerning me,
I might feel differently. As it is, I ardently hope that your
extreme youth prevented my foolish, but then sincere atten-
tions, from making any very lasting impression on you. But
why not come to the point at once I Fanny, you must try
and forget that you ever knew one so wholly unworthy of
you as I am. It gives me great pain to write it, but I am
about to engage myself to another..

"Do not condemn me unheard. There is a young lady
in this city, who is beautiful, wealthy, and accomplished.
Between her father's family and mine there has long existed
an intimacy, which our fathers seem anxious to strengthen
by a union between myself and the, young lady I have men-
tioned. For a time I resisted manfully. For, ever between
me and the tempting bait, came the image of a pale, bright-
haired girl, whose blue eyes looked mournfully into mine

and whispered, "Do not leave me." But at last I yielded,
and now, Fanny, will you forgive me ! It cost me more

anguish to give you up, than I hope you will ever feel. Be

happy, Fanny, and sometime when I am1 travelling through
Kentucky, let me find you the cheerful,1 contented wife of

one more suitable for you than I am.

"With many kind wishes for your happiness, I remain
"Your true friend,

"GEORGE LACEY."

"P. S. It is just possible that the young lady and my-
self may not become engaged, but if we do not, after what

has passed, it will be best for you and me to forget each

r=T other. Give my compliments to your sister Julia. By the
, way, do you know that I always admired her very much?

What a sensation she would make in the fashionable world

of New Oheans ! But pshaw ! what nonsense I am writing."

Alas for Fanny ! she did not need to read the letter
twice, for every syllable had burned into her soul, and she
could have repeated each word of the cruel message. This,
then, was the end of all her bright dreams of bliss ! She
did not weep, for she could not. The fountain of her tears
seemed dried up. A heavy weight had suddenly fallen on
all her faculties. The objects in the room chased each other
in rapid circles, while Dr. Lacey stood in the distance mock-
ing her anguish. A faint feeling gathered round her heart.
She uttered a low cry and fell heavily forward.

When Julia entered the room, she found her sister ex-
tended on the floor, cold and white as a piece of marble,
while the blood was gushing from her nostrils and moistening

. the long curls of her hair. Julia's first feeling was one of
intense horror, for fear her sister might be dead, but a touch
assured her that Fanny had only fainted. So she lifted her
up and bearing her to the window, applied the usual resto-

1
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ratives. As Julia looked on the deathlike face of her young
sister, she murmured, "Had I thought she loved him so well,
never would I have done so wickedly."

But she-made no promise to repair the mischief, and stifled

all the better impulses of her nature, by saying, "It is too

late now ; it is too late." At last Fanny opened her eyes.
Her first thought was for her letter, which was still tightly
clenched in her hand. Passing it to Julia, she said faintly,
"Read it, sister ; read it." . . .

Julia took it, and pretending to read it, burst into a vio-

lent passion, abusing Dr. Lacey for his meanness, and end-

ing by telling Fanny that she ought to consider herself for-

tunate in escaping from so unprincipled a man. Fanny
seemed disturbed to hear evil spoken of Dr. Lacey, so Julia

changed her manner, and said, "I do not wonder you feel

badly, Fanny. You and I can sympathize together now."

Fanny looked at her sister in some surprise, but, at last

answered, "Oh no, you cannot know how I feel. Mr. Wil.

mot loved you to the last. Dr. Lacey is not dead, but-."

Here Julia interrupted her, by saying, "I do not mean to

refer to Mr. Wilmot. I was flattered by his attentions, but
I never knew what it was to love, until I daw Dr. Lacey I"

"Dr. Lacey !- You love Dr. Lacey !" said Fanny, and

again she fell back, cold and motionless. A second time

Julia restored her to consciousness, but for an hour she did

not speak or scarcely move. At the end of that time, call-

ing her sister to her, in a low, subdued tone, she said, "Tell

me all, Julia, I can bear it. I am calm now."

The traitress kissed her cheek, and taking one of the lit-

tle hands in hers, told her how truly she had loved Dr. La-

cey, and how she had struggled against it when she saw that

he loved another. "I have," said she, "lain awake many a

night, and while you slept sweetly, dreaming, perhaps, of
your lover, I have wept bitter tears because I must go alone

through the cold world, unloved and uncared for. And for-
give me, Fanny, but sometimes I. have felt angered at you,
because you seemed to steal everybody's love from me. Our
old father never speaks to me with the same affection which
marks his manner when addressing you."

"I know it, I knov it," said Fanny. "I wish he would
not do so, but Dr. Lacey-Dr. Lacey-I never thought you
wanted him to love you; if I had-"

"What would you have done ?" asked Julia eagerly.
The voice was mournfully low which replied, "I would

have given him up to you. I could not have married one
whom my sister loved." And then she suddenly added, "It
seems doubtful whether he marries that young lady. If he
should not, he may yet make you his wife."

"And you, what would you do ?" asked Julia.
"Oh, it is impossible for me to marry him now," said

Fanny ; "but if you were happy with him, I would try to be
happy too."

" God bless you, sweet sister," said Julia; "but it will
never be."

Fanny did not reply, and after a moment's silence Julia
4 said, "Sister, if I were you, I would keep all this a secret,

and even if I were unhappy, I would try to assume a forced
cheerfulness, for fear people would suspect the truth, and call
me lovesick."

Fanny did not reply to this either. She was trying to
still the painful throbs of her aching heart. Through all the
long, weary hours of that night, she was awake. Sometimes
she would watch the myriad host of stars, as they kept on
their unwearied course through the clear, blue sky, and
would wonder if there was room beyond them, for such as
she, should she die thus early. Then she would muse on
the past days of happiness now for ever gone, and though a
choking sensation was in her throat, not a tear moistened

N
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her cheek. "I shall never weep again," thought she, "and

why should I.? The world shall not know what I suffer. I

will be as gay and merry as ever." And a fearful laugh

rang through the room as she said, "Yes, how gayly I'll
dance at the wedding. I'll hold my heart so fast that none

shall ever know in how many pieces it is broken." Thus

she talked on. . Delirium was stealing over her, and when
morning broke, the rapid moving of her bright eye, and the

crimson spot which burned on either cheek, showed that

brain fever was doing its work.

A physician was immediately called, and by the means of

powerful remedies, the progress of the disease was checked,

so that Fanny was seriously ill for only a week. She was

delirious a great part of the time, but Julia was delighted to

find that not one word of Dr. Lacey ever passed her lips.
At the commencement of her illness, her father and mother

were sent for. The old man came quickly, for Fanny was
his idol, and if she should die, he would be bereaved indeed.
With untiring love, he watched by her bedside until the

crisis was passed. He would fan her fevered brow, moisten

her parched lips, chafe her hot, burning hands, smooth her

tumbled pillow, and when at last he succeeded in soothing
her into a troubled slumber, he would sit by her, and gaze

on her wan face with an earnestness which seemed to say
that she was his all of earth, his more than all of heaven.

Julia too was all attention. Nothing tired her, and with

unwearied patience she came and went at her father's bid-

ding, doing the thousand little offices pertaining to a sick

chamber. For once her father's manner softened toward

her, and the tones of his voice were gentle and his words

kind while speaking to his first-born. Could he have known
what part she had had in causing the illness of his "darling
Sunshine," all Frankfort would have shaken with the heavy

artillery of oaths and execrations, which would have been.

disgorged from his huge lungs, like the eruption of some
long pent-up volcano! But he did not suspect the truth,
and in speaking of Fanny's illness, he said, "It is studyin'
so close, that ailded her. As ever she can bar to be moved,
we will carry her home, and Aunt Katy 'ill nuss her up
quicker.

Accordingly as soon as the physician pronounced it safe
to move her, she was taken home, and by her mother's as-
siduous care, and Aunt Katy's skilful nursing, her physical
health was soon much improved. But no medicine could
reach the plague-spot which preyed upon her heart, and
cast a dark shadow over every feeling of pleasure. As soon

z as her health was fully restored, she asked permission to re-
turn to school. At first Mr. Middleton refused, but not long
did he ever withstand any request which "Sunshine" made.
So at last he consented, on condition that she would give up
the study of the Lati, and promise not to apply herself too
closely to any thing. To this Fanny readily agreed, and
in a few days she was again in Frankfort, occupying her
acustomed seat at Mrs. Crane's table and bending over her
task in the old schoolroom, which seemed suddenly illrtimi-
nated by her presence.

.aThe school-girls welcomed back their young companion
with many demonstrations of joy, for they said, "the school-
room seemed dark and lonely when she was absent." Dear
little Fanny ! There was love enough left for her in the
hearts of all who knew her, but it did not satisfy. There
was still an aching void, which one love alone could fill, and
that love she thought was lost to her for ever. She was mis-
taken.

During her illness she thought much of what Julia had
said relative to concealing her disappointment with an as-
sumed gayety, and she resolved to do so, partly from wound-
ed pride, and partly from 'love of her dear old father, who
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seemed distressed whenever any thing troubled his "Sun-

shine." When she returned to Frankfort, none but the
most acute observer would have suspected that the sparkling
eye and dancing footstep were the disguise of a desolate,
aching heart, and that the merry laugh and witty repartee
.were but the echoes of a knell of sadness, whose deepest
tones were stifled ere they reached the ear of the listener.
In the darkness of night, however, all was changed. The
Sunshine was Obscured, and Julia alone knew what anguish
Fanny endured.. Still the cruel girl never wavered in her
purpose. "The worst is over," said she. "She will not die
now, even if she s w him wedded to me." So she suffered
her sister's cheek to grow paler, and her delicate form thin-
ner, at the supposed desertion of her lover. Little did Fanny
think that he, whose false-heartedness she deplored, dreamed
each night of his distant dear one, and that each day his
warm heart beat more quickly, because no tidings came from
her.

A few days after Fanny's return there came cards of in-
vitation for a large party at the residence of a Mr. C--.
The evening was propitious, and at the usual hour Mrs.
C 's parlors were filled with the beauty and fashion of
the city. Among all the belles, who that evening graced
the. brilliantly lighted drawing-rooms, none. was so much
admired as Julia Middleton, who appeared dressed in a rich
crimson velvet robe, tastefully trimmed with ermine. Mag-
nificent bracelets, which had cost her father almost as many
oaths as dollars, glittered on her white rounded arms. Her
snowy neck, which was also uncovered, was without orna-
ment. Her glossy hair, dark as night, was arranged in the
most becoming manner. ;

At the time Mr. Middleton had given Julia her bracelets,
he had presented Fanny with a bandeau of pearls. 'But
Julia found it an easy task to persuade her sister that pearls

were not becoming to her style of beauty; so on the evening
of the party they gleamed amid the heavy braids of Julia's

hair. Wherever she went she was followed by a train of

admirers, who little thought that that soft smile and beauti-

ful face concealed a heart as hard as the flinty rock,

Contrary to all the rules of propriety, the heartless Mrs.

Carrington was there, dealing out her fascinating smiles and

bland words. She had thrown aside her mourning for the

occasion and was arrayed in a dress of black velvet. An

elegant lace bertha covered her white, beautiful neck, while
one of her fair arms was clasped by a diamond bracelet. To
this bracelet was attached a small locket, which contained
the daguerreotype of him, upon whose quiet grave the suns
of scarce five months had risen and set. Amid that bril-
liant scene she had no thought for the dead, but others won-
dered much that he should be so soon forgotten. She was
attended by Raymond, who scarcely left her side during the
whole evening, although she made several ineffectual at-
tempts to shake him off, for she did not care to be too much
noticed by a "poor Yankee schoolmaster."

Henry Ashton was also there, but his attention was
wholly engrossed by the bright eyes and sunny face of Flor-
ence Woodburn, who had recently returned from Philadel-
phia, where she had been attending school for the last two
years. Florence was the only daughter of the Mr. Wood-
burn, who was mentioned in the first chapter of this narra-
tive. Her father lived several miles from the city, but she
had friends in town and spent much of her time there. She
was very handsome and very agreeable, and as she would
probably be quite an heiress, her appearance in the fashion-
able world created a great sensation.

During the evening, as she was standing by Ashton and
commenting upon Julia's wondrous beauty, she asked
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"Where is the younger Miss Middleton? Is she as handsome
as her sister ?"

Ashton replied, "She is not called half as beautiful, but
she is mudh more amiable ; but see, there she comes," con.
tinted he, as Fanny entered the room leaning on Stanton's

arm.
She was so pale that her skin seemed almost transparent,

but the excitement of the evening brought a bright glow to
her cheek which greatly enhanced her loveliness. She was

simply attired in a plain white muslin, low at the neck, which
was veiled by the soft curls of her silken hair. Her arms

were encircled by a plain band of gold, and a white, half

opened rosebud, was fastened to the bosom of her dress.

As she entered the room many admiring eyes were turn-

ed towards her, and Miss Woodburn exclaimed, "Oh, how
lovely she is ! Her sister seems more like the flashing dia-

mond, while Fanny's beauty is like the soft lustre of the
pearl. But tell me," she continued, "is she not engaged to

a Dr. Lacey of New Orleans?"
"Yes, or that is, it was so rumored," answered Ashton,

"but he has gone home, and since then I have heard nothing
of it. Young Stanton seems very attentive. .I should not,
wonder if something grew out of it."

"Always making matches, Mr. Ashton," said Mrs. Car-
rington, who for a moment rid herself of Raymond and now

came near Ashton and Florence. She had heard them

speak of Dr. Lacey and Fanny, and as she knew Florence
was soon going to New Orleans, she wished to give her a
little Frankfort gossip to take with her.

"Oh, Mrs. Carrington," said Mr. Ashton, bowing politely.

"Allow me to introduce Miss Woodburn. We were just
talking of the probability of Miss Fanny's being engaged to
Dr. Lacey. Perhaps you can enlighten us somewhat."

"Oh," said ,rs. Carrington, "I assure you I know but

little about the matter. It is rather uncertain whom Miss

Fanny likes or dislikes. It is currently-reported that she
was in love with a Mr. Wilmot, who died, and who was
known to be engaged to her sister. Since then Dr. Lacey
has flirted with her, but whether seriously or not, I cannot
tell; I should rather think not, however, for Mr. Stanton now
seems to be the favored one."

"Oh," said Mr. Ashton, "I never supposed Fanny was
so much of a coquette."

"Neither do I think she is," said Florence, whose heart
warmed towards Fanny as soon as she saw her.

"Perhaps she is not," said Mrs. Carrington. "Fanny is
very young yet, but when fully matured will perhaps make
a noble woman, but she has not the solidity of-her sister,
who tries hard to keep her from assuming the appearance
of a flirt." 'Then turning to Florence, she said, "I believe
you are soon going to New Orleans?"

"Yes. madam," answered Florence.
"You will probably meet Dr. 'Lacey there," continued

Mrs. Carrington. "Perhaps you had better say nothing to
him about Fanny's flirtation with Stanton, for he would
hardly believe it."

Florence merely nodded, thinking to herself that she
should do as she chose about it. From the first she had
been attracted towards Fanny. There was something in her
face and in the expression of her eye, which interested Flor-
ence. It seemed to her that Fanny would gladly have left
that scene of gayety, and going out by herself; would have
poured out her soul in tears. She earnestly desired anin-
troduction, and at last it was obtained. There seemed to be
some secret magnet which attracted these two young girls
towards each other, for in a few moments they were arm in
arm talking familiarly upon different topics as though they
had been acquainted a lifetime.
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Florence was a warm-hearted, affectionate girl, and after
a time she said, "Miss Middleton, I am going .to New Orleans

soon. I believe you have an acquaintance there. If I see
him, what shall I tell him?"

Fanny's voice trembled slightly as she answered, "Tell

whom? "
"Oh, Miss Middleton," said Florence laughing gayly,

"how that blush becomes you! Tell whom? Why, who
should it be but Dr. Lacey, whom every body except Mrs.

Carrington says is engaged to you."

The fire shot from Fanny's eyes, but one look at the open

face at her side assured her, and she answered, "I am not
answerable for what the world please to say of me."

"I am to consider the report true, then," persisted Flor-
ence.

A momentary struggle took'place in Fanny's mind. Love

and resentment strove for the mastery.< The latter conquered,

and the voice was calm and decided which replied, "I assure

you, Miss Woodburn, thatDr. Lacey bears norelation to me

except that of a common acquaintance."

"Indeed,"'said Florence. "I am sorry, for I was antici-

pating much pleasure in describing Dr. Lacey's intended
lady to the New Orleans girls.

Fanny did not answer, and as Stanton just then ap-

proached, and asked her to go to the music-room, she took

his arm readily, glad to escape from so painful a conversa-

tion.
"She is a strange girl," thought Florence, "and .yet I

know I should lbve her. I wonder what makes her so sad,

Can it be that she really loved that Mr. Wilmot? At any
rate I am sorry for her, and hope she will marry Mr. Stanton,

who seems much pleased with her."
Thus was an impression left on Florence's mind, which

was productive of much mischief. At a late hour the com-

pany dispersed. Fanny returned home, weary and sick at
heart. Her conversation with Florence had awakened pain-
ful reminiscences of the past, and the gray daylight wad be-
ginning to streak the eastern horizon ere her heavy eyelids
closed in slumber. In a few days Florence Woodburn de-
parted for New Orleans, where her mother's brother resided.
We will take passage with her and pay a visit to Dr. Lacey
in his southern home.

1~1 7146
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CHAPTER XI.

THE house which Dr. Lacey occupied, was situated on one

of the pleasantest streets in New Orleans. It was a large,

airy structure, which had formerly been owned by a wealthy

French gentleman, who had spared neither money nor pains

to adorn it with every elegance which could minister to the

luxurious habits common to a southern clime. When it

passed into the hands of Dr. Lacey's father, he gratified his

northern taste, and fitted it up with every possible conveni-

ence, moulding its somewhat ancient aspect into a more

modern style.
When Dr. Lacey reached the age of twenty-one, his

father made him the owner of the house, he himself re-

moving to another part of the city. At the time of which

we are speaking, nothing could exceed the beauty of the

house ano. grounds.
The yard which surrounded the building was large, and

laid out with all the taste of a perfect connoisseur. In its

centre was a fountain, whose limpid waters fell into a large

marble basin, while the spray which constantly arose from

the falling stream, seemed to render the heat of that sultry

climate less oppressive. Scattered throughout the yard were

the numerous trees, and flowering shrubs which grow in such
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profusion at the "sunny South." Here the beautiful mag-

nolia shook its white blossoms in the evening breeze, and

there the dark green foliage of the orange trees formed an

effectual screen from the midday sun.
The building was surrounded on all sides by a double

piazza, the slender pillars of which were entwined by the

flowering honey-suckle, and luxuriant passion-flower,,.which

gave the house the appearance of a closely wreathed arbor.

Within the piazza was filled with rare tropical plants. .The

beautiful oleander, magnificent rose, and sweet-scented ge-

ranium, here united their fragrance, while the scarlet- ver-

benum and brilliant heliotrope added beauty to the scene.
The interior of the building corresponded with the ex-

terior. The rooms, large and airy, were carpeted with vel-

vet, and adorned with costly marble and rosewood furniture.

The windows, which were constructed in the French style,

that is, reaching to the floor, were curtained with richly-em-

broidered lace. Let us ascend the winding staircase, and

enter the dressing-room of the owner of all this splendor.

Half reclining on a crimson lounge sits Dr. Lacey, dressed
in a fashionable brocade morning-gown. On first glancing

at him, we think there is no change in his countenance,

since we last saw him on Mrs. Crane's steps in Frankfort,

but as we note the expression of his face, we can perceive a

shade of anxiety resting there. At last he rises and rather

impatiently pulls the bell-rope.
His summons is imn pgiately answered by an exquisite

dandy, who is neither African, European, French, nor Span-
ish, but an odd, mixture of the four. He is dressed in the

extreme of fashion, and on entering the room, bows most

gracefully, at the same time casting an admiring glance at
himself in the large mirror, and passing his hand carelessly

through his perfumed locks. With the' utmost deference,
he awaits the commands of his master.
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"Well, Rondeau," said Dr. Lacey, "haven't you finished
breakfast yet ? "

"Yes, marster," answered Rondeau, with a very low
bow. "I've got through a moment since. What can I do
for you? Will you ride this morning ? "

"No," answered Dr. Lacey, "I do not wish to ride, but
I want you to go to the-post-office and back immediately ;
remember now, and not stop to gossip."

"Certainly not," said the negro. "When marster's in a
hurry, Rondeau is never found foolin' away time."

"And don't stop more than an hour in the kitchen to
talk to Leffie. Do you understand ? " continued the Doctor.

"Oh yes, I won't," said Rondeau, extending his mouth
into a broad grin, at his master's allusion to Leffie, a bright
looking handsome mulatto girl, whom next to himself, Ron-
deau thought was the prettiest creature in the world.

At last he bowed himself out of the room, and proceed-
ed to execute his master's commands. On passing the
kitchen, he "just looked in a little," and the sight of Leffie's
bright eyes and rosy lips, made him forgetful of his promise.
Going up to her, he announced his intention of kissing her.
A violent squabble ensued, in which the large china dish,
which Leffie held in her hand, was broken, two pickle jars
thrown down, chairs upset, the baby scalded, and .the dog
Tasso's tail nearly crushed ! At last Aunt Dilsey, the head
cook and the mother of Leffie, interposed, and seizing the
soup ladle as the first thing near her, she laid about her
right and left, dealing no very gentle blows at the well oiled
hair of Rondeau, who was glad to beat a retreat from the
kitchen, amidst the loud laughter of the blacks, who had
witnessed the scene.

Leaving the house he was soon on his way to the post-of-
fice, and having procured his master's mail he started for home.
At length slackening his pace, he took from his pocket the

letters and carefully scrutinized the inscription of each. He

was in the habit of going to the post-office, and after his
master's return from Kentucky, he had noticed two or three
letters written in what he called "a mighty fineified hand,'"
and he had whispered to Leffie as a great secret that "'twas

his private opinion, marster was going to marry some Ken-
tucky girl." Recently he had noticed the absence, of those
letters, and alsb the absence of his master's accustomed cheer-
fulness. Rondeau was pretty keen, and putting the two
circumstances together, he again had a whispered conference
with Leflie, whom he told that, "most probably the Ken-

tucky girl had funiced, for marster hadn't had a letter in
ever so long, and every time he didn't get one, he looked as
blue as a whet-stone !"

"Glad on't," said Lefile. "Hope he won't have any your
foreigners. Allus did wish he'd have Miss Mortimer. Next
to old marster and young marster Lacey, her father's the
toppinest man in New Orleans. And it's a pity for young

marster to stoop."
After examining all the letters closely, Rondeau came to

the conclusion that the right one wasn't there, and he thought

" Wpll, Leffie '11 be glad, and marster '11 be sorry, and hang
me if I ain't sorry too, for marster's a plaguey fine chap, and

desarves any body there is in Kentucky."
Meantime Dr. Lacey was anxiously awaiting Rondeau's

return, and when he caught sight of him, coming at an un-
usually rapid rate towards the house, he thought, "Surely
Rondeau would never hurry so, if he had not good news for
me," but the next thought was, "How should he. know what
it is I am so anxious to get ? " Still he waited rather im-
patiently for Rondeau to make his appearance. In a moment
he entered the room, and commenced pulling the letters from
his pocket, saying, " I've got a heap this time, marster."

He then laid them oxge by one on the marble dressing
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table, counting them as he did so; " Thar's one, thar's two,
thar's three, thar's four."

"Stop counting them, can't you, and give me all you
have directly," said Dr. Lacey, as his eye ran hurriedly over
the superscription of each, and found not the one he sought.

"That's jist what I've done, marster," said Rondeau bow-

ing. "The one you want wasn't thar."
Dr. Lacey glanced hastily at his servant, and felt assured

that the quick-witted negro was in possession of his secret.
"You may go," said he, "and mind, never let me hear of

your commenting about my letters."
"No, marster, never ; 'strue's I live," said Rondeau, who

left the room and went in quest of Leffie. But he did not
dare to repeat the scene of the morning, for Aunt Dilsey was
present, bending over a large tub of boiling suds, and he felt

sure that any niisderneanor on his part, would call forth a

more affectionate shower-bath than he cared about receiving.
So he concluded to bring about his purpose by compliment-
ing Aunt Dilsey on her fine figure, (she weighed just two

hundred!)
"Aunt Dilsey,".said he, "'pears to me you have an un-

common good form, for one as plump and healthy-like as
you are,"

Aunt Dilsey was quite sensitive whenever her size was
alluded to, and she replied rather sharply. "You git along,
you bar's ile skullcap. 'Twon't be healthy for you to poke
fun at me."

"'Pon my word," said the mischievous Rondeau, "I ain't
polling fun at you. I do really think so.. I thought of it
last Sunday, when you had on that new gown, that becomes
you so well.".

" Which one'? " said Aunt Dilsey1 a little mollified,
"the blue aid yaller one?$ "

1

"The same," answered Rondeau. "It fits you good.
Your arms look real small in it."

Leffie was nearly convulsed with laughter, for she had
tried the experiment, and found that the distance round her
mother's arm, was just the distance round her own slender
waist.

"Do tell!" said Aunt Dilsey, stopping from her work and
wiping the drops of perspiration from her shining forehead,
"Do tell ! It feels drefful sleek on me, but my old man
Claib says it's too tight."

"Not an atom too tight," -answered Rondeau, at the
same time getting nearer and nearer to Leffie, and laying
his hand on her shoulder.

Before she was aware of his intention, he stole the kiss
he was seeking for. Leffie rewarded him by spitting in his
face, while Aunt Dilsey called out, "Ain't you 'shamed to act
so, Leffie ? Don't make a fool of yourself!"

Assured by this speech, Rondeau turned, and kissing
Aunt Dilsey herself, was off just in time to escape a basin
of hot suds, which that. highly scandalized lady hurled after
him.

"I'll tell marster this minute," said she, "and see if he
hain't got nothin' to set the lazy lout a doin'." So saying,
the old lady waddled into the house, and going up stairs,
knocked at Dr. Lacey's door.

"Come in," said the Doctor, and Aunt Dilsey entered.
In a very'sad tone, she commenced telling, how "that 'tar-
nal Rondeau was raisin' Cain in the kitchen. -He's kissed
Leffie, and me too!"

"Kissed you, has he?" said Dr. Lacey.
"Yes, sar, he done that ar very thing, spang on the

mouth," said Dilsey.
"Well, Dilsey," said the Doctor with a roguish twinkle

of the eye, "don't you think he ought to be paid ? "
7!
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Aunt Dilsey tried to cry, and said,"I never thought that
marster would larf at poor old Aunt Dilsey."

"Neither will I," said the Doctor. Then tossing her a
picayune, he said, "take that, Aunt Dilsey. I reckon it
will pay for the kiss. I'll see that Rondeau does not repeat
his offence on you at least."

Aunt Dilsey went back to the kitchen, thinking that
" Marster George was the funniest and best marster on
arth."

While Rondeau was carrying on this flirtation in the
kitchen, Dr. Lacey was differently employed. Hope deferred
had well nigh made his heart sick. "What can be the
reason," thought he, "that Fanny does not write? I have
written repeatedly for the last two months and have had no
answer." Then as a new idea struck him, he added, "Yes,
I'll write to Mr. Miller, and ask him what has happened."
Suiting the action to the word, he drew up his writing desk,
and in a short time a letter was written, and directed to Mr.
Miller.

He arose to summon Rondeau to take it to the office ;
but ere he had touched the bell rope, pride whispered,
"Don't send that letter, don't let Mr. Miller into your private
affairs. If Fanny were sick, some one would write to you."

So the bell was not rung, and during the next half hour,
Dr. Lacey amused himself by mechanically tearing it into
small fragments. Ah, Dr. Lacey, 'twas a sorry moment
when you listened to the whispering of that pride! Had
that letter been sent, it would have saved you many sleep-
less nights of sorrow. But 'twas not to be.

That night there was to be a large party at the house of
Mr. Mortimer, whom Leffie had mentioned as second to the
Laceys in wealth. Mr. Mortimer was the uncle, at whose
house Florence Woodburn was visiting, and the party was
given partly in honor of her arrival, and partly to celebrate

3i
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Mabel Mortimer's birthday. Mabel was an intelligent, ac-
complished girl, and besides being something of a beauty,
was the heiress expectant of several hundred thousand. This
constituted her quite a belle, and for three or four years past,
she and Dr. Lacey had been given to each other by the
clever gossips of New Orleans. Mr. Lacey senior was also
rather anxious that his son should marry Mabel; so Julia
was not far out of the way, when she wrote to Fanny that
Dr. Lacey's parents wished to secure a match between him
and a New Orleans belle. Had Dr. Lacey never seen Fanny,
he possibly might have wedded Mabel. But his was a heart
which could love but once, and although the object of his
love should prove untrue, his affections could not easily be
transferred to another; so 'twas all in vain that Mabel Mor-
timer, on the evening of the party, stood before her mirror
arranging and rearranging the long curls of her dark hair,
and the folds of her rich white satin, wondering all the while
if Dr. Lacey would approve her style of dress.

Turning to Florence she said, "Cousin, did you see Dr.
Lacey, while he was in Frankfort ? "

"No; I did not," answered Florence; "but I do hope he
will be here tonight, for I am all impatience to see this
lion who has turned all your heads."

A slight shade of displeasure passed over Mabel's fine
features, but quickly casting it off, she said, "Why are you
so anxious, Florence? Have you any designs on him? If
you have, they will do you no good, for I have a prior claim,
and you must not interfere,"

"Dear me, how charmingly you look !" said Florence.
"But, fair coz, do not be to sanguine. Suppose I should
tell you that far off in old Kentuck, as the negroes say, there
is a golden-haired little girl, who has --.- ,"

"Stop, stop," said Mabel. " You shall not tell me. I
will not hear it."

"

v t
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At that instant the door bell rang, and in a moment sev-

eral young'girls entered the dressing-room, and in the chat-
tering and laughing and fixing which followed, Mable forgot
what her cousin had been saying. After a time the young
ladiesdescended to thespacious drawing-rooms, which were
rapidly filling with the elite of the city.

Mabel's eye took in at a glance all the gentlemen, and
she felt chagrined to find Dr. Lacey absent. "What if he
should not come ?" thought she. "The party would be a

dreadfully dull affair to me." Some time after, she missed
Florence and two or three other girls, and thinking they
were in the parlor above, she went in search of them. She
found them on the balcony, not far from the gentlemen's

dressing-room, the windows of which were open. As she
approached them, they called out, "Oh, here you are, Mabel!
Florence is just going to tell us about Dr. Lacey's sweetheart."

"Dr. Lacey's sweetheart !" repeated Mabel. "Who is
Dr. Lacey's sweetheart, pray ? "

"Do not blush so, Mabel; we do not mean you," said
Lida Gibson,,.a bright-eyed witty girl, with a sprinkling of
malice in her nature.

"Of course you do not mean me," said Mabel laughing-
ly. "But come, cousin ; what of her ? " And the young

girls drew nearer to each other, and waited anxiously for
Florence's story.

Little did they suspect that another individual, with
flushed brow, compressed lip, and beating heart, was listen-
ing to hear tidings of her whom Florence had designated as

his sweetheart. Dr. Lacey had entered. the gentlemen's
dressing-room unobserved.' He heard the sound of merry

voices on the balcony, and was about to step out and surprise
the girls, when he caught the sound of his own name coupled

with that of Fanny Middleton. His curiosity was aroused,
and he became a listener to the following conversation:

"Come, Florence," said Lida, "do not keep us in sus-

pense any longer. Tell us whether she is black or white, fat
or lean, rich or poor?"

"But first," said Mabel, "tell us how you know she is
any thing to Dr. Lacey."

"That is what I don't know," said Florence. "I am only
speaking of what has been."

"Well then," said Mabel more gayly, "go on."
"This Fanny Middleton," said Florence, "looks just as

you would imagine a bright angel to look."
How Dr. Lacey blessed her for these words.
"But," continued Florence, "there is a singularly sad

expression on her marble face."
"I never observed it," thought Dr. Lacey.
"What makes her sad ?" asked Lida.
"That is a mystery to me," answered Florence. "Re-

port says that she loved a Mr. Wilmot, who was engaged to
her sister."

"Engaged to her sister !" repeated Mabel. "How strange !

But won't it make trouble? "
"It cannot," said Florence. "Mr. Wilmot is dead, and

it is whispered that Fanny's heart was buried with him. I
should not be surprised if it were so, for Fanny has the sad-

dest face I ever saw. It made me want to cry when I look-
ed at her. ,I should have pitied her more, however, had she
not been so well cared for by a Mr. Stanton, from New-
York."

Large drops of perspiration stood thickly on Dr. Lacey's
forehead, and his hands, convulsively clasped, were pressed
against his heart ; still he did not lose a syllable, as Florence
continued. "I did not blame her for liking Stanton, for he
would break half your hearts and turn the rest of you crazy."

"But the sister," asked all the young ladies, "how was
she affected to think Fanny loved her betrothed ?"
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"Oh, that sister !" said Florence. "You ought to see her !
She is beautiful, beyond any thing I can describe. She
eclipsed every thing and every body."

" And is she as agreeable as handsome?" asked Mabel,
whose fears were aroused that Julia might be her rival, in-
stead of Fanny.

Florence replied, "I was told that she was formerly ver'y
passionate, so much so that her father nicknamed her Tem-
pest. Within a few months she has entirely changed, and is
now very amiable; but I liked Fanny's looks the best."

"But, Dr. Lacey,-what had he to do with Fanny?"asked
Lida.

"It was said they were engaged; but I do not think they
are. In fact I know they are not, from what Fanny said
herself; for she assured me that Dr. Lacey was nothing to
her more than a common acquaintance; and the sad. but
sweet smile which broke over her face whenever she raised
her soft blue eyes to Stanton's animated countenance, con-
firmed what she said."

"So,,Mabel, you can have the Doctor after all," said
Lida. "You know you used to say that 'twas all settled, for
your parents and his had arranged it."

Dr. Lacey waited for no more. He knew of a back
stairway, down which he could escape into the open air un-
observed. In a moment he stood alone, in Mr. Mortimer's
garden, but the evening breeze, although it cooled his brow,
failed to calm his excited feelings. Suddenly it occurred to
him that his absence from Mr. Mortimer's would excite at-
tention in those who saw him enter, so he made a desperate
effort to be calm, and retracing his steps, was soon in the
drawing-room, with Mabel Mortimer on his- arm, much to
that young lady's satisfaction.

As they passed near a group of young girls, in the cen-
tre of which stood Florence Woodburn, Mabel suddenly said,

"Oh, Dr. Lacey, let me introduce you to cousin Florence.

She has just come from Frankfort, and knows some of your
acquaintances there."

So saying she drew him towards Florence, who -had all

the evening been waiting for an introduction to him. Dr.

Lacey rather wished to avoid making Florence's acquaint-

ance, fearing that she might say something to him of Fanny.

But there was no escape, and he greeted Florence with a

smile and bow, which, to use her own words, "Nearly drove

every idea from her head."

Once during the evening he found himself standing with
Florence, alone, near an open window. Florence improved

her opportunity, and raising her bewitching hazel eyes to

the Doctor's face, said, "Why do you not ask me about

your Kentucky friends, Dr. Lacey ?"
Had Florence observed her companion closely, she would

have noticed the pallor, which, for an instant, overspread his

face. It passed away, and he replied with an assumed

gayety, " How should I know that we have any acquaint-

ances in common in Frankfort ?"

Before Florence had time to reply Mabel joined them.

She was unwilling to risk a tote-a-tete between the Doctor

and her fascinating, graceful cousin, and as soon as she found

them standing alone. she went up to them. Her example
was followed by several other young ladies, among whom was

Lida Gibson, who began by saying,. "Doctor, do you know

that Miss Florence has told us all about your love affair, and

also described the Golden Fairy? Now why didn't you fall

in love with her sister? Florence says she is far more beau-

tiful."
Dr. Lacey answered calmly, "What reason has Miss

Woodburn to think I am in love with either ?"

"No reason," said Mabel quickly ; "neither does she

think you are in love with either."
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"Dear me!" said Lida. "Of course you do not wish to
think so, and we all know why; but never mind frowning
so dreadfully, Mabel; I won't tell!1" and the mischievous
girl glided away, laughing to think that she had succeeded
so well in teasing Mabel Mortimer.

After a moment Dr. Lacey turned to Florence, and said.
"It seems you saw Julia Middleton. Do you not think her
very handsome ?"

"Yes, very," answered Florence; "but I liked Fanny's
looks the best."

A. pang shot through Dr. Lacey's heart at the mention
of Fanny's name, but he continued to inquire concerning his
friends in Kentucky. Before the party closed, Florence,
Mabel, and Lida, had each managed to repeat to him all the
conversation which he had overheard in the first part of
the evening, never once thinking how desolate was the heart
which beat beneath the calm manner and gay laugh of him
who listened to their thoughtless raillery.

At length the party drew to a close. Dr. ,Lacey was
among the first that left. He longedto be alone with his
troubled thoughts. Mechanically bidding Mabel "Good
night," he ran down the marble steps, and stepping into his
carriage, ordered Claib, the coachman, to drive home as soon
as possible. There was no particular necessity for this com-
mand, for Claib had been fretting for the last hour about
"White folks settin' up all night and keepin' niggers awake.
Darned if he didn't run the horses home like Satan, and sleep
over next day, too."

With such a driver the horses sped swiftly over the smooth
road, and in a very few minutes Dr. Lacey was at home,
alone in his room. Then the full tide of his sorrow burst
forth. He did not weep. He would scorn to do that. But
could one have seen him as he hurriedly paced the apart-
ment, he would have said,-his was a sorrow which could not
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vent itself in tears. Occasionally he would whisper to him-
self, "My Fanny false !-she whom I believed so truthful, so
loving, so innocent ! ' And she loves another,-one, too,
whom it were almost a sin to love. Fool, that I did not see

it before, for what but love could have drawn such devotion
to him on his death-bed. ,And yet she assured me, that I

was the first, the only one, she had ever loved ; and I be-

lieved it, and gave her the entire affection of my heart."
Then came a reaction. Resentment towards Fanny for

thus deceiving him, mingled with his grief. But he had
loved her too deeply, too truly, to cherish an unkind feeling
towards her long. Throwing himself upon the sofa, and
burying his face in his hands, h went back in fancy through

all the many happy hours he had spent in her society. While

doing this sleep descended upon him, and in his dreams he

saw again his darling Fanny, not false and faithless as he

had feared, but arrayed in a spotless bridal robe. She stood

by his side as his own wedded wife. Was that dream ever

realized? We shall see.
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CHAPTER XII.

THE next morning, Rondeau waited a long time for his
master's usual orders that he should go to the post-office ;
but no such command came, and as Dr. Lacey had not been
heard moving in his room yet, Rondeau concluded to go at
all events.;

"I know" said he, "that'll be the first thing he'll tell
me to do, and I may as well go on my own hook, as to wait

and be sent.' /

Accordingly he again started for the post-office, thinking
to himself, "I hope that marster'll git a letter this time, for
he don't seem no more like the wide-awake chap he did
when he first come from Kentuck, than nothing. I don't.
want him to have Miss Mabel no how ; for their niggers say
she's awful spunky."

By the time this soliloquy was ended, he had reached

the office. The clerk handed him two letters, both of which

Rondeau eyed sharply. On looking at the second, the cavity
between his ears widened to an enormous extent, and he
gave vent to his joy by uttering aloud, " Crackee, this is jest

the thing !."
"What's the matter, Rondeau ? Can you read writing ?"

asked the clerk in some surprise.
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"No sir, not but a little," said Rondeau; "but I know this
hand write, I reckon."

In a twinkling, he was in the street. "This is a fine
morning," thought he. "I've got the right letter this time,
so I won't hurry home, for marster ain't goin' to find any
fitult if I don't get thar till noon."

So the next hour was spent in gossiping with all the
blacks which could be found lounging round the streets.
Suddenly one of the negroes called out, "Ho, Rondeau! thar's
yer old marster Lacey coming . You'd better cut stick for
home, or he'll be in yer har."

Rondeau instantly started for home, where he was greet-
ed by Aunt Dilsey with a torrent of abuse, that good lady
rating him soundly for being gone so long. " Warn't he
'shamed to be foolin' away his time? 'Twan't his time
nutlier,'twas marster's time. Was that ar' fulfillin' of Scrip-
ter, which says 'ye must all be eye sarvents,' which means
ye must all keep clus where yer masters can see you ?"

How long Aunt Dilsey might have gone on expounding
scripture is not known! for Rondeau interrupted her by say-
ing, "Don't scold so, old lady. Marster ain't a goin'to care,
for I've got him something this time better than victuals or
drink."

"What is it ?" said Leffie, coming forward. "Have
you got him a letter from Kentuck ? "

"I hain't got him nothin' else, Miss Leffie Lacey, if you
please," said Rondeau, snapping his fingers in her face, and
giving Aunt Dilseys elbow a slight jostle, just enough to
spill the oil, with which she was filling a lamp.

" Rondeau, I 'clar' for't," said Aunt Dilsey, setting down
her oil can,, "If marster don't crack your head, my'old man
Claib shall, if he ever gits up agin. Thar he is in his bunk,
snorin' like he was a steamboat ; and marster's asleep up
stars, I reckon. Well, 'tain't no way to live. Things would
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go to rack and ruin, if I didn't sweat and work to keep 'em
right eend up, sartin."

Aunt Dilsey was really a very valuable servant, and had
some reason for thinking herself the main spoke in the wheel
which kept her master's household together. She had lived
in the family ever since Dr. Lacey's earliest recollection, and
as she had nursed him when an infant, he naturally felt a
great affection for her, and intrusted her with the exclusive
management of the culinary department, little negroes and
all. His confidence in her was not misplaced, for from
morning till night she was faithful to her trust, and woe to
any luckless woolly head, who was found wasting " marster's"
time or pilfering Dilseys sweetineats and pickles.

On the first head Aunt Dilsey was very sensitive, for
being; naturally active and stirring herself, "She," to use her
own words, "couldn't bar to see folks lazin round like thar
was nothin' to do, but to git up and stuff themselves till
they's fit to bust." She also felt annoyed whenever her
young master indulged himself in a morning nap. "Ought
to be up," she said, "and airing' hisself."

On the morning following the party, her patience was
severely taxed in two ways. First, Claib, her husband, had
adhered to his resolution of " sleeping over," and long after
the clock struck eleven he was snoring profoundly. He had
resisted all Aunt Dilsey's efforts to rouse him. Her scold-
ings, sprinklings with both hot and cold water, punching with
the carving fork, had all proved ineffectual, and as a last
resort, she had put the baby on his bed, thinking, "that
would surely fetch him up standin', for 'twasn't in natur to
sleep with the baby wallopin' and mowin'~over him." Her
master, too, troubled her. Why he couldn't get up, she
didn't see. "His breakfast was as cold as a grave stun, and
she didn't keer if.'twas. She had enough to do, 'tendin' to

other affars, without keepin' the niggers and dogs from

poking' thar noses in it." _
At a late hour Dr. Lacey awoke from his uneasy slum-

ber. The return of morning brought comparative calmness

to his troubled spirit.. Hope whispered that what he had

,F heard might be a mistake. At least he would wait for fur-

ther confirmation. He did not know how near that con-
firmation was. Rondeau had been waiting for his master's

summons until his patience was exhausted. So, relying on
the letter to counteract any apparent disrespect, he stalked
up stairs and knocked at Dr. Lacey's door, just as that gen-
tleman was about ringing for him.

As soon as he entered the room, he called out, "Here,
marster, I've got 'em this time !" at the same time extending

.a a letter, the superscription of which made Dr. Lacey turn

F .pale, for he recognized, as he supposed, Fanny's delicate hand-
writing.

"You may leave me alone, Rondeau," said he, "and I
will ring for you when I want you." So Rondeau departed

with the remaining letter in his pocket. He had forgotten
to deliver it, but it was not missed.

Oh, Rondeau, Rondeau! It was'very unfortunate that
you forgot that letter, and suffered it to remain in your pock-
et unheeded for many days. Its contents would have scat-
tered the dark, desolating tempest which was fast gathering
o'er your young master's pathway.

As soon as Dr. Lacey was alone, he sat down, anxious,
yet fearing to know the contents of his letter. At last he
resolutely broke the seal, thinking to himself, "It cannot con-
tain any thing worse than I already know." One glance at
the beginning and end of the letter, confirmed his fears, and
for a few moments he was unable to read a line ; then sum-
moning all his remaining courage, he calmly read the letter
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through, not omitting a single word, but comprehending the
meaning of each sentence. It was as follows:

" Frankfort, March 25th, 18-

"DR. LACEY,,

"SiRa:-Have you, during some weeks past, ever
wondered why I did not write to you? And in enumerating
to yourself the many reasons which could prevent my writ-
ing, has it ever occurred to you, that possibly I might be
false? Can you forgive me, Dr. Lacey, when I tell you that
the love I once fancied I bore you, has wholly subsided, and
I now feel foi you a friendship, which I trust will be more
lasting than my transient, girlish love.

"Do you ask how I came to change so suddenly? I
can only answer by another confession still more painful and
humiliating to me. When 'I bade you adieu, I thought I
loved you as well as I ever could love again. I say again,

for--but how shall I tell you? How confess that my
first affection was not given to you? Yes, ere I had ever
seen you, I loved another, and one too, whom some would
say it were sinful to love.

"But why harrow my feelings, by awakening the past?
Suffice it to say that he whom I loved is dead. We both
saw him die, and I received upon my lips his last breath.
Truly, if he were Julia's in life, he was mine in death. Did
you never suspect how truly I- loved Mr. Wilmot? You
were blinded by your misplaced affection for me, if you did
not. Julia, my noble-hearted sister Julia, knew it all. I
confessed my love to her, and on my knees begged her not
to go to him, but to let me take her place at his bedside.
She complied with my request, and then' bravely bore in
silence the reproaches of the world for her seeming cold-
ness.

"Dear Julia! she seems strangely. changed recently, and

you would hardly know her, she is so gentle, so obliging, and
amiable. You ought to have heard her plead your cause
with me. She besought me almost with tears not to prove
unfaithful to you, and when I convinced her that 'twas im-
possible for me to love another as I had Mr. Wilmot, she
insisted upon my writing, and not keeping you in suspense
any longer.

" Dr. Lacey, if you could transfer your affection from
me--, but no, why should I speak of such a thing. You
will probably despise all my family. Yet do not, I beseech
you, cast them off for poor Fanny's sin. They respect you
highly, and Julia would be very angry if she knew that I
am about to tell you how much she admires a certain
Southern friend, who probably, by this time, thinks with
contempt of little

"FANNY MIDDLETON"

There was-no perceptible change in Dr. Lacey's manner
after reading the above heartless forgery, but the iron had
entered his soul, and for a time he seemed benumbed with
its force. Then came a moment of reflection. His love had
been trampled upon, and thrown backeas a thing of naught
by her who had fallen from the high pedestal on which he
had enthroned the idol of his heart's deepest affection.

"I could have pitied, and admired her too," thought he,
"had she candidly confessed her love for Mr. Wilmot ; but to
be so basely deceived by one whom I thought incapable of
deception, is too much."

Seizing the letter, he again read it through, and this time
he felt his wounded pride somewhat soothed by thinking
that the beautiful Julia admired and sympathized with him.
"But, pshaw ! "he exclaimed, "most likely Julia is as hollow-
hearted as her sister, and yet many dark spots on her charac-
ter seem to be wiped away by Fanny's confession." Throw-
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ing the letter aside, he rang the bell, and ordered his break-
fast to be sent up to him.

:That afternoon he called on Mabel Mortimer and her

cousin. ie found the young ladies in the drawing-room,
and with them a dark, fine-looking, middle-aged gentleman,
whom Mabel introduced as Mr. Middleton. Something in
the looks as well as name of the stranger made Dr. Lacey
involuntarily start with surprise, and he. secretly wondered
whether the gentleman was in any way connected with the

Middletons of Kentucky. He was not kept long in doubt,
for Florence, who was very talkative, soon, said, "We were
just speaking of you, Dr. Lacey, and Mr., Middleton seems
inclined to claim you as an acquaintance, on the ground of,
your having been intimate with his brother's family in Ken-

tucky."-
" Indeed !" said Dr. Lacey ; then turning to Mr. Middleton

he said, "Is it possible that you are a brother of Mr. Joshua
Middleton ?"

"Yes, sir," returned the stranger, eyeing Dr. Lacey close-
ly.; "Joshua is my brother, but for more than twenty years,
I have not seen him, or scarcely heard from him."

" Ah ! " answered Dr. Lacey in some astonishment, and
then, as he fancied there was something in Mr. Middleton's
former life which he wished to conceal, he changed the sub-
ject, by asking if Mr. Middleton had been long in the city.

"Only two weeks," he replied, and he proceeded to speak
of himself, saying, "For many years past I have been in the
Indies. About the time my brother Joshua was married,
my father died. When his will was opened, I thought it a
very unjust one, for it gave to my brother a much larger
share than was given to me. In a fit of anger I declared I
would never touch a penny of my portion, and leaving col-
lege, where I was already in my senior year, I went to New-
York, and getting on board a vessel bound for the East In-
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dies, I tried by amassing wealth in a distant land, to forget,
that I ever had a home this side of the Atlantic. During
the first years of my absence my brother wrote to me fre-
quently, and most of his letters I answered, for I really bore
him no malice on account 'of the will. I had not heard a
word from him for a long time, until I reached this city."

"Are you going to visit Kentucky ? " asked Dr. Lacey.
"It is my present intention to do so," answered Mr.

Middleton; "but first I wish to purchase a summer residence
near the Lake, and after fitting it up tastefully, I shall in-
vite my nieces to visit me. You are acquainted with them,

believe."
Dr. Lacey answered in the affirmative, and Mr. Middle-

ton continued. "I am told by Miss Woodburn. that they
are very beautiful, especially one of them, and quite accomt-
plished. Is it so?"

Dr. Lacey replied very calmly, "The world, I believe,
unite in calling Miss Julia very beautiful."

"But what of the other one?" asked Mr. Middleton
"I am prepossessed in her favor, for she bears the name of
the only sister I ever had."

Dr. Lacey sighed, for he remembered the time when he
was drawn towards Fanny, because he fancied she resembled
the only sister he ever had. Mr. Middleton observed it, and
immediately said, "Does it make you sigh just to mention
Fanny? What is the matter? Has she jilted you ? If she
has, she does not partake of the nature of the Middletons
for they could never stoop to deceit."

Here Florence came to Dr. Lacey's relief, by saying," Why,
Dr. Lacey, Mr. Middleton wants you to repeat what I have
already told him, that Julia is exceedingly beautiful and that
Fanny is as lovely as a Houri, and has the saddest, sweetest
face I ever saw, and the softest, mildest blue eye."

Dr. Lacey laughingly said, ' Thank you, Miss Florence,
8
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Mr. Middleton will please take what you have said as my
opinion concerning his fair .nieces."

Mr. Middleton bowed and then said, " How <loes my
brother appear? He used to be very rough and abrupt in
his manner."

Dr. Lacey laughed. He could not help it. His risible
faculties were always excited, when he thought of Joshua
Middleton, and he answered, that although he highly esteem-

ed Mr. Middleton, he feared his manners were not much im-
proved.

"I dare say not," said the brother. "When he was at
home, he was always saying things which our mother called
'impolite,' our father 'outlandish,' and the blacks, 'right
down heathenish.' However, with all his roughness, I be-
lieve there never was a more truly honorable man, or a more
sincere friend."

After a few moments of general conversation, Mr. Mid-
dleton said, turning to Dr. Lacey, "I feel some anxiety about

this summer residence which I intend purchasing. I am
told that you have fine taste both yin selecting a good local-

ity, and in laying out grounds. If you have leisure, suppose
you accompany-me. on my exploring excursion, and I will

reward you by an invitation to spend as much time with me

as you like after my nieces arrive."
Dr. Lacey thanked Mr. Middleton for the compliment

paid to his taste, and he politely expressed his willingness to

assist his friend in the selection of a country-seat. "By the
way," continued he, "you are stopping at the St. Charles, I
believe. Suppose you exchange your rooms at the hotel for

a hone with me, and become my guest until you leave the

city for 1 entucky ? "
Mr. Middleton accepted Dr. Lacey's invitation willingly,

and the three weeks which he spent at his residence passed

rapidly and pleasantly away. During tJhqt ime Dr, Lacey

L

Y-

,

yf

'

6

k

a

OR, LIFE IN KENTUCKY. 171

met with a gentleman who owned a very handsome villa
near the lake shore. This he wished to dispose of, and Mr.
Middleton and Dr. Lacey went down to inspect it. They
found it every way desirable, and Mr. Middleton finally pur-
chased it at an enormous price, and called it the "Indian
Nest." "Here," said he, speaking to Dr. Lacey, "here, I
shall at last find that happiness which I have sought for in
vain during forty years. . I shall have both my nieces with
me, besides Miss Mortimer and Miss Wobdburn. I suppose
I shall have to invite some other young gentleman besides
yourself, for the girls will hardly fancy the old Indian for a
beau."

Dr. Lacey did not reply. He was thinking how much
pleasure such an arrangement would have given him a few
months ago ; but now all was changed, and the thought of
again meeting Fanny, afforded him more pain than pleasure.

Mr. Middleton noticed his silence, and as he was slightly
tinctured with the abruptness which characterized his brother,
he said, "XWhy, young man, what is the matter? Have
you been disappointed, or what makes you manifest so much
indifference to spending the summer, or a part of it, with
four agreeable girls ? "

Dr. Lacey saw the necessity of rousing himself from his
melancholy mood, and assuming a gayety he did not feel, he
said, "I feel very much flattered, Mr. Middleton, with the
honor you confer upon me, but I have, for some time past,
been subject to low spirits; so you must not mind it, if I am,
not always gay. Come, let us go into the garden and see
what improvements are needed there."

So saying they tu-rned together into the large terraced
garden. While they were engaged in walking over the
handsome grounds which surrounded "The Indian Nest,"
Rondeau, who had accompanied his master, was differently

occupied. Strolling down to the lake shore, he amused him-
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self for a time by watching the waves as they dashed against

the pebbly beach, and by fancying that each of them re-

flected the image of Leffie's bright round face. Then but-

toning up his coat he would strut back and forth, admiring
his shadow, and thinking how much more the coat became

him than it did his young master. It had been given to

him by Dr. Lacey, with the order "not to wear it out in two

days ;" so Rondeau had not worn it before since the morning

when he gave his master one letter and forgot the other.

He had brought it with him to the lake, and was trying the
effect of his elegant appearance.

Chancing to thrust his hand in his pocket, he felt the

long-forgotten letter and drew it forth, then looking at it

with wide open .eyes and mouth, gave vent to his surprise as

follows: "Who'd a b'leved it! Here's this letter been in

my pocket two weeks ! I deserve to be cracked over the

head, and any body but marster would do it. I'll run and

give it to him now,--but no, I won't," said he, sudden-

ly slackening his pace, "I've heard him say he could always

trust me, and if I own up this time, he'll lose his-what's

the word? conference ?-yes, conference in me. I don't be-

lieve this letter's of any account, for it's a great big letter,'

just like a man's handwrite. Any way, I'll wait till I get

home and consult Leffie."
The letter was accordingly placed in his pocket, and in a

few moments he rejoined his master and Mr. Middleton.

The next day they returned home. Rondeau's first act was

to draw Leffie aside, and after winning from her various

strong promises of secrecy, he imparted to her the astound-

ing fact that, "He had found one of marster's letters in his

trouses,-no, his coat pocket. It had been there two

weeks, and he didn't know what in cain to do with it. If he

gave it to marster now, wouldd make him lose faith in him,

and so forth."

Leffie heard him through, and then fully agreed with him
that 'twas best not to tell marster at this late hour ; "But,"
said she, "I'd put it out of the way, so 'twouldn't be poppin'
out in sight some time."

"Shall I burn it ? " asked Rondeau.
"Oh, no," said Leffie; "keep it so marster can have it,

if he ever hears of 'it. There's your cigar box, take it and
bury the letter in it."

"Whew-ew," said Rondeau with a prolonged whistle,
"it takes you women to calculate any thing cute ! "

The cigar box was brought out, and in a few moments,
the poor letter was lying quietly under a foot and a half of
earth.
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" There," said Leffie, as Rondeau laid over the spot a
piece of fresh green turf, "nobody'll ever have any idee
whose grave this is."

Rondeau rolled up his eyes, and assuming a most doleful
expression, said, "Couldn't you manage to bust a tear or two,
just to make it seem more like a real buryin'?"

Leffie answered him, by a sound box on his ear, at the
same time threatening to expose his wickedness at the next
class meeting. Aunt Dilsey's voice was now heard calling
out, " Leffie, Leffie, is you stun deaf and blind now that
fetched Rondeau's done got home? Come here this
minute!"

Rondeau and Leffle returned to the house, leaving buried
a letter, the reading of which would have changed the whole
tenor of their master's feelings.

For a knowledge of its contents, as well as of its author,
we must go back for. a time to Frankfort whence it came,
premising that Mr. Middleton will follow us in a few days.
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CHAPTER XIII.

IN order to keep the threads of our narrative connected, it
is necessary that we go back for a time, and again open the
scene in Frankfort, on. the 24th of March, several days after
the party, at which Florence Woodburn met Fanny Middle-
ton. Seated at her work-table, in one of the upper rooms
of Mrs. Crane's boarding-house, is our old friend, Kate Mil-
ler. Her dazzling beauty seems enhanced by the striking'
contrast between the clearness of her complexion and the
sable hue of her robe.

On a low stool, at her feet, sits Fanny. Her head is
resting on Mrs. Miller's lap, and she seems to be sleeping.
She has been excused from school this afternoon, on account
of a sick, nervous headache, to which she has recently been
frequently subject. Finding the solitude of her own cham-
ber rather irksome, she had sought Mrs. Miller's room, where
she was ever a welcome visitor. To Kate she had imparted
a knowledge of the letter which she supposed Dr. Lacey had
written.

Mrs. Miller's sympathy for her young friend.Swas as deep
and sincere as was her resentment against the supposed
author of this letter. As yet, she had kept Fanny's secret
inviolate, and not even her husband had ever suspected the
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cause of Fanny's failing strength. But, this afternoon, as
she looked on the fair girl's sad, white face, which seemed
to grow whiter and thinner each day, she felt her heart swell
with indignation towards one who had wrought this fearful
change. " Surely," thought she, "if Dr. Lacey could know
the almost fatal consequence of his faithlessness, he would
relent ; and he must, he shall know it. I will tell Mr. Mil-
ler, and he I know will write immediately." Then came
the thought that she had promised not to betray Fanny's
confidence; but she did not despair of gaining her consent,
that Mr. Miller should also know the secret.

For a time, Fanny slept on sweetly and quietly; then
she moved uneasily in her slumber, and finally awoke.

"How is your head, now ?" asked Mrs. Miller, at the
same time smoothing the disordered ringlets which lay in
such profusion over her lap.

"Oh, much better," said Fanny. "I had a nice sleep,
and so pleasant dreams, too."

"Did you dream of him?" said Mrs. Miller, in a low
tone.

r - Quick as thought, the crimson tide stained Fanny's cheek
and forehead, but she answered, somewhat bitterly, "Oh, no,
no! I never dream of him now, and I am trying hard to

forget him. I do not think I love him half as well now, as
I once thought I did."

Poor little Fanny ! How deceived she was! After a
time, Mrs. Miller said, "Fanny, Mr. Miller seems very anx-
ious about your altered-and languid appearance. May I not
tell him the truth? He will sympathize with you as truly as
I do; for he feels for you almost the affection of a brother."

At first, Fanny objected. "I know," said she, "that Mr.
Miller would only think me a weak, silly girl." Mrs. Miller,
however, finally gained permission to tell every thing to her
husband. "I know, though," persisted Fanny, "that he will
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laugh at me. You Eay he likes me : I know he did once ;
but, since the time when he visited my father's, more than
a year ago, he has not treated me with the same confidence
he did before. I never knew the reason, unless it was that
foolish, romping mistake which I made, by riding into the
school-house !"

With many tears and some laughing-for the remem-
brance of the exploit always excited her mirth-Fanny told
a part of what we already know, concerning Mr. Miller's
visit at her father's, the winter previous. She related the
adventure of the sled-ride, and said that the morning after
she noticed a change in Mr. Miller's manner towards her.
The unsuspecting girl little thought what was the true reason
of that change.

While she was yet speaking, Mr. Miller entered the room.
On seeing Fanny there, and weeping, he said: "What, Sun-
shine, in tears? That is hardly the remedy I would pre-
scribe for headache. But come, Fanny, tell me what is the
matter."

"Oh, I cannot, I cannot !" said Fanny, and again she
buried her face in Kate's lap.

Mr. Miller looked inquiringly at his wife, who had not
yet ceased laughing at Fanny's ludicrous description of her
sled-ride ; but overconiing her merriment, she at length
found voice to say, "Fanny is crying because she thinks you
do not like her as well as you used to." .

Kate had never dreamed that her husband had once felt
more than a brother's love for the weeping girl before her,
and she did not know what pain her words inflicted on his
noble heart. Neither did she think there was the least
ground for Fanny's supposition, and she. desired her husband
to say so.

"I cannot say so, and tell the truth," said Mr, Miller ;
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"but I can assure you that Bill Jeffrey's sled had nothing
to do with-it."

"What was it, then?" asked Kate and Fanny both, in
the same breath.

Mr. Miller drew Fanny towards him with the freedom of
an elder brother, and, in a low, earnest tone, said: "Did no-

thing else occur during my visit, which could have changed
my opinion of you ?"

Fanny lifted her large blue eyes to Mr. Miller's face with
so truthful, wondering a gaze, that he was puzzled. ." Can
it be," thought he, "that I did not hear aright, that I was
deceived? I will, at least, ask her how she spent that even-

ing," so he said : "Fanny, do you remember where you were,
or how you were occupied during the last evening of my
stay at your father's ?"

At first, Fanny seemed trying to recall the events of that

night; then she said: "Oh, yes, I rerhember now perfectly
well. You and Mr. Wilmot had letters to write, and went
to your room early, while father and mother went to one of
the neighbor's, leaving Julia and me alone in the sitting-
room."

"Did you both remain in the sitting-room, during the
evening?" continued Mr. Miller.

"Yes," said Fanny ; "or, that is, I staid there all the time ;
but Julia was gone a long time, and when she returned she
would not tell me where she had been."

"But were not you and Luce in your own room, at all,
that evening ?" continued Mr. Miller.

" Luce !" said Fanny ; "I do not remember having seen
her once that night ; neither was I in' my own room until
bed-time."

There was' so much frankness and apparent truth in
Fanny's face and manner, that Mr. Miller never for a in&
ment doubted her. His first feeling was one of intense hap-
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piness, at finding that Fanny was, indeed, all he had once
fancied her to be. Back through the channels of his heart
rolled, for an instant, the full tide of his once secretly nur-
tured affection for her. It was for an instant, however ; for,
one look at the beautiful Kate convinced him that the love
he once bore the gentle, timid girl at his side, was nought,
when compared with the deep, ardent affection which he
now felt for his own cherished wife. "Fanny," said he, "I
have wronged you in thought, but never in word or deed,
to. my, knowledge. I was, however, grossly deceived, al-
though I can see no object for the deception."

"What can you mean ? " asked Kate, rather anxiously.
"Do explain yourself, and not deal in mysteries any longer.
What dreadful thing did you imagine Fanny had done ?-
set the stables on fire, or abused the blacks-which ?"

Mr. Miller ;did not immediately answer ; and Fanny
said: "Come,Mr. Miller, it is not fair to suspect me of some-
thing evil and not tell what it is."

"I will tell you," said Mr. Millers; and, in as few words as
possible, he repeated to Fanny the conversation which he
had overheard, between Luce and herself, as he supposed.

When he finished speaking, both Kate and Fanny were
silent for a moment; then Kate said : "It was Julia, I know
it was. Did you never notice how much alike their voices
are ? And, besides, I once heard Julia lay a wager. with
Mr. Raymond that she could imitate her sister's voice so ex-
actly, that one, not seeing her, would be thoroughly de-
ceived."

"Oh, Mrs. Miller," said Fanny, "it cannot be ! Why
should Julia wish to do so wicked a. thing? And yet I
now remember that when I was sick, Luce came to me one
night and asked me to forgive her for every thing bad she
had ever done to me. I assured her I.knew of nothing to
forgive ; and then she cried, and said I did not know all she

}

J

did about her wickedness. She must have referred to that

night. I can forgive' her ; for she is a poor ignorant girl,
and much afraid of Julia. But how could my own sister

do me so great a wrong, and what could have been her ob-

ject ?"
Here Fanny burst into'tears, while Kate gave vent to her

indignation by expressing her opinion pretty freely of Miss

Julia.
"I can see," said she, "what Julia's object was. I fancy

she was always fearful lest my brother should, like Fanny
the best; and she probably took this method to make you
both think meanly of Fanny."

"Your idea is, probably, the correct one," said Mr. Mil-

ler, who would have added more; ,but Kate interrupted him

by saying, "Yes, I think I understand it all now. Julia is,
probably, at the foundation of Dr. Lacey's neglect. Most

likely she's been writing him some base falsehood."

"Dr. Lacey's neglect !" repeated Mr. Miller. "What do

you mean?"
Kate commenced 'an explanation, but Fanny started up,

saying: "Please, Mrs. Miller, wait until I am gone."

She then quitted the apartment, and sought her own

room, of which Julia had been sole occupant for more than

an hour. On her return from school, this hopeful young
lady was pleased to find her sister absent. Seating herself

near the window, with paper and pencil, she began the com-

position of that letter, which, as we have seen, widened the

breach between Dr. Lacey and Fanny. This unhallowed

work cost her a world of pains. Many times were the lines

crossed out and rewritten, before they quite suited her.

The letter was but half completed, when Fanny was beard

coming slowly through the upper hall. Springing up, Julia
darted through the window out upon the balcony, and by
the time Fanny reached the room, she was seated at the
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furthest end of the verandah, busily engaged with her for-

gery.
When she at last returned to her room, and tried to

converse with her sister, she observed that Fanny shrank
from her approach and that she had been weeping. In a

very ironical tone Julia said, "What now is the matter? I
declare, Fan, I believe you are a perfect little simpleton. I

wouldn't be such a cry-baby, any way ; and make so much
fuss about one good-for-nothing Doctor."

Fanny replied very calmly, and without once taking her

eyes from her sister's face, "If you think I have been cry-
ing about Dr. Lacey, you are mistaken."

"Pray what did you cry for ?" said Julia, laughingly.
"Did somebody look sideways at you, or omit to call you

by some pet'baby name?"

"I cried," said Fanny, "because I feared you had been

acting very wickedly towards me."
In an instant Julia's assurance left her. The bright

color forsook her cheek, which became perfectly white. Fanny
noticed the change, and it confirmed her fears. She did not

know that the circumstances to which she alluded had long

since faded from Julia's memory, and 'that her present agita-

tion arose from the fear that she might have been detected
in her work of deception, and that, after all, she might be

foiled and entangled in her own meshes. A glance of intense
anger flashed from her large black eye, as she muttered be-

tween her closed, teeth: "Has the wretch dared to betray
me!"

Fanny supposed she referred to Luce; and her first feel-
ing was to save the helpless servantgirl from Julia's displea-

sure ; so she said, "Do not condemn Luce ; she did not tell

me, I received my information from our teacher, Mr. Mil-

ler."
"Luce! Mr. Miller! What do you mean?" asked Julia,

her eyes lessening to their usual size, and the color again

coming to her cheeks and lips. This sudden change in her

sister's appearance puzzled Fanny ; but she proceeded to
relate what she had just heard from Mr. Miller. Julia was
so much relieved to find her fears unfounded, and her dar-

ling secret safe, that she burst into a loud laugh, which was
continued for some time. During this fit of laughter, she
was determining whether it were best to confess the whole,
and seem sorry for it, or to strenuously deny it. Finally,

she decided on the former, but resolved not to give the right
reason for her conduct; so she said, with an air of great
penitence : "Yes, Fanny, I am guilty, and I am glad you
know it, too. I have been on the point of acknowledging
it to you many times, but shame kept me silent."

"How could you do it, and what did you do it for ?"
asked Fanny.

Julia replied, "Truth compels me to say that I feared
your influence over Mr. Wilmot. I knew how much he ad-
mired amiability in females, and I wished to make him think
you were no more amiable than other people."

"And yet you say you never cared for his love," con-
tinued Fanny.

Miss Julia was getting cornered ; but her evil genius did
not forsake her, and she answered, "True, I did not care
much for him; but I felt flattered with his attention, and I
ardently desired to have one person prefer me to you. I
know it was wicked in me to do what I did ; but you will
forgive me, will you not? and I will promise never again to
act so deceitfully towards you."

Always sincere in what she said herself, Fanny could not
think her sister otherwise ; so her hand was extended in
token of forgiveness. Julia took it, and raising it to her
lips, kept it there for an instant, in order to conceal the
treacherous smile of exultation which played round her
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mouth. "I shall yet triumph," thought she, and, in the
exuberance of her joy, she kissed again the soft hand which
she held in her grasp. Could Fanny have looked into the
heart of her sister, and beheld all its dark designs, she would
have fled from her presence as from a poisonous serpent.
But, though she was deceived, there was one, the All-seeing
One, whose eye was ever upon the sinful girl; and though
for a while she seemed' to prosper, the same mighty Power
so ordered it, that after a. time, she who had sown the tem-
pest reaped the whirlwind; and the clouds which hung so
heavy and dark around the pathway of her innocent vic-
tim, afterwards burst with terrific violence upon her own
head.

We will now return to Mrs. Miller, whom we left relating
to her husband the supposed neglect of Dr. Lacey. She
finished her narrative by saying, "I cannot help thinking
that, by some means, Julia is at the foundation of all this
mischief. You and Dr. 'Lacey were good friends ; suppose
you write to him, and then we shall at least know the truth
of the matter."

"Yes, I will," said Mr. Miller ; "I will write to-morrow."
"But why not write to-night ?" asked Kate, who was in

a hurry.
"Because," answered Mr. Miller, "I shall be engaged

to-night, and to-morrow will do just as well."
Kate could not help feeling that, possibly, "to-morrow "

might iot do as well; but she said no more on the subject,
and waited patiently for the morrow, when, true to his pro-,
mise, her husband commenced the important letter. We
have said that Mr. Miller had never liked Julia. In his letter,
however, he spoke as favorably of her as he could ; but he
told how. basely she had once deceived himself and Mr. Wil-
mot, with regard to Fanny, and also hinted his own and his
wife's suspicion, that, in some way or other, Julia was con-
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nected with Dr. Lacey's long silence, as well as with the

heartless letter which Fanny had received from New Orleans.
"Yes, this will do," said Kate, as she read what her hus-

band had written. "But," she added, "I cannot help feel-

ing sorry that it was not sent yesterday."
"Oh, Kate," said Mr. Miller, gayly, "your anxiety for

Fanny has made you nervous, and now you are almost super-
stitious. One day can make no possible difference in the

result of this letter."
Afterwards, when it was too late, he learned how much

difference the delay of one day caused. By its means, that
letter which would have set all aright, was sent in the same

package with Julia's amiable production, and, as we have
seen, was not received by its owner, but was safely stowed
away in a cigar box, under ground.

Soon after Mr. Miller deposited his letter in the post-office,
a young girl, closely veiled; entered the same building, and
looked anxiously round until her eye fell upon her accom-
plice, Mr. Dunn. That worthy young man instantly came
forward, grinning and bowing, and almost upsetting another
clerk, who was also hastening to wait upon the beautiful
Miss Middleton.

"Good morning, Miss Julia !" said Mr. Dunn; "glad to

see you. Fine morning."
Julia did not deign to reply, for Mr. Dunn's familiarity

was exceedingly disgusting to her. She however handed
him her letter, which he looked at in some surprise, and
said, in a low tone, "From Fanny, or you ?"

"From me ; send it," answered Julia, at the same time
managing to slip an eagle into the hands of the honest
clerk.

Leaving the office the young lady proceeded homeward,
thinking to herself, "There, that will settle him, I hope. I
am getting on swimmingly"
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When Mr. Miller entered his room, on his return from the

office, Kate said, "In the course of two weeks, you or Fanny,
or both, will hear from Dr. Lacey." .

"Do not, be too sanguine, Katy," answered Mr. Miller,;
"you may be disappointed."

"Well," continued Kate, "if he pays no attention to

your letter, I shall be satisfied that he really is undeserving
of Fanny's esteem. I'll not tell her that you have written,
for fear of the consequence."

So days came and went, week followed week, in rapid
succession, until five weeks were numbered with the past
since Mr. Miller's letter had been dispatched. Kate had

waited and watched until even her sanguine nature had

ceased to hope; for there had come no tidings from the far

off Crescent City, and both she and her husband had unwil-

lingly come to the conclusio-n that Dr. Lacey was really false.

Kate manifested her disappointment by an increased tender-
ness of manner towards Fanny, whom she sincerely loved,
and by a more gracious deportment towards Julia, whom
she began to fear she had wronged by suspecting her of being
accessory to Dr. Lacey's conduct.

CHAPTER XIV.

IT was now the first day of May, and as it was also Fanny's
seventeenth birthday, her school companions determined to
celebrate it by a May party, of which Fanny 'was unani-
mously chosen queen. The fete took place in a handsome
grove, on a hill-side, which overlooks the city of Frankfort.
All of Mr. Miller's pupils were present, together with most
of their parents and many of their friends. Mrs. Miller had
taken great pains that Fanny should be. arrayed becomingly
for the occasion, and many and flattering were the. compli-
ments paid to the youthful queen, who indeed looked be-
witchingly beautiful.

Her dress was a 'white muslin, festooned with wild
flowers, some of which were' fastened here and there by a

pearl or brilliant. The gayety of the little party was at its
height, and when Fanny, gracefully kneeling, received upon
her head the crown, and was proclaimed "Queen of the
May," a strange voice called out in loud musical tones,
"Vive la Reine.' The whole company instantly caught up
the words, and "Long live the Queen," was echoed and re-
echoed on all sides.

When the tumult had somewhat subsided, the eyes of
those present were turned towards the spot whence the
words " Vive la Reine " had proceeded. Leaning against one
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of the tall shade trees were two gentlemen, who had joined
them unobserved. The elder of the strangers was a middle-
aged man, in whose piercing black eyes, and dark com-
plexion, we recognize the Mr. Middleton whom we left with
Dr. Lacey in New Orleans. His companion was many
years younger, and there was something in his appearance
which instantly interested and attracted the notice of strangers.
There was a nobleness in the intellectual cast of his high,
white forehead, round which his rich brown hair lay in thick
masses, as if unwilling to part with the curl which must
have been natural to it in childhood.

No sooner did Kate's eye fall upon-the young man, than
she darted forward with a cry of recognition and exclaimed,
"Why, Frank Cameron, how came you here ? "

But before he answers Kate's question, we will introduce
him to our readers. Frank' Cameron was a cousin of Kate
Wilmot. His father, who was.a lawyer by profession, had
amassed a largefortune, on the interest-of which he was now
living in elegant style in the city of New-York. Frank, who
was the eldest child, had chosen the profession of his father,
contrary to the wishes of his proud lady mother, who looked
upon all professions as too plebeian to suit her ideas of gen-
tility. This aristocratic lady had forgotten the time when,
with blue cotton umbrella and thick india-rubbers, she had
plodded through the mud and water of the streets in Albany,
giving music lessons for her own and widowed 'mother's
maintenance. One of her pupils was Kate Wilmot's mother,
Lucy Cameron. While giving lessons to her, she first met
Lucy's brother, Arthur Cameron, who afterwards became her
husband. He was attracted by her extreme beauty, and his
admiration was increased on learning her praiseworthy ef-
forts to maintain herself and mother. They were married,
and with increasing years came increasing wealth, until at
length Mr. Cameron was a millionnaire and retired from.
business.

As riches increased, so did Mrs. Cameron's proud spirit,
, until she came to look upon herself assomewhat above the

common order of her fellow-beings. She endeavored to in-
stil her ideas of exclusiveness into the minds of her children.
<With her daughter Gertrude, she succeeded admirably, and
by the time that young lady had reached her eighteenth
year, she fancied herself a kind of queen, to whom all must
pay homage. But Frank the poor mother found perfectly
incorrigible. He was too much like his father to think him-
self better than his neighbor on account of his wealth. Poor
Mrs. Cameron had long given 'him up, only asking as a favor
that he would not disgrace his family by marrying the
washerwoman's daughter. Frank promised he would not,
unless perchance he should fall in love with her, "And then,"
said he, with' a wicked twin~Ie of his handsome hazel eyes,
"then, my dear Mrs. Cameron, I cannot be answerable for
consequences."

He had always greatly admired his cousin Kate, and often
horrified his mother by declaring that if Kate were not his
cousin, he would surely marry her. "Thank the Lord, then,
that she is so near a relative ! for now you will not stoop to
marry a music teacher," said Mrs. Cameron.

The old roguish expression danced in Frank's eye, as he
said, "Most noble mother Adelaide, will you tell me whether
it wrenched father's back much, when he stooped to a music
teacher ?"

The highly indignant lady was silent, for Frank had a
way of reminding her of the past, which she did not quite
relish; so she let him alone, secretly praying that he would
not make a fool of himself in his choice of a wife. He bade
her be easy on that point, for 'twasn't likely he would ever
marry, for he probably would never find a wife who would
suit him.

Such was Frank Cameron. Business for his father had

'
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taken him to Louisville, and he determined to visit his cousin
Kate, ere he returned home. He took passage in the. Blue'
Wing, on board of which was Mr. Middleton, who soon
made his acquaintance. As they were bound for the same
place, they kept together, and on reaching Frankfort, went
immediately to Mrs. Crane's, where they were entertained by
Mrs. Carrington, who wondered much who the distinguished
looking strangers could be. Concluding that the older one
must of course be married, she turned her attention to Frank,
who was much amused at her airs and coquettish manners.
He had inquired for Mrs. Miller, and at length Mrs. Car-
rington asked if she were an acquaintance of his.

"Yes, ma'am," answered Frank with great gravity, "she
is my wife's cousin."

In an instant Mrs. Carrington's coquetry vanished, and
rising upon her dignity, she soon gave the gentlemen direc-
tions where to find the May party. As they were proceed-
ing thither, ifr. Middleton said, "Why, Cameron, I under-
stood you to say upon the boat, that you were not mar-
ried ?"

"Neither am I," answered Frank. "I merely wished to
get a dissolving view of that lady's manoeuvres. Besides, Iwas
actually afraid of being annihilated by her eyes and smiles.
I'll manage to let her know that you are marketable, and
then she'll turn her artillery towards you."

"But was it quite right," said Mr. Middleton, "to give
her a wrong impression ?"

"No, I suppose not," answered Frank. "But if I ever
marry, Kate will be my wife's cousin."

By this time they had reached the entrance of the grove
and caught a sight of the fair queen. "The fates protect me!"
said Frank, suddenly stopping, and planting himself against
a tree. "It would be suicide to advance another step. And
she is your niece, you say. Pray intercede for me, or in less.

than a month I shall be making faces through the iron

grating of some mad-house."
Mr. Middleton did not reply. His eyes were riveted on

Fanny, whose face and figure recalled to his remembrance
his only sister, who was the playmate of his childish years.
.Many long years had rolled away, since that bright summer
morning, when with a sad heart he bade adieu to that sister,
who, a young happy bride, was leaving her native land for
a.home on a foreign shore. Weeks passed, and there came
intelligence that the ill-fated vessel in which she embarked
was a total wreck. Among the lost were his sister and her
husband, who now slept quietly beneath the billowy surf of
the Atlantic.

Fanny so strongly resembled her aunt, that 'twas not
strange Mr. TMiddleton for an instant fancied he again looked
on the features of his long lost sister. But the illusion soon
vanished, and when Kate bounded forward and saluted her
cousin, his eye was wandering over the group of young girls
in quest'of his other niece. He, however, looked in vain.
Julia was not there. When urged to attend 'the party, she
had tossed her head in scorn, saying that she unfortunately
had no taste for child's play. She preferred remaining at
home, where she could spend her time more profitably. Oh,
Julia ! Julia ! it is a pity you did not dare assign your true
reason for absenting yourself from the party. Of this reason
we will speak hereafter. We are not quite through with the
May party.

We left Kate interrogating her cousin as to how he
chanced to rbe there, and the remainder of the company look-
ing in wonder upon the strangers, who seemed so suddenly
to have dropped in their midst. After Frank had answered
his cousin's questions, he introduced his companion, and
said, "He has two nieces here, I believe. He has recognized

-uk -
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one of them in your charming Queen. Will you please point
out the other, and then introduce him?"

"I am sorry to say Julia is not present," answered Kate.
"But come with me, {Jr. Middleton," continued she, "and I
will present you to Fanny." Then turning to Frank, she add-
ed, "I remember you to be a woman hater, master Frank,
so you can remain where you are."

"I'd laugh to see myself doing it," answered Frank, as
he followed his gay cousin to the spot where Fanny was
standing. All eyes were upon them, while Kate introduced
the tall, distinguished looking gentleman to Fanny as her
uncle.

"My uncle !" said Fanny, in some surprise; "My
uncle ! "

A slight shade of disappointment was visible on Mr.
Middleton's face, as he took -the offered hand of his niece,
but he said, "Yes, your uncle. Did you never hear your
father speak of his brother Bill? "

"Oh, yes, yes," said Fanny, joyfully. "I do know you
now. You are my uncle William, from the Indies. Father
will be delighted to see you, for he has long feared you were
dead." At the same time the affectionate girl again took
her uncle's hand and raised it to her lips.

The tears started to Mr. Middleton's eyes, but hastily
dashing them away, he said, "I suppose the fair Queen
Fanny knows that bad bills always return ? "

Fanny replied by again kissing the sunburned hand of
her uncle. "King Ferdinand !1" thought Frank, "I'd endure
the rack for the sake of being in the old fellow's boots." Frank
had been standing near Fanny, fixing upon her a gaze so in-
tensely earnest, that when she at last raised her eyes to his,
she blushed deeply, for there was no mistaking the look of
deep admiration with which he regarded her.

Kate immediately introduced him. Fanny received him

very politely, but said playfully, "I was in hopes, Mr. Came-

ron, that you would prove to be my cousin."
Mr. Middleton instantly answered, "No, dear Fanny, he

is not your cousin, but he seems very desirous of being my
nephew."

Fanny did not apply this to herself, but answered very
demurely, "I don't know what he'll do, Uncle. You'll have
to talk the matter over with sister Julia, who unfortunately
is not here."

"You are a modest little puss," said Mr. Middleton. "But

do you give up every thing so quietly to Julia ? "
Fanny answered, somewhat sadly, "I've nothing to

give."
Here Mr. Miller joined them, and said it was time to

make preparations for returning home. Accordingly in a
short time the company were dispersing. When our party
reached Mrs. Crane's, Fanny went directly to Julia, whom
she found most becomingly dressed, and apparently anxious-

ly awaiting her return.
That excellent young lady had heard from Mrs. Carring-

ton of the strangers' visit, and as she was impatient to know
who they were, she had dispatched a negro girl to recon-
noitre and report. The girl soon came back, her eyes pro-
jecting like coffee saucers, and the little braided tags of her
hair seemingly standing upright.

"Oh, Miss Julia !" said she, "that 'ar tall, black man-
no, I ax yer ,pardon, Miss-that 'ar tall, yaller man, done
shook hands 'long of Miss Fanny, who kissed him, and called
him Uncle William. She said how he done been with the
Injuns."

"Her Uncle William!" repeated Julia, in amazement.
"And who is the other one? His son ?"

"Yes, reckon so," said the negro. "They done call him
Mr. Camel, or Camlet, or suthin. I tell you he's handsome;
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and I reckon he's tuk with Miss Fanny. Jimmy. hoecake!

ain't she pooty ? She looked a heap han'somer than you-
no, I don't mean so-I axes pardon agin." And the negro'
bobbed out of the door, just in time to dodge a ball of soap,
which Julia hurled at her head.

"It's of no use fretting .so," said Mrs. Carrington, who
was present. "The young man is married, for he spoke of

his wife."
Julia did not answer, and Mrs. Carrington soon after left

the room. When she was gone, Julia muttered to herself,
" Uncle William, from the Indies; rich as Croesus, of course.

What a fool I was, not to go to the party. Most likely,

Fanny has won his good graces by this time. However,
I'll dress myself and surprise him with my beauty, if nothing
else."

Accordingly, the next hour was spent in decorating her
person, and when Fanny came for her, she was ready to
make an assault upon the good opinion of her rich India

uncle. Not a thing was out of place, from the shining
braids of her dark hair to the tiny slipper on her delicate

foot.
Fanny's first exclamation on entering the room, was,

"How beautifully you look, Julia ! It is exceedingly fortu-

nate that you are dressed so becomingly ; for, will you be-

lieve it, Uncle William is down stairs!"
"Is it possible ? " said Julia, affecting much surprise.

"Yes," answered Fanny. "You know father thinks

him dead. But come, he is anxious to see you." -
Julia arose to go with her sister, and said, "Isn't there

a young man with him?"
"How did you know that ?" asked Fanny, in some as-

tonishment.
"I saw them from the window," was Julia's ready reply.
Fanny did not think of doubting her sister, and she an-
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swered, "It is a Mr. Cameron. He is cousin to Mrs. Mil--
ler."

By this time, they had reached the parlor, which was
open. Here Julia thought proper to be seized with a fit of
modest diffidence, and hesitated a moment before entering
the room. Her uncle, however, immediately came forward,
and relieved her from all embarrassment, by saying, "And
this, I suppose, is Julia. My brother is a happy man to be
father of two such charming girls."

Julia received him graciously, but rather haughtily offered
him her cold, white hand. "I will not kiss him," thought
she ; "Fanny did that. It's too childish. I'll be more dig-
nified."

Could she have known the contrast which her uncle was
drawing between her own and Fanny's reception of him, she
would not have feltRmuch flattered ; but, before her uncle
had time to say any thing further, Fanny introduced her to
Frank, whose keen eye had read her character at a glance,
and read it aright, too. His ideas and words were after the
following fashion:

" Pshaw ! what a bundle of pride and stuck-up-ishness !
She's handsome, though, but isn't to be named the same
day with Fanny.".-." How do you do, Miss Middleton ? "-
"What an affected little. curtsy ! "-" Hope to see you well,
ma'am."-" I'd laugh to see her trip and fall flat."

Such were Frapk's thoughts while undergoing the cere-
mony of an introduction to Julia, who never for a moment
doubted she was making an impression upon the handsome
young stranger, his supposed wife to the contrary notwith-
standing. The introductions being-over, Julia seated herself
on the sofa, while Fanny took a seat on a low ottoman near
her uncle, but partially behind him. She had chosen this
place, because she fancied it would screen her somewhat from

9
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Frank's eyes, which she felt, rather than saw, were fixed upon
her constantly.

During the conversation which followed, Julia, as if by
mere accident, mentioned New Orleans. She was anxious

to know whether her uncle saw or heard of Dr. Lacey.'
Her curiosity was soon gratified ; for, at the mention of New.

Orleans, Mr. Middleton, as if suddenly recollecting himself,
* said, turning to Fanny, "I saw two of your acquaintances

in New Orleans, and one of them gave me a most glowing
description of you."

"I wonder if it were a gentleman," thought Frank.

Julia's thoughts were similar, and she bit her lip, while

Fanny's cheek glowed with unwonted brilliancy, as she

quietly asked, "Pray, who was it, Uncle ?"
"It was Miss Woodburn, vho praised you so highly,"

answered Mr. Middleton.-'
Julia immediately asked, "And who was the other ac-

quaintance ?"
"Dr. Lacey," answered her uncle. "I spent three weeks

at his house."
Without knowing it, Fanny drew nearer to her uncle, and

laid her hand on his. He seemed dearer to her from the

fact that he had spent so much time with one whose image
was ever before her, and whom she vainly fancied she was

trying to-forget.
Frank noticed Fanny's manner and interpreted it accord-

ing to his fears. "There's mischief here," thought he. "I

hope this doctor lives in a good locality for yellow fever."

"Is Dr. Lacey about to be married ?" asked Julia.

"Married," repeated Mr. Middleton ; "I should say- mat-

rimony was very far from his thoughts, at present. I fan-

cied he had met with some'disappointment, and I sometimes
feared lest the fair deceitful one were one of my nieces. Can
any one set me right, on. the subject ?"

Mr. Middleton had no idea how painfully his words
affected her who sat by his side, and looked up so implor-
ingly in his face, as if begging him to stop. There was an
embarrassing silence, which Julia presently broke, by saying,
"While Dr. Lacey was here, he and Fanny got up a flirta-
tion ; but nothing serious will result from it, I reckon."

"It's Fanny's own fault, then, I imagine," said Mr. Mid-
dleton, laying his hand on the head which had drooped
lower and lower, until at last it rested heavily upon his
knee.

Fanny made no reply; but, when she lifted up her head,
there was something so sad in the expression of her face,
that Mr. Middleton immediately surmised that there was, or
had been, something between Dr. Lacey and Fanny more
serious than a mere flirtation ; so he very kindly changed
the conversation, which now turned upon indifferent subjects,
until the supper, bell rang out its summons, when they all
repaired to the dining-room.

At the supper table Mr. Middleton and Frank were in-
troduced to Mrs. Carrington, Mr. Stanton, and Raymond.
Mrs. Carrington acknowledged her introduction to Cameron
merely by a haughty, disdainful bow. She had learned from
Kate that he was not married ; and, feeling indignant at the
deception he attempted to practise upon her, she resolved to
treat him with contempt. Accordingly, although seated op-
posite him, she deigned him neither look nor word, but
divided her time between laughing and coquetting with
Raymond, and trying the power of her charms upon Mr.
Middleton, who, she had been told, was a bachelor, and pos-
sessed of unbounded wealth. With the old Indian, how-
ever, she made but little headway ; and Frank was right
when he thought, "You'll get tired of that play, madam;
the game is too old to be caught with chaff." With Ray-
mond she succeeded better. .He was delighted with her

I

ORS LIFE IN KENTUCKY. 195



OR, LIFE IN KENTUCKY. 197TEMPEST AND SUNSHINE;

unusually flattering notice; and ere supper was over, he had,

in Frank's estimation, made a perfect fool of himself.

Frank's attention was, however, soon diverted towards

Mr. Middleton, who said, speaking to Stanton, "Were it not

for your name and glasses, I should address you as Dr. Lacey.
Are you related to him?"

Stanton replied, "Yes, sir ; he is my cousin. I think I

must resemble him, as I have been told so, frequently."
Mr. Middleton then spoke of Dr. Lacey, in the highest

terms of commendation, and concluded his remarks by say-

ing, "I have recently purchased a residence, near Lake

Pontchartrain, and am beating up recruits to spend the sum-

mer there with me. I am sure -of Dr. Lacey, Miss Wood-

burn, and her cousin, Miss Mortimer. My nieces I shall take

back with me, any way ; and shall be happy to prevail on

you, Mr. Stanton, to accompany me also."

Stanton thanked him for his kind invitation, but at the

same time declined it, saying that business would call him

to New-York in the autumn. The deep blush which ao-

companied these words caused Raymond to burst into a

laugh. Mr. Middleton looked inquiringly at him, and he

said, "Pardon me, for laughing ; I was thinking of the im-

portant business which calls Bob to New-York."

"Nothing bad, I hoje ?" said Mr. Middleton.
"Nothing worse than going for a wife," answered Ray-

mond. "He is not suited with Kentucky girls, but must

needs plod back to New-York."
"If appearances do not deceive, you, at least, seem likely

to be suited by a Kentuckian," replied Mr. Middleton, at the

same time turning his black eyes on Mrs. Carrington, with

something of a quizzical expression.
Raymond colored. He did not know how this speech

would be received by the fair lady. She soon satisfied him,
however ; for tossing her head proudly, she said, "As far

Lj

as my experience goes, New-Yorkers are, more easily suited
than Kentuckians ; at least I find them generally to be ex-
ceedingly disagreeable."

"I am afraid some of them are so easily suited that they
catch a Tartar sometimess" said Frank, whose feelings were
roused at hearing this rude speech.

Mrs. Carrington gave him a look which she meant should
say, "I wonder who you think you are. I'd thank you to
mind your business."

But Frank thought he was minding his business ; for he
was looking at Fanny, who had not taken her eyes from her
plate since her uncle had proposed taking herself and Julia
to New Orleans. Her first feeling was one of joy. She
would go, for she would then see Dr. Lacey ; but the next
thought was, "No, I will not. He has spurned me, and why
should I put myself in his way ?"

Julia's feelings were different. She could scarcely con-
ceal her delight. Her artful mind took in' the future at a
glance. She felt sure that Fanny would not go; but she

would, and could thus make Dr. Lacey believe that she, of
all others, was just suited for him. Here we may as well
give Julia's real reason for absenting herself from the May
party. She had begun to fear that all her fine scheming
might come to nought; for in all probability Dr. Lacey
would not return to Kentucky in a long time. What could
she do? She would write him a letter in her own name.
In it she would, modestly express her opinion of Fanny's
conduct; sympathize with him in his disappointment, and
end by inviting him to Frankfort, saying she hoped he would
not absent himself from his friendson Fanny's account; for
there were many who would welcome him back to Kentucky
with pleasure. It was for the sake of manufacturing this
letter that Julia had remained at home. But now there was
no need of sending it, for she was going t9 New Orleans
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herself. Her joy was complete ; and from that time she

looked upon Dr. Lacey as belonging exclusively to herself.

She would win him. He would yet be hers.

On returning to the parlor after supper, she seated her-

self close to her uncle, upon whom she lavished so many

caresses that hei wondered much what had come over her,

and began to think that he was mistaken in supposing her

to be cold-hearted and indifferent to him. As he looked at

her beautiful, animated face, and the sparkling brilliancy of

her eyes, he felt a moment's vanity in thinking how proud

he should. be to introduce her as his niece among the. fash-

ionables of New Orleans.

During the evening Mr. 4shton called. He had heard

of the arrival of a Mr. Middleton from the Indies, and he

had his own particular reason for wishing to see him. Soon

after entering the room, he addressed Mr. Middleton, saying,

"Were you in Calcutta twelve years ago ?"

"Yes, sir ; I was there twenty years ago," answered Mr.

Middleton.
"Do you remember transacting business with the cap-

tam of the English vessel ' Delphine ?' "

Mr. Middleton thought a moment, and then answered,

"Yes, I remember that vessel and its captain, well."

"And do you remember a poor cabin boy, who was sick

aand worn out with ship fever ?" continued Mr. Ashton.

"Oh, yes, yes ; I remember him well," said Mr. Middle-

ton. "I had him removed to my own house, and nursed

him until he was nearly well; and then, he one night ran

away from me. I have never heard from him since'; but

there was an American vessel anchored near the shore, and

I always supposed he went on board and sailed for home.

I would give much to know what became of him."

"He stands before you," said Mr. Ashton, rising and

grasping Mr. Middleton's hand. "He is here to thank you

for your kindness, and is both able and willing to repay you
for the care you took of him who was alone and friendless
in a distant land."

"Can it be," said Mr. Middleton, with much emotion,
"that you really are Henry Ashton? I should never have
recognized you."

" I presume not," answered Ashton. "Twelve years have
transformed the pale, emaciated youth into the tall, full-
grown man. But I should have known you any where."

Here Raymond called out, "Why, Ashton, have you
been to the Indies? Why did you never tell us ?"

"Because," replied Ashton, "there was so much of home-
sickness and suffering attending that voyage to India, that I
never like to speak of it." Then turning to Mr. Middleton,
he said; ".I have met your brother often, but never sus-
pected him to be a relative of yours. Have yoi seen him
yet?"

"I have not," answered Mr. Middleton. "I intend visit-
ing him to-morrow, and shall be glad to take as many of
you with me as are willing to go. I wish to be introduced
to him as a Mr. Stafford from New Orleans."

After some further conversation, it was arranged that
Mr. Miller, Ashton, Stanton, Raymond, and Cameron, should
all accompany Mr. Middleton on his projected visit to his
brother. Soon after Mr. Ashton departed for his boarding
place, and the remainder of the company separated for the
night.

OR, LIFE IN KENTUCKY. 199



200 TEMPEST AND SUNSHINE ;

CHAPTER XV.

JULIA'S first exclamation on waking next morning, was, "I
am glad I'm not expected to go home with uncle to-day, and
see father make a precious fool of himself, as he surely
will."

"How can you say so,'Julia ? " answered Fanny. "I

wish I was going, for I think I could smooth father down a
little, if he got to using too strong language."

"Nonsense, Fan," said Julia. "Why don't you confess
that you wish to go because that handsome Cameron is

going? Didn't I see how much he looked at you, and how

you blushed too? But no matter. I would get him, if I

were you ! "
Julia was getting very generous, now that she thought

herself sure of Dr. Lacey. Further remark from her, how-

ever, was prevented by the ringing of the breakfast bell.
" What shall I tell your parents ? " said Mr. Middleton

to his nieces, as he stood in the hall, waiting for the driver
to open the carriage door and let down the steps.

Julia made no reply, but Fanny said, "Give them my
love, and tell them I am getting better every day, and shall

want to come home soon," and then she added, in a lower
tone, "You will not laugh at father much, will you, or make

fun of him either, if he does act oddly ? "

"God bless you, sweet girl," said Mr. Middleton, stoop-
ing to kiss the-innocent face which looked up into his, with
so much earnestness. "For your sake, if for no other, your
father shall not be laughed at."

As the carriage drove off, Julia turned to Fanny and said,
"Won't they have fun, though, with the old man? I can
fancy it all. Father's beard will probably be long enough
to do up in papers, and it will be a miracle if he does not
have on those horrid old bagging pants of his."

Fanny was only too fearful that 'twould all be as Julia
predicted, but she made no answer, and soon returned to her
room.

We will now follow the carriage, which, with its load of
gentlemen was proceeding rapidly towards the house of our
friend Uncle Joshua. Mr. William Middleton, or Mr. Stafford,
as we will call him for a time, seemed to grow excited as he
approached nearer to a brother whose face he had not look-
ed upon for more than twenty long years.

"I say, boys," said he, speaking to his companions,
" you must help me, and when I begin to ask Joshua con-
cerning his parents and brothers,.you too, must talk, or he
will suspect I have some design in questioning him."

The gentlemen all promised to do their best, except Frank,
who could promise nothing, because he knew nothing con-
cerning the man they were going to visit. His curiosity,
however, was roused, and forgetting the presence of Mr.
William Middleton, he asked, "Do they keep the old fellow
caged ? And must we pay any thing for seeing him?"

These questions were greeted with a burst of laughter,
and Raymond said, "No--admittance is free, but you'll be
more amused to see him and hear him talk, than you' would
in visiting Barnum's Museum ! "

By this time the carriage 'had entered the woods, and
they soon came in sight of the house. Mr. Stafford leaned
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from the window, and said, "Is it possible that my brother,
with all his wealth, lives in such a heathenish place as
this !"

"When, you see him," said Raymond, " you'll think the
nest just suited to the bird."

They were now in the yard, which was so filled with
farming utensils, that the driver found it difficult to effect a
passage up to the door. The gentlemen were about con-
cluding to alight where they were, when Mr. Middleton was
heard calling out,"IHo, thar, driver, don't run agin that ar
ox-cart ; turn a leetle to the 'right, can't ye? Now be keer-
ful and not run afoul of the plaguy lye leech! .I b'lieve the
niggers would move the old hut, Josh and all, into the yard, i
if they could only make a raise ! "

Mr. Stafford and Frank looked eagerly out at the speak-'
er, who fully realized Frank's idea of him. His beard was
as long and black as a rapid growth of three weeks could
make it. As Julia had fearedhe was dressed in his favorite
bagging pants, which hung loosely even 'round his huge
proportions, and looked as if fitted to some of his out build-
ings. It was very warm, and he wore neither coat nor vest,
while his feet, whose dimensions we have mentioned before,
were minus either shoes or stockings. He appeared in the
doorway buttoning one of his suspenders. The truth was,
he had spied the carriage in the distance, and as his linen
was none the cleanest, he hastened to change it, and was now
putting the finishing touch to his toilet. When he caught
sight of the occupants of the carriage, he thought to himself,
" Thar's a heap on 'em. Nancy'll have to rout the whole
gang of niggers, field hands and all, to huntin hin's neests
after eggs enough for dinner."

By this time the gentlemen had alighted, and Mr. Mid-
dleton went forward to receive them. "How d'ye do, how
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dye do?" said he, "I'm mighty glad you've come. I wish

you'd brought the whole city."
" We came pretty near it, I think," said Mr. Miller, at

the same time presenting Mr. Stafford and Mr. Cameron.

Mr. Middleton continued talking as if replying to' Mr.

Miller's first remark. "No consequence, no consequence,
Mr. Stafford, Mr. Cameron, how are you? The more the

merrier., I s'pose they've told you all about Josh, so I needn't

make b'lieve any,-but come in,-the house looks better in-

side than it does out. "Ho, Luce," continued he, "where

the old boy is your mistress? Tell her thar's heaps of folks

here, and mind tell Aunt Judy to get us up a whalin din-

ner."

Here he stopped to take breath a moment, and then pro-
ceeded. "You must excuse my rig, gentlemen, or rather,

you must excuse what ain't rigged, mebby if I'd known all

you city buggers was coming, I'd a kivered my bar feet."

"You go barefoot for . comfort, I suppose," said Mr.

Miller.
"Why, yes, mainly for that, I suppose," answered Mr.

Middleton, "for I've got such fetched big corns on my feet,

that I ain't goin' to be cramped with none of your toggery.

My feet happen to be clean, for I washed 'em in the watering
trough this mornin'. How d'ye leave my gals ? "

"They are well," answered Mr. Miller, "or rather Julia

is, and Fanny is improving every day."
"I've often wondered," said Mr. Middleton, "what 'twas

ailded Sunshine when she was sick. She didn't seem to
have no disease in particular, and I reckon nothin's on her
.mind, for all's straight between her and Dr. Lacey, as far as
I know."

"Dr. Lacey," repeated Frank, without knowing what he
said.

"Yes, Dr. Lacey,, know him ? " asked Mr. Middleton.
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"No, sir," answered Frank, and Ashton rejoined, "I im-
agine he wishes Fanny had never knoyn him."

Mr. Middleton turned, and for a moment regarded Frank
intently. Frank stood the inspection manfully, and Mr. Mid-
dleton said, "You are from New-York, hey? I like New-
Yorkers, and if Sunshine wasn't done promised to Dr. Lacey,
and never had seen him, and I liked you, I'd as soon you'd
have her as any body."

Mr. Stafford now said that he was acquainted with Dr.
Lacey, and proceeded to speak of the pleasant time he had
spent with him. This occupied the time until dinner was
ready.

"Come, haul up," said Mr. Middleton, "haul up ; we
didn't expect so many to dinner, but the old table'll stretch,
and you must set clus ; but don't none on you step on my
corns, for thunder's sake ! "

Frank thought if his host kept on talking, he should not
be able to eat for laughing, but the old man was but just
getting into the merits of the case !

When his guests were seated, he said to Mr. Stafford,
"Your white neckcloth looks like you might belong to the
clargy. If you do, you can say a short prar over the eggs,
and bacon, but Lord's sake be spry, for I'm blasted hun-
gry !"

But for the remembrance of his promise to Fanny, Mr.
Stafford would have screamed. It is needless to say that he
declined his host's invitation, and the company began their
dinner.

Suddenly Mr. Stafford asked if Mr. Middleton had any
brothers.

"Yes,-no, or, that is, I had one once," answered Mr.
Middleton, "but he's deader than a door nail afore this, I
reckon."

"And 'what makes you think he is dead ? " asked Staf-
ford.

"Why, you see," returned Mr. Middleton, ' when our
old pap died, something in his will stuck crossways in Bill's

swaller, and he left college and put out to sea, and I hain't

heard from him in fifteen years."
"Did he look like you?" said Raymond.
'He was four year younger than I," answered Mr. Mid-

dieton, "but no more like me than Sunshine's pet kitten is

like our old watch dog, Tige." He was soft like in his ways
and took to book larnin mightily, and I'm,--but every
body knows what old Josh is. Hold on thar ! Save the
pieces !" said he to Frank, who, unable longer to restrain

his mirth, had deluged his plate with coffee.
"Pray excuse me," said Frank, mortified beyond measure

at his mishap.
His discomfiture was, however, somewhat relieved by his

companions, all of whom burst into a fit of laughter, in which
Mr. Stafford heartily joined, forgetful of his promise to Fanny.
By this time dinner was over and the company repaired to

the porch, where Ashton and Raymond betook themselves

to their cigars, while Mr. Middleton puffed away at his old

cob pipe.
Mr. Stafford at length resumed the dinner table conver-

sation, by saying, "If I were you, Mr. Middleton, I would
not give up 'my brother yet; 'Hope on, hope ever,' is.my

motto."
"Hope on," repeated Mr. Middleton. "I have hoped on

till I'm tired on't, and yet by spells, I have dreams in which

it seems like my brother was alive and had come back, and
then my old gourd shell of a heart gives a thunderin' thump
and fetches me up wide awake. I hate dreams mightily,
for it takes me an allfired while 'to get to sleep all over, and

when I do, I hate to be -waked up by a dream."

"I hope you'll live to see your brother, though," said
Frank.
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"No I shan't," answered Mr. Middleton, again filling his
cob pipe. "Every thing that I loved has always died."

"Have you lost many friends ?" asked Mr. Stafford.
"Considerable many," said Mr. Middleton,-"considerin'

how few, I ever had. First, thar was mother died, when Bill
and I was little boys; I remember how we cried when we
stood by her grave, and I was so feared Bill would bust his
jacket open, that I whispered to him not to take on so, for
I'd be his mother now. And then that night, which was.
the longest and darkest I ever knew, we took turns rocking
and singing to our little baby sister, just as we had teen
mother do."

Here he stopped a moment, and Raymond, who was
rather impatient, said, "Don't stop ; go on."

The old man wiped his eyes, and said, "Heavens and
arth, don't hurry a feller so, can't you let-him wait till the
big bumps gits out of his throat, or would you. have me
bellerin' here like a calf ? "

"Take your time, Mr. Middleton," said Mr. Stafford, who
was as much affected as his brother at the remembrance of
that sad night, when he first felt what it wasto be mother-
less.

After an instant Mr. Middleton continued, "Directly that
sister got big enough, she was married and started to go to
England, but the vessel went to smash and the crew went to
the bottom. Poor gal, she always hated salt, but she's used
to it by this time, I reckon. Then thar was pap died next,
but he was old and gray-headed and sick-hearted like, and
wanted to go, but it made it jest as bad for me. Then thar-
was Bill."

Here Mr. Stafford moved his chair, so as to hide his face
from the speaker, who continued, "I did think I might have.
one left, but 'twasn't to be. He went too, and. Josh was left
alone."

I
Mr. Middleton cleared his throat a little, refilled his cob

pipe, and proceeded. "The Lord gin me two gals, and then,
he sent me as noble a boy .as ever was. I don't care where
t'other comes from. He wasn't mine, but I loved him all
the same. You, Mr. Miller, knew him, but you didn't know,
-no, nor begin to know, how old Josh loved him, and what
a tremendous wrench it gin my old heart when I come home
and found he was dead. But, Lord, ain't he got a fine
grave stun though ! You go to the cimetry at Frankford,
and you'll see it, right along side of Leftenant Carrington's,
whose widow's a flirtin' with every body it creation any way,
and Frankford sartin."

" I've now told you of all that's dead," continued he,
striking the ashes out of his pipe and wiping it on his bag-
ging trousers, "but I hain't told you yit what troubles me
more than all. 'Thar's something haunts old Josh, that
makes his heart stand still with mortal fear. Thar's Sun-
shine, dearer to her old pap than his own life. You've all
seen her, and I reckon she's made some of your hearts ache;
but something's come' over her. She seems delicate like,
and is fadin' away."

Here two big tears, that couldn't be mistaken, rolled
down Mr. Middleton's cheek, as he added emphatically,
"and by Jehu, if Sunshine goes, old Josh'll bust up and go
too!"

.The winding up of Uncle Joshua's story, was so odd and
unexpected, that all the gentlemen, Mr. Stafford included,
laughed loudly.

"'Taint no laughin' matter, boys," said Mr. Middleton,
"and so you'll all think if you ever have a gal as sweet and
lovin'-like as Sunshine."

Here Mr. Stafford said, "Your sister's name was Fanny,
I believe."

"Yes, 'twas ; who told' you ? " asked Mr. Middleton.

I
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"No one. I knew it myself," answered Mr. Stafford,
looking his brother earnestly in the face.

Mr. Middleton seemed' puzzled, and after closely scruti-
nizing Mr. Stafford's features, he said, "Confound it, am I in
a nightmare? I thought for a minute,-but no, it can't be
neither,,for you've got too thunderin' black a hide tQ be
Bill! "'

Before Mr. Stafford replies to this remark we will take
the reader to the kitchen, where a group of negroes are as-
sembled round old Aunt Katy, and are listening with breath-
less interest to what she is saying. Aunt Katy was so infirm
that she kept her bed for the greater part of the time, but on
this day she was sitting up, and from her low cabin window
had caught a view of the visitors as they alighted from the
carriage. When Mr. Stafford appeared, she half started from
her chair and said aloud," Who upon airth can that be,
and whar have I seen him? Somewhar, sartin."

It then occurred to her that she would go to the kitchen
and inquire who "that tall darkish-looking gentleman was."
Accordingly she hobbled out to make'the inquiry. She was
much disappointed when she heard the name. "No," said
she, "'tain't nobody I ever knowed, and yet how like he is
to somebody I've seen."

Not long after the old negress again muttered to herself
"Go way now ; what makes me keep a thinkin' so of Mar-
ster William this mornin'? 'Pears like he keeps hauntin'
me." Then rising she went to an old cupboard, and took
from it a cracked earthen teapot.° From this teapot, she
drew a piece of brown paper, and opening it, gazed fondly
on a little lock of soft brown hair.

"Bless the boy," said she, "I mind jest how he looked
when I cut this har fromhis head, the very day his mother
was buried. Poor Marster William," continued she, "most
likely he's gone to 'tarnity 'fore this time."

As she said this, tears, which were none the less sincere
because she who wept them belonged to Afric's sable race,
fell upon the once bright but now faded lock of hair, which
the faithful creature had for more than forty years preserved
as a memento of him whom she had long since looked upon
as dead, although she had never ceased to pray for him, and
always ended her accustomed prayer, "Now I lay me--"

with the petition that "God would take keer of Marster Wil-
liam and bring him home again." Who shall say that
prayer was not answered?

wasGoing back to her seat, she took up her knitting and,
was soon living over the past, when she was young and dwelt

with "the old folks at home." Suddenly there came from
the house the sound of merry laughter. High above all the
rest was a voice, whose clear, ringing tones made Katy start

up so quickly that, as she afterwards described it, "a sudden
misery cotched her in the back, and pulled her down quick-

er." There was something in the sound of that laugh, which
seemed to Katy like an echo of the past. "But," thought
she, "I'm deaf like, and mebby didn't hear straight. I'll go
to the kitchen agin and hark."

In a few minutes she was in the kitchen and dropping
down on the real chest as the first seat handy, she said,
"Ho, Judy, is you noticed the strange gentleman's laugh?"

"I hain't noticed nothing," answered Judy, who chanced

to be out of sorts, because, as she said, "the white folks had
done et up every atom of egg; they didn't even leave her

the caller of one!"
"Well, suthin in his laugh kerried me back to the old

plantation in Carlina, and I b'lieve, between you and me,
Judy, that Marster William's here," said Katy.

" Marster William, Marster William; what on airth do
you mean?" asked Judy, forgetting the eggs in her sur-

prise.
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At the mention of "Marster William," who was looked
upon as a great man, but a dead one, the little negroes
gathered round, and one of them, our old friend Bobaway,
said, "Oh, Laddy,,I hope 'tis MarsterWilliam, for Marster
Josh'll be so tickled that he won't keer if we don't do nothin'
for a week; and I needn't milk the little red heifer nuther !
Oh, good, good!"

"You go long you Bob," said Aunt Judy, seizing a lock
of his wool between her thumb and finger," let me catch
you not milkin'-the heifer, and I'll crack you."

.Again, there was the sound of laughter, and this time
Judy dropped her dishcloth; while Katy sprang up saying,
"'Tis, I know 'tis, any ways I'll walk round thar as if for a
little airin', and I can see for myself."

' Accordingly old Katy appeared round the corner of the
house just as Mr, Middleton had spoken to his brother of his
color. The moment Mr. Stafford's eye rested on his old
nurse, he knew her. Twenty years had not changed her as
much as it had him. Starting up he exclaimed, "Katy, dear
old mammy Katy," while she uttered a wild, exultant cry
of joy, and springing forward threw her thin, shrivelled arms
round his neck, exclaiming, "My darling boy, my sweet Mar-
ster William. I knowed 'twas you. I knowed your voice.
You are alive, I've-seen you, and now old Katy's ready to
die."

White as ashes grew the face of Uncle Joshua. The
truth had flashed upon him, and almost rendered him power-
less. Pale and motionless he sat, until William freeing him-
self from Aunt Katy, came forward and said, "Joshua, I am
William, your brother ; don't you know me?"

Then the floodgates of Uncle Joshua's heart seemed un-
locked, and the long, fervent embrace, which followed between
the rough old man and his newly found brother, made more
than One of the lookers on turn away his face, lest his com-

panions should detect the moisture in his eyes, which serious-

ly threatened to assume the form of tears.
When the first joy and surprise of this unexpected meet-

ing was over, Mr. Joshua Middleton said, as if apologizing
for his -emotion, "I'm dumbly afeared, Bill, that I acted

mighty baby like, but hang me if I could help it.. Such a
day as this I never expected to see, and yet I have lain awake

o'nights thinkin' mebby you'd come back. But such idees
didn't last long, and I'd soon give you up as a goner."

"That's jest what I never did," said Aunt Katy, who still
stood near.

In the excitement of the moment, she had forgotten that
she had long thought of " Marster William" as dead ; she
continued, "A heap of prars I said for him, and it's chiefly
owin' to them prars, I reckon, that he's done fished up out o'
the sea."

"I've never been in the sea yet, Aunt Katy," said Mr.
Middleton, desirous of removing from Aunt Katy's mind the
fancy that any special miracle had been wrought in his be-
half.

"Whar in fury have you been, and what's the reason you
hain't writ these dozen years? Come, give us the history of
your carryin's on," said Mr. Joshua Middleton.

"Not now," answered his brother. "Let us wait until
evening, and then you shall hear my adventures ; now let me
pay my respects -to your wife."

While he was introducing himself to Mrs. Middleton,
Katy went back to the kitchen, whither the news had pre-
ceded her, causing Bob in his joy to turn several summer-
sets. In the last of these, he was' very unfortunate, for his
heels, in their descent, clianced to hit and overturn a churn
full of buttermilk ! When Aunt Katy entered, she found
Bob bemoaning the back ache, which his mother had un
sparingly given him ! Aunt Judy herself having cleared

9
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away the buttermilk, by sweeping it out doors, was waiting
eagerly to know, "if Marster William done axed arter her."

"Why, no,- Judy," said Katy, somewhat elated because
she had been first to recognize and welcome the stranger.
"Why, no, I can't say he did, and 'tain't nateral like that he
should set so much store by you, as by me. Ain't I got
twenty years the start on you, and didn't I nuss him, and
arter his mother died, didn't I larn him all his manners?"

Aunt Judy was on the point of crying, when who should
walk in but " Marster William" himself. "I am told," said
he, "that Judy is here, Judy, that I used to play with."

" Lor bless you, Marster William," exclaimed Judy, at
the same time covering his hand with tears and kisses, "I's
Judy, I is, I know'd you hadn't done forgot me."

"Oh, no, Judy," said he, "I have not forgotten one of
you, but I did not know whether you were living or not, so
I did-not bring you presents, but I'll get you something in a
few days. Meantime take this," said he, slipping a silver
dollar into the hands of Aunt Katy and Aunt Judy, each of
whom showered upon him so many blessings and " thankies"
that he was glad to leave the kitchen and return to his com-
panions, who were talking to Uncle Joshua without getting
any definite answer.

His brother's sudden return had operated strangely upon
him, and for a time he seemed to be in a kind of trance.
He would draw his chair up closely to William, and, after
gazing intently at him' for a time, would pass his large rough.
hand over his hair, muttering to himself, "Yes, it is Bill, and
no mistake, but who'd a thought it? "-

At last rousing himself he turned to his other guests, and
said, "You mustn't think hard on me, if I ain't as peart and
talkin' like for a jell; Bill's coming' home has kinder oversot
the old man, and I'm thinkin' of the past when we's little
boys and lived at home on pap's old plantation afore any on
us was dead."
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The young gentlemen readily excused the old man's
silence, and when the slanting beams of the setting sun be-
tokened the approach of night, they all, with the exception
of Ashton, began to speak of returning home. Mr. Middle-
ton urged them to stay, saying, "What's the use of goin' ?

Nancy's got beds enough, I reckon, and will be right glad
of a chance to show her new calico kiverlids, and besides we

are goin' to have some briled hen in the morning, so stay."
But as the next day was the Sabbath, the gentlemen" de-

clined the invitation, and bidding their host "good bye,"
they were soon on their way homeward, each declaring that
he had seldom spent a pleasanter day. As they can un-
doubtedly 'find their way to Frankfort without our assistance,
we will remain at Uncle Joshua's together with Mr. William
Middleton and Ashton. The latter felt as if he had suddenly
found an old friend, and as nothing of importance required
his presence at home, he decided to remain where he was
until Monday.

That evening, after every thing was "put to rights" and
Mr. Middleton had yelled out his usual amount of orders, he
returned to the porch, where his brother and Ashton were
still seated. Lighting his old cob pipe, he said, "Come,
Bill, Nancy'll fetch out her rockin' cheer and knittin' work,
and we'll hear the story of your doin's in that heathenish
land, but be kinder short, for pears like I'd lived a year to-
day, and I feel mighty like goin' to sleep." ,.

After a moment's silence Mr. Middleton commenced: "I
shall not attempt to justify myself for running away as;Idid,
and yet I cannot say that I .have ever seriously regretted
visiting-those countries, which I probably shall never look
upon again. I think I wrote to you, Joshua, that I took
passage in the ship Santiago, which was bound for the East
Indies. Never shall I forget the feeling of loneliness which
crept over me, on the night when I first entered the city of
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Calcutta, and felt that. I was indeed alone in a foreign land,
and that more than an ocean's breadth rolled between me
and my childhood's home. But it was worse than useless to
dwell upon the, past. I had my fortune to make, and I be-
gan to look about for some employment. At last I chanced
to fall in with an intelligent Spaniard, Signor de Castello.
He was a wealthy merchant, and for several years had resided
in Calcutta. As he spoke the English language fluently, I
found no trouble in making his acquaintance. He seemed
pleased with me, and offered me the situation of clerk in his
counting-room. I accepted his offer, and also became an in-
mate of his dwelling, which was adorned with every con-
ceivable luxury. His family consisted of himself and his
daughter, Inez."

At the mention of Inez, Ashton half started from tiis
chair, but immediately reseating himself, listened while Mr.
Middleton proceeded : '"I will not attempt to describe Inez,
for I am too old now to even feel young again, by picturing
to your imagination the beauty of that fair Spaniard. .I will
only say that I never saw one, whose style of beauty would
begin to compare with hers, until I beheld my niece, Julia."

"Lord knows, I hope she want like Tempest,"said Uncle
Joshua, at the same time relieving his mouth of its overflow-
ing contents.

" I do not know whether she were or not," answered Mr.
Middleton, "I only know that Inez seemed too beautiful, too
gentle, for-one to suspect. that treachery lurked beneath the
soft glance of her dark eyes. I know not why it was, but
Castello, from the first seemed to entertain for me a strong*
friendship, and. at last, I fully believe the affection he felt for
me, was second only to what he feltfor his daughter. But
he could not remain with us, and in eighteen months after
I first knew him, he took one of the fevers common to that
sultry climate, and in the course of a few days he was dead.

I wrote to you 4f his death, but I did not tell you that he

left a will, in which all his immense wealth was equally
divided between myself and Inez. He did not express his

desire that we should marry, but I understood it so, and
thenceforth looked upon Inez as belonging exclusively to

myself."
"You didn't marry her, though, I take it," said Joshua,

making a thrust at an enormous musquito, which had un-

ceremoniously alighted upon his brawny foot.

"No," answered William, "I did not marry her, but'twas

not my fault. She played me false. Six months after her

father's death we were to be married. The evening previous

to our wedding arrived. I was perfectly happy, but Inez

seemed low-spirited, and when I inquired the cause she an-

swered, "Nothing, except a little nervous excitement." I

readily believed her ; but when the morning came the cause

of her low spirits was explained. The bird had flown, with a

young Englishman, Sir Arthur Effingham, who had been a

frequ nt guest at my house."
"That was one of Tempest's capers to a dot," said Uncle

Joshua, "but go on, Bill, and tell us whether the disappoint-

ment killed you or not."
So William proceeded: "Instead of my bride, I found a

note from Inez, in which she asked pardon for what she had

done, saying she had long loved Sir Arthur, but did not dare

tell me so. They were going to England, whither she wish-

ed me to send a part of her portion, as her husband was not

wealthy. I understood Inez's character' perfectly, and could
readily see that she preferred a titled, but poor Englishman,
to I wealthy, but plain American, so I gave her up quietly."

"And was mighty lucky to get shut of her so," interrupt-
ed Joshua.

"From that time," continued William, "I gave up all
thoughts of marriage, and devoted myself to increasing my
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wealth, and spending it for my own comfort and the good
of others. Twelve years ago I chanced to go on board the

English vessel Delphine, and there I found our friend Ash-

ton."
"Look at him, for gracious' sake," :said Uncle Joshua,

pointing towards Ashton. "Why, man, you are as white as

one of Judy's biscuits; what ails you ?"

"Nothing," answered Ashton, who really was much af-

fected by Mr. Middleton's narrative ; but he said, "I am only
thinking of the long, weary days I passed in the Delphine

before Mr. Middleton kindly cared for me."

This seemed quite natural, and Mr. Middleton continued:

"Ashton was wasted to a mere skeleton by ship fever, and
my heart yearned towards him. Perhaps I felt a stronger
sympathy for him when I learned that he was an American.

He, like myself, had run away. The vessel, in which he had

embarked, had been wrecked, and he, with two others, were

saved in a small boat. For days they floated over the broad

expanse of waters, until at length the Delphine picked them

up, andbrought them to India. I had Ashton removed to

my house, but as soon as he recovered, he too took French

leave of me. From that time I lived alone. I wrote to-you
frequently, but got no answer. My letters must have been

lost, but I then concluded you were dead. At last I began

to have such an ardent desire to tread my native soil once

more that I disposed of my property and set out for home,

so here I am and have told you my history.; what do you
think of it?"

There was no answer save the sound of heavy breathing;
Uncle Joshua had probably got to sleep "all over." The

cessation of his brother's voice awoke him, and rubbing his
eyes he said, "Yes, yes, Ashton had the ship fever. I hope
he can't give it now, for I'm mortal-feared on't."

Ashton assured him there was no danger, and then, turn-
ing to William, said, "Have you ever heard from Inez ?"

"Yes," said Mr. Middleton. "About a year after her
marriage, I heard of the birth of a daughter, whom she called
Inez Middleton. I have heard of them once or twice since,
but not recently."

After a moment's silence, Ashton, with some hesitation,
said, "If I mistake not, I know Inez Effingham well."

" You know Inez, my Inez,-where,-how,-tell me all,"
said Mr..Middleton, grasping Ashton's hand as if a new link
were suddenly added to the chain of friendship, which al-
ready bound them together.

"You probably remember," said Ashton, "that when I
left you so suddenly, there was an American vessel in port.
I was anxious to return home, but fancied you would oppose
it, so I left you without a word, and went on board the ship.
During the voyage, I found that one of the crew was from
my own native town. I eagerly inquired after my parents
and the little sister Nellie, whom you so often heard me
mention: judge of my feelings when told that they were all
dead. In the agony of the moment I attempted to throw
myself overboard, but was prevented. From that time all
desire to return was gone, and when at last we stopped at
one of the ports in England, I left the vessel, determining to
try my fortune in the mother country."

"But Inez," said Mr. Middleton, "What of Inez ? "
"I will tell you," answered Ashton. "After remaining

in England some years, I became acquainted with her father,
Sir Arthur Effingham, who lived about forty miles from Lon-
don. He invited me to visit his house, and there I first saw
Inez and her mother. To know Inez was to love her, but I
could not hope to win the haughty Englishman's daughter,
and besides she was so young that I did not believe I had
made any impression upon her. But encouraged by Lady
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Effingham, I at length ventured to ask Inez of her father.

I did not wish to marry her then, as she was only fourteen,
but her father spurned me with contempt, and bade me never

again enter his house. I obeyed, but tried many times to

procure an interview with Inez. I succeeded, and told her I

was about to leave England for America, but should never

forget her. I would not suffer her to bind herself to me by
any promise, but expressed my belief that at some future

time she would be mine. It is three years since we parted.

I came immediately to America, but I could not bear to re-

turn to my old home and see it occupied by others, so I wan-

dered this way, and at last settled in Frankfort as a mer-

chant."

Here he stopped, and Mr. Middleton said, "You have

not told me of the mother. Does she still live ? "
Ashton answered, "Slie was living when I left England,

but Inez has since written to me of her death."

"That will do, Ashton ; that will do. I do not wish to
hear any more now," said William.

While Mr. Middleton and Ashton were relating their ad-

ventures, Aunt Katy was busily engaged in superintending
the arrangement of "Marster William's" sleeping room.

Mrs. Middleton had bidden Judy to see that every thing was
put in order, but Aunt Katy seemed to think nothing would
be done right unless she had an oversight of it. So she was
walking back and forth, consulting with Judy a little and

ordering her a good deal.
"Now, Judy," said she, " hain't you no more idees of

ilegance than to push the bedstead smack up agin the clar-

buds ; just pull it out a foot or two, as old miss use to do."

.Judy complied with her request and she continued :
"JGordy sates,-don't Miss Nancy know no better than to

pint arster William to sleep in sich coarse sheets," at the

sarne time casting a rueful glaues t the linen which Judy'

I had put upon the bed. "You set down, Judy," said Aunt
Katy, "and I'll tend to the bed myself."

So saying she hobbled off to her cabin and opening her
.z "old red chist," drew from it a pair of half worn, but very

fipe linen sheets. These she'shook most lustily in order to
free them from the rose leaves, lavender sprigs, and tobacco,
which she had placed between their folds. With the former
she thought to perfume them, while the latter was put there
for the purpose of keeping out moths. The old creature had
heard that tobacco was good to keep moths from woollen,
and she knew of no reason why it would not answer every
purpose for linen.

"Thar," said she, on returning to the house, "these be-
gins to look a leetle like Marster William. They was gin
to me by old marster, jest afore he died. They 'longed to
old miss, and if any one on us could read, I reckon we should
find her name on 'em somewhar writ in brawdery."

When the bed. and room were adjusted to her satisfac-
tion, she went down to the kitchen and took a seat there.
Here Aunt Judy found her about ten o'clock that night.

" What on airth you sittin' here for ? " said she.
"Oh, I's only waitin' till Marster William gets a little

used to his room, afore I axes him how he likes it and does
he want any thing."

Accordingly not long after Aunt Katy stole up stairs and
opening the .door, called out, "Ho, Marster William, does
you want any thing, and is you got enough kiver ? "

But " Marster William's" senses were too soundly locked
in sleep to heed the faithful creature, and after standing still
a moment, she said to herself, "I'm mighty feared he'll cotch
cold."

So back she went to her cabin and from the same "red
chist " took a many colored patchwork. quilt. This she
carried to the house and spread carefully over Mr. Middleton,

.1
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saying, "He won't be none too comfortable, and in the
mornin' he'll see it, and I'll tell him how I done pieced it
and quilted it my own self."

The consequence of this extra covering was, that Mr.
Middleton awoke in the night; with the impression that he
was being suffocated in the hot climate of Calcutta! He
did not know that she, to whom he was indebted for his
warm berth, was now sleeping quietly and dreaming, "how
tickled Marster William would be when he knew she had
lent him her spar sheets and bedquilt ! "CH P R XI

C H A PTER X YI

THE- neXt day was the Sabbath. Contrary to their usual
custom on such mornings, Mr. Middleton and his negroes
were astir at an early hour. The female portion of the lat-
ter were occupied in preparing a great breakfast in honor of
"Marster William's" arrival, while Mr. Middleton busied
himself in removing a part of his dark, heavy beard.

When William made his appearance in the sitting-room,
he was greeted by his brother with, "How are you, Bill?
Hope you slept better than I did, for 'pears like I couldn't
get asleep no how, till towards morning , and then I was
mighty skeary about wakin' up, for fear I should find it all
moonshine, and no Bill here after all." After a moment's
pause, he added, " Whar's t'other chap? If he don't come
directly, the hen 'Il spile, for Judy's had it ready better than
half an hour."

Ashton soon appeared, and the party did ample justice
to Aunt Judy's well-cooked breakfast. That meal being
over, Mr. Middleton said, "Now, boys, what do you say to
goin' to meetin'? The Babtiss have preaching , and I've a
mind to go. How the folks '11 star though to see Bill. Say,
will you go ?"

The gentlemen signified their assent; and at the usual
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hour they proceeded to. the church, which was situated
about two miles from Mr Middleton's. We are sorry for it,
but truth compels us to say, that on this day Uncle Joshua
was not quite as devotional as usual. He was looking over
the congregation to see what effect his brother's presence was-
producing. When he saw that no one exclaimed or turned
pale; and that even the minister kept on the even tenor of
his discourse, he inwardly accused them all of being "dough-
heads," and wondered he had never before discovered how lit-
tle they knew. However, when meeting was over, the neigh-
bors crowded around the old man, congratulating him on
the unexpected return of his brother, whom they welcomed
so warmly that Uncle Joshua began to think he had been
too hasty in condemning them, for "after all, they knew a'
heap."

That night, after supper, Mr. Middleton was again seated
in the little porch with his guests. They had been speaking
of the sermon they had heard, when Mr. Middleton said,
"That's the right kind of meetin' to my notion. A feller
can sleep a bit, if he feels like it; but whar my gals go, in
Frankford, they have the queerest doins-keep a gittin' up
and sittin' down; 'pears like you don't more'n git fairly sot,
afore you have to hist up agin, and you can't sleep to save
you. Then they have streaked yaller and black prar-books,
and keep a-readin' all meetin' time."

"Do your daughters prefer that church ? " asked Wil-
liam.

"Why, yes," returned his brother; "or, that is, Dick,
poor boy Dick, belonged thar; so did the young Lefftenant,
Carrington ; so does Dr. Lacey; and that's reason enough
why Sunshine should prefer it. Tempest goes thar, I reckon,
because it's fashionable, and she can have a nice prar-book
to show. You ought to see the one I bought for Sunshine.
It's all velvety, and has gold clasps, with jest the word
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'Sunshine' writ on it. Tempest has got a more common

one. It didn't cost half as much."
"I notice that you make quite a distinction between your

daughters," said William. "May I ask why you do it ? "

Mr. Middleton stopped smoking, and said, "If you please,

Bill, I'd rather say nothin' about that now. I make it a rule

never to swar Sundays, and if I git to goin' it about Tem-

pest, and the way she used poor Dick, I should have to swar

and no mistake. Mebby you think I'd better not swar any

time."
"Yes," answered William ; "I should be glad if you

would not. It is a bad habit, and I wish you would discon-

tinue it."
"Well now, Bill," said Mr. Middleton, "Lord knows-

no, I mean I know I've tried a heap of times to break off,

and now I'll try again. I'll not cuss a word till I forget.

Dick used to want me to stop, and when he died I promised

myself I would ; but the pigs and horses got into the corn,

and fust I knew, I was swarm' wus than ever. I wish you
had seen Dick ; but it can't be-he's gone for ever."

"Have you no daguerreotype of him ?" asked William.

"No, I hain't, but his folks have ; and Mr. Miller and

Kate are goin' home this summer, and they'll fetch me one.
That makes me think Sunshine is so puny and sick like,
that I'm goin' to let her go North with them. It'll do her

good; and I'm goin' to buy her four silk gowns to go with,

but for Lord's--no, for land's sake don't tell Tempest."

"I hope you are not very anxious to have Fanny go

North," said William; "for it will seriously affect a plan
which I have formed."

"Well, what is it ?" asked Mr..Middleton.
William then told of the house he had purchased, and

of his intention to take both his nieces back with him. "I

know," said he, "that it seems strange to take them there
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in hot weather; but down by the lake it will be pleasant
and cool, and I must have them with me."

"Have you said any thing to them about it? " asked Mr.."
Middleton.

"Yes," answered his brother. "I have mentioned it to
them."

"What did they say?"
"Fanny said nothing, but Julia seemed much pleased

with the idea," said William.
"I'll warrant that," returned Mr. Middleton. "she's

tickled enough, and in her own mind, she's run up a bill
agin me for at least five hundred. Sunshine is so modest,
I s'pose, because Dr. Lacey will be there, that she does not
want to seem very glad ; but she'll go. I'll have them come
home to-morrow, and will talk the matter over. I'd as soon
have her go to New Orleans as to New-York."

Here the conversation was interrupted by Mrs. Middleton,
who came to tell her husband that 'twas past nine. Mr.
Middleton hada great horror of being up after that hour, so
he hastily bade his brother and Ashton good-night, saying
to the former, "Now I've got kind of used to your being
alive, Bill, I hope I shan't have such pesky work goin' to
sleep."

Next morning Ashton returned to Frankfort in the car-
riage which Mr. Middleton had sent for the purpose of bringing
his daughters home. Foi- once in her life, Julia was delighted
with the idea of visiting her parents. She had-learned from
a note which her mother had written, that the reason of their
being sent for was to talk over the matter of going to New
Orleans. Fanny felt differently. She wished, yet dreaded
to go home. She too knew why they were sent for ; and as
she was determined not to go to New Orleans, it would be
necessary at last to tell her father the true reason. She

i

l

r

's{

!
,

i

R

I

1

I

11

OR, LIFE IN KENTUCKY. 225
'

I

was certain he would be unsparing in his wrath against Dr.

Lacey, and she almost trembled for the consequences.

When at last she was ready, she descended to the parlor,

and sitting down to her piano, ran her fingers lightly over
the keys. At that moment Frank Cameron entered. He

had learned from his cousin; Kate, enough of Fanny's his-

tory to make him fear that she never could be aught to

him; and yet the knowledge that he could not, must not

hope to win her, only rendered the attraction stronger. He

was intending to start for home the next day, and had now

come to spend a few moments alone with Fanny, ere he bade

her good-bye. As he entered the room, she ceased play-
ing, and said, "I believe you leave town to-morrow, do you
not?"

"I do," replied Frank, "and am come to bid you good-
bye now; for when you return, I shall probably be looking

on the dust, smoke, and chimneys of the Empire City." As

Fanny made no answer, Frank continued, "Miss Middleton,
we shall meet again, I trust. Kate tells me that you are to

accompany them to New-York this summer. I shall ex-

pect you, and shall watch anxiously for your coming."
Fanny replied, " I have thought of going North with Mrs.

Miller, but it is possible I may be disappointed."

"Disappointed!" repeated Frank; "you must not be

disappointed, or disappoint me either. I would hardly be
willing to leave Frankfort if I did Inot hope to see you again.
And yet if we never do meet, I shall know that I am a bet-

ter man for having once seen and known you ; and I shall

look back upon the few days spent in Kentucky as upon
one of the bright spots in my life."

We do not know what Fanny would have replied ; for
ere she had time to answer, Julia appeared in the door, call-

ing out, "Come, Fan, the carriage. is ready.. But, pray ex-
cuse me," continued she, as she saw Frank ; "I had no idea
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that I. was interrupting .so interesting a conversation as
your looks seem to indicate."

This increased Fanny's confusion, but she endeavored to
appear at ease ; and rising up, she offered Frank her hand,
saying, "I must now bid you farewell, Mr. Cameron."

Frank took her hand, and quick as thought, raised it to
his lips. Fanny's cheeks reddened as she hastily withdrew
her hand, saying rather indignantly, "Mr. Cameron, I am
surprised !"

Frank expected as much, and lie said, rather gaily,
"Pardon me, Miss Middleton, I could not help it, and would
not if I could. It is all I ever hope to receive from you ;
and years hence, when I am a lone, lorn old bachelor, I
shall love to think of the morning when I bade good-bye to
and kissed Fanny Middleton."

A moment more, and the carriage drove rapidly away.
Frank watched it until it disappeared down the street ; then
turning away, he thought, "I have met and parted with the
only person on earth who has power to awaken in me any
deeper feeling than that of respect."

When Julia and Fanny reached home, they were greeted
kindly both by their parents and uncle. The latter had re-
solved to watch them closely, in order to ascertain, if possi-
ble, the reason of his brother's evident preference for Fanny.
During the day, nothing was said of the projected visit to
New Orleans; and Julia was becoming very impatient, but
she knew better than to broach the subject herself; so she
was obliged to wait.

That evening the family, as usual, assembled on the lit-
tle porch. Fanny occupied her accustomed seat and low
stool by the side of her father, whose pipe she filled and re-
filled ; for he said, "The tobacker tasted a heap better after
Sunshine had handled it." ~

Julia could wait no longer, and she began the conversa-

tion by asking her uncle something about New Orleans.

"Thar, I knew 'twould be so," said Mr. Middleton;

"Tempest is in a desput hurry to know whether I'm goin'

to cash over and send her to market in New Orleans."

"Well, father," said Julia, coaxingly, "you are going to

let Fanny and me go with Uncle William, I know."

It was lucky for Julia that she chanced to mention her

sister; for however much her father might be inclined to

tease her, the word "Fanny" mollified him at once, and he

answered, "Why, yes ; I may as well let you go as to keep

you here doing nothing, and eating up my corn bread."

Then drawing Fanny nearer to him, he said, "I've talked

some of letting Sunshine go to New-York, but she'll jump
at the chance of going to New Orleans, I reckon."

There was no answer, and as Julia was not particularly
desirous of having her sister's silence questioned, she rattled

on about her expected visit, and even went so far as to caress
her father, because he had given his consent to her going.
It was decided that Mr. William Middleton should return, as
he had intended, in two weeks' time, so as to have every
thing in readiness for the reception of his nieces, who were

to come on as soon as school closed, which would be about

the tenth of June.
During all this time, Fanny said not a word ; and at last

it occurred to her father, that she had neither expressed her

desire nor willingness to go; so he said, "Come, Sunshine,
why don't you hold up your head and talk about it? We

all know you want to go mightily, and see that little Doc-
tor."

Fanny knew it was of no use delaying longer, and she

answered gently, but decidedly, "Father, I have no.desire to

go to New Orleans. I cannot go."
"Fudge on being so very modest," replied Mr. Middle-

226 227
ORS LIFE IN KRNTUCKY.

F

1r

rt

t

F

Z

i
i

{

LA

L

.4

G

x

r

F

F

{



TEMPEST AND SUNsHINE;

ton. "It is nateral-like that you should want to see him,
and nobody'll think less of you."

Fanny answered, "You know I have thought of going
to New-York with Mr. and Mrs. Miller. I am still anxious
to do so ; but to New Orleans I cannot, shall not go, unless
you command me to do so."

"Saint Peter !" said Mr. Middleton. "What's the row
now ? What's happened to make little Sunshine spirt up
so? Don't you want to see Dr. Lacey, child?"

"No, father ; I never desire to see him again."
The old cob pipe dropped from Mr. Middleton's mouth,

and springing up, he confronted Fanny, saying, "What in
fury is the racket? You not wish to go to New Orleans, or
see Dr. Lacey either ! I half wish you was Tempest for a
spell, so I could storm at you ; but as it is Sunshine, I can't
even feel mad."

"Oh, father, father !" said Fanny, weeping; "if you
knew all that has occurred, you would not blame me."

"What do you mean, darling?" asked Mr. Middleton,
suddenly becoming cool. "What has happened ?" Then
looking- at Julia, whose face was crimson, a new idea struck
him, and he exclaimed more wrathfully, "How now, Tem-
pest ? What makes you turn as red as a hickory fire?
Have you been raising a rumpus between Dr. Lacey and Sun-
shine? Out with it, if you have."

It was now Julia's turn to cry and appeal to her uncle,
if it were not unjust in her father always to suspect her of
evil, if any thing were wrong. William very wisely kept
silent, but Fanny said, "Do not accuse Julia, for she is not
guilty. She knows it all, however, and is sorry for it."

"Knows what? Sorry for what? Why don't you tell ?"
said Mr., Middleton, stalking back and forth through the
porch, and setting down his feet as heavily as if he would
crush every thing which might chance to fall beneath his
tread.

I "I cannot tell you now," said Fanny ; "but when we are

alone, you shall know all."

In a few moments William thought proper to retire, and
as his example was soon followed by Julia, Fanny was left

alone with her parents. Drawing her stool nearer to her

tther, and laying her hot, feverish forehead upon his hand,
she said, "Before I give any explanation I wish you to make

me a promise."
"Promise of what?" asked her father and mother, simul-

taneously.
"It is not probable," answered Fanny, "that you will

'ever see Dr. Lacey again, but if you do, I wish you never to

mention to him what I am about to tell you."
The promise was readily given by Mrs. Middleton, but

her husband demurred, saying," I shan't commit myself until

I know what 'tis. If Dr. Lacey has been cuttin' up, why
I'll cowhide him, that's all."

"Then I shall not tell you," was Fanny's firm reply.
Her father saw she was in earnest, and replied, "What's

got your back up so high, Sunshine? I never knew you
had so much grit. What's the reason you don't want Dr.

Lacey to hear of it?"

"Because," said Fanny, hesitatingly, "because I do not

wish him to know how much I care about it ; and besides,

it can do no possible good. Now, father, promise you will

not tell him or any one else."

Mr. Middleton was finally persuaded, and his promise

given. Fanny knew it would not not be broken, for her father

prided himself on keeping his word. So she gave an account

of Dr. Lacey's conduct, and ended her narrative by producing
the letter, which she supposed came from him. Up to this

moment Mi'. Middleton had sat ,perfectly still ; but mean-

time his wrath had waxed vrmer and warmer, until at last
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it could no longer be restrained, but burst forth in such a
storm of fury as made Fanny stop her ears.

She, however, caught the words : "And I was fool enough
to promise not to say a word. Well, thank the Lord, I
didn't promise not to shoot the puppy. Let me catch him
within pistol shot of me, and, I'll pop him over as I would a
woodchuck. And if he don't come back, I'll go all the way
to Orleans for the sake of doin' on't. I'll larn him to fool
with my gal ; yes, I will !"

Fanny's fears for Dr. Lacey's safety were immediately
roused; and again were her arms wound round the neck of
her enraged father, while she begged of him to be quiet, and
think reasonably of the matter. Not long could any one re-
sist the .arguments of Fanny; and in less than half an hour
her father grew calm, and said more gently, "I shouldn't
have been so rarin' mad, if it had been any body besides you,
Sunshine. I s'pose I did go on high, and swar like a pirate.
I didn't mean to do that, for I promised Bill I'd try and
leave off."

"Leave swearing ?" said Fanny : "9h, I am so glad ! I
hope you will. Now promise that you will, dear father, and
say again that you will not mention Dr. Lacey's conduct
either to him or any one else."

"I have promised once," said Mr. Middleton, "and one
promise is as good as forty. Old Josh '11 never break his
word as long as he has his senses. But that paltry Doctor
owes his life to you, Sunshine. Half an hour ago, I was as
fully set to knock him over as I am now determined to let
the varmint go to destruction his own way." -

Fanny shuddered at the idea of her father becoming the
murderer of Dr. Lacey, and Mrs. Middleton rejoined, "I am
glad, husband, to hear you talk more sensibly. It can do
no possible good for you to shoot Dr. Lacey, and then lose-

OR, LIFE IN KENTUCKY. 231

your own life, as you assuredly would ; besides, I think the

less we say of the matter, the better it will be."

"I reckon you are right, Nancy," said Mr. Middleton ;

"but hang it all, what excuse shall I give Bill for not lettin'

the gals go to New Orleans?"

"But, father," said Fanny, "you will let Julia go, of

course. Uncle knows I do not intend to go, and conse-

quently-will think nothing of that ; and there is no reason

why Julia should not go to New Orleans, and I to New-

York. Now say we may, that's a dear father."

"I s'pose I'll have to, honey,"- answered Mr. Middleton ;

"but if I can see ahead an inch, you're bitin' your own nose

off by sending Tempest to New Orleans without you."

Afterwards Fanny remembered this speech, and under-

stood it too ; but now she was prevented from giving it a

thought by her father, who continued," Doesn't that Carme-

ron chap live some'us in New-York ?-"

There was no reason for it, but Fanny blushed deeply

as she replied, "Yes, sir, Mr. Cameron lives in New-York

city ; but I am not going to see him."

" Mebby not," answered her father ; "but my name ain't

Josh if he won't be on the lookout for you. And 'twixt us,

darling, now the Doctor's sarved you such a scaly trick, I

shouldn't pitch and dive much if I heard that you and Car-

meron were on good terms."

"That will never, never be," answered Fanny. "I shall

always live at home with you and mother."

"You are a blessed daughter," said Mr. Middleton, "and

I hope thar's better fortin in store for you than to stay hived

up with us two old crones'; and I can't help thinkin' that

you'll have Dr. Lacey yet, or somebody a heap better. Now

go to bed, child, for your eyes are gittin' red like, and

heavy."
Fanny obeyed and retired to her room, where slhe found



232 TEMPEST AND SUNSHINE ;

Julia sitting up and waiting for her. As soon as Fanny ap-
peared she began, "Fan, you are a real good girl. I was
pleased to hear. you talk. Nobody but you could have done
any thing with the old heathen."

"What are you talking about?" asked Fanny.
"Why," said Julia, "I had my head out of the window,,

listening all the time, and overheard what you said. Once
I trembled for fear father would take it into his head not to
let me go any way; but you fixed it all right, and I thank
you for it." As Fanny made no answer, Julia continued,
"I heard, too, all about Frank-Cameron. Now, Fan, I know
he admires you, and.I really hope you'll not be silly enough
to discourage him. I shall expect you to write that you
have promised to become Mrs. Cameron."

"'Will you please, Julia, say no more on that subject,"
said Fanny. "I do not suppose Frank Cameron has any
particular regard for me ; and if he has, it will do no good."

Thus the conversation ended for that night. The next
day Mr. William Middleton was informed that Julia would
spend the summer in New Orleans, but that Fanny preferred
going North. He was rather disappointed. His preference,
if he had any, was for Fanny. She was so quiet, so gentle,
he could not help loving her; but Julia puzzled him. There
was a certain bold assurance in her manner which he dis-
liked. Besides, he could not help fearing there was some
good reason why her father censured her so much. "I will
watch her closely," thought he, "and if possible, discover
her faults and help her correct them." '.

It would seem that Julia suspected her uncle's intentions,
for she intended to be very correct and amiable in her de-
portment, whenever he was present. Thought she, "I shall
thus retain his gopd opinion ; and by so'doing I shall more
easily win Dr. Lacey's regard."

In the course of a few days Fanny and Julia returned to
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school; the one, elated with the prospect of going to New
Orleans, and the other, quietly anticipating a pleasant but
rather sad journey to New-York. Two weeks after their re-
turn to Frankfort, their uncle called upon them, on his way
South. He again repeated his invitation that Stanton and
Ashton would spend a part of the summer with him. Ash-
ton consented, but Stanton still plead his important busi-
ness North, and his excuse was considered a sufficient one.

Mrs. Carrington, who had become rather weary of Ray-
mond's attentions, and was longing for a change of place
and scene, now tried by every possible manoeuvre to induce
Mr. Middleton to invite her also. Julia readily understood
her; and as she feared Mrs. Carrington's presence would
frustrate her plans, she resolutely determined that she should
not be invited. Consequently, when that lady talked to Mr.
Middleton of New Orleans, and the desire she had of again
visiting that city, Julia would adroitly change the conversa-
tion to some other subject ; and once, when Mr. Middleton
had actually opened his mouth and commenced giving the
desired invitation, Julia, as if suddenly recollecting herself,
started up, saying, "Excuse me, Uncle, but I have a paint-
ing in my room which I wish you to see. Pray come with
me now, for I cannot bring it down, and as it is getting dark,
there is no time to be lost."

Mr. Middleton arose and followed his niece, who con-
gratulated herself on the success of her stratagem. After
reaching her room, and exhibiting her painting, she said to
her uncle, I do hope you will not ask Mrs. Carrington to
go to New Orleans this summer."

"Why not ?" said Mr. Middleton. "She seems anxious
that I should do so."

"I know it," answered Julia; "but I am afraid she is
not a good woman. At least she has a bad influence over
me, and I always feel wicked after being with her a while."
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As Julia had supposed, this had the desired effect. Mr.
Middleton would not ask one to visit him whose influence
over his niece was bad. Consequently, all Mrs. Carrington's
hints were unnoticed or misunderstood. She, however, knew
tolerably well to whom she was indebted for the slight; and
when, after Mr. Middleton's departure, Julia said to her, "I
wonder Uncle did not invite you too; I thought he was going
to do so," she replied, rather sharply, "I fancy I should have.
been under no obligations to you, Miss Julia, if I had re-
ceived an invitation." Then turning, she hastily entered her
room, and throwing herself upon the sofa, she tried to devise
some scheme by which she could undermine Julia, provided
Dr. Lacey should show her any marked attention.

Mrs. Carrington was not in a very enviable mood. The
night before Raymond had offered her his heart and hand,
and of course had been rejected. He was in the parlor when
Julia so abruptly took her uncle away. As there was no
one present besides Mrs. Carrington, he seized upon that
moment to declare his love. It is impossible to describe the
loathing and contempt which she pretended to feel for him
who sued so earnestly for her hand, even if her heart did not
accompany it. Nothing daunted by her haughty refusal,
Raymond arose, and standing proudly before the indignant
lady, said, "Ida Carrington, however much dislike you may
profess to feel for me, I do not believe it. I know I am not
wholly disagreeable to you, and were I possessed of thou-
sands, you would gladly seize the golden bait. I do not ask
you to love me, for -it is not in your nature to love any thing.
You are ambitious, and even now are dreaming of one whom
you will never win ; for just as sure as yon sun shall set
again, so sure you, proud lady, shall one day be my wife."

When Mrs. Carrington had recovered a little from the
surprise and anger into which Raymond's fiery speech had
thrown her, he was gone and she was alone. "Impudent
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puppy!" said she; "and yet he was right in saying he was

not disagreeable to me. But I'll never be his wife. I'd die

first!" Still, do what she would, a feeling haunted her

that Raymond's prediction would prove true. Perhaps it
was this which made her so determined to supplant Julia in
Dr. Lacey's good opinion, should he ever presume to think

favorably of her. How she succeeded, we shall see here-

after.
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CHAP TER X VII.

THREE weeks after Mr. Middleton's departure for New Orleans,
Mr. Miller's school closed. Uncle Joshua was present at the
examination, and congratulated himself much because he did
not feel at all "stuck up" at seeing both Julia and Fanny
acquit themselves so creditably. After the exercises were
concluded, he returned with Mr. Miller to Mrs. Crane's.
Just before he started for home, he drew from his sheepskin
pocket-book five hundred dollars, which he divided equally
between his daughters, saying, "Here, gals, I reckon this 'll
be enough to pay for all the furbelows you've bought, or will
want to buy. I'l leave you here the rest of the week to see
to fixin' up your rig, but Saturday, I shall send for you."

Fanny was surprised at her father's unlooked-for gene-
rosity, and thanked him again and again. Julia was silent,
but her face told how vexed and disappointed she was. As
soon as her father was gone, her rage burst forth. "Stingy
old thing," said she, "and yet he thinks he's done something
wonderful. Why, my bill at C.'s already amounts to two
hundred, and I want as much more.. What I am to do, I
don't know."

She would have said more, but Fanny quieted her, by
saying, "Don't talk so about father, Julia. It was very
liberal, and really I do not know what to do with all mine."
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"I could find ways enough to dispose of it, I imagine,"
said Julia.

But we will not continue the conversation. Suffice it to

say that when Julia retired that night, her own money was
safe in her purse, and by the side of it lay the hundred dol-

lars which she had coaxed from Fanny. As they were pre-
paring to return home, on Saturday, Julia said to her sister,
"Fan, don't let father know that you gave me a hundred
dollars, for I fear all your powers of persuasion would be of
no avail to stay the storm he would consider it his bounden

duty to raise."
There was no need of this caution, for Fanny was not

one to do a generous act, and then boast of it, neither did
her father ask her how she had disposed of her money. He
was satisfied to know that the "four silk gowns" were pur-
chased, as, in his estimation, they constituted the essential

part of a young lady's wardrobe.
Since Fanny had disclosed the heartless desertion of Dr.

Lacey, she seemed to be doubly dear to her father; for pity
now mingled with the intense love he had always borne for

his youngest and best loved daughter. Often, during the
three days which she passed at home, prior to her departure
for New-York, he would sit and gaze fondly upon her until
the tears would blind his vision, then springing up, he would

pace the floor, impetuously muttering, "The scamp !-the

vagabond !-but he'll get his pay fast enough,-and I'd pay
him too, if I hadn't done promised not to. But 'tain't worth
a while, for I reckon 'twould only make her face grow whiter
and thinner, if 1 did any thing."

At length the morning came on which Julia and Fanny
were to leave for the first time their native State. Side by
side near the landing at Frankfort, lay the two boats, Blue
Wing and Diana. The. one was to bear Fanny on her
Northern tour, and the other would convey Julia as far as
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Louisville on her way South. Mr. Woodburn, who had
business in New Orleans, was to take Julia under his pro-
tection.

And now but a short time remained ere the Diana would
loose her moorings and be under way. These few mo-
ments were moments of sorrow to Mr. end Mrs. Middleton,
who had accompanied their daughters to Frankfort. Uncle
Joshua particularly was much depressed, and scarce took his
eyes from his treasure, who might be leaving him for ever.
In his estimation the far-off North was a barren, chilly region,
and although he did not quite believe his Fanny would be
frozen to death, he could not rid himself of the fear that
something would befall her.

"You'll take good keer of her, won't 'you, Miller ?" said
he, "and bring her safely back to us?"

Mr. Miller gave the'- promise, and then observing that
there was something else on. Mr. Middleton's mind, he said,
' What is it, Mr. Middleton? What more do 'you wish to
say?"

Mr. Middleton struggled hard with his feelings, and his
voice sank to a whisper as he answered, "I wanted to tell
you that if, if, she should die, bring her home,-bring
her back, don't leave her there all alone."b

The old man could say no more, for the bell rang out its
last warning. The parting between Fanny and her parents
was a sad one, and even Julia wept as she kissed her sister,
and thought it might be for the last time.

Soon after the Diana, with its precious freight, disappear-
ed from view, Mr. Middleton was called upon to bid another
farewell to his eldest daughter. "Reckon the old fellow likes
one girl better than the other," said a bystander, who had
witnessed both partings. And yet Mr. Middleton did well,
and his look and manner was very affectionate as he bade
Julia good-bye, and charged her "not to be'giddy and act

like a fool, nor try to come it over Dr. Lacey." "Though,"

thought he, "it'll be sarvin' the rascal right if he should have

to live with Tempest all his life."

It is not our intention at present to follow Julia in her

passage to New Orleans. In another chapter we will take

up that subject and narrate her adventures. Now we prefer

going North with the other party, which consisted of Mr. and

Mrs. Miller, Fanny and Raymond. The latter had, in a fit

of desperation, determined to quit Frankfort, and go no one

knew whither. He accompanied his friends as far as Cin-

cinnati, and there bade them adieu, saying, that they would.

hear of him again in a way they little dreamed of.

Mr. Miller was sorry to part with one who had proved so

valuable an assistant in his school, but all his arguments had

failed and he was obliged to give him up, saying, "I hope,
Raymond, that all your laudable enterprises may be success-

ful."
"I shall succeed," were Raymond's emphatic words ;

"and she, the haughty woman, who tried to smile so scorn-

fully when I bade her farewell, will yet be proud to say that
she has had a smile from me, the poor schoolmaster."

" Well, Raymond," said Mr. Miller, "you have my good
wishes, and if you ever run for President, I'll vote for you.
So now good-bye."

Raymond wrung his friend's hand, and then stepped from.

the cars, which soon rolled heavily from the d6pot. Faster

and faster sped the train on its pathway over streamlet and

valley, meadow and woodland, until at last the Queen City
with its numerous spires was left far behind. From the car

windows Fanny watched the long blue line of hills, which

marks the Kentucky shore, until they too disappeared from

view.

For a time now we will leave her to the tender mercies

of the Ohio railroad, and a Lake Erie steamer, and hurrying
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on in advance, we will introduce the reader to the home
where once had sported Richard Wilmot and his sister Kate.
It stood about a half a mile from the pleasant, rural village
of C in the Eastern part of New-York. The house
was large and handsome, and had about it an air of thrift
and neatness, which showed its owner to be a farmer, who
not only understood his business, but also attended to it him-
self. Between the house- and road was a large, grassy lawn,
in which was growing many a tall, stately maple and elm,
under whose wide-spreading branches Kate and her brother
had often played during the gladsome days of their child-
hood. A long piazza ran around two sides of the building.
Upon this piazza the family sitting-room opened.

Could we have entered that sitting-room the day on
which our travellers arrived, we should have seen a fine-look-
ing, middle-aged lady, whose form and features would in-
stantly have convinced us that we looked upon the mother
of Kate. Yes, what Kate Miller is now, her mother was
once ; but time and sorrow have made inroads upon her daz-
zling beauty, and-here and there the once bright locks of
auburn are now silvered over, and across the high, white
brow, are drawn many deep-cut lines. Since Kate last saw
her mother, these lines have increased, for the bursting heart
has swelled with anguish, and the dark eye has wept bitter
tears for the son, who died far away from his childhood's
home. Even now the remembrance of the noble youth,
who, scarce two years ago, left her full of life and health,
makes the tear drop start as she says aloud, "How can I
welcome back my darling Kate, and know that he will never
come again.!",

The sound of her voice aroused old Hector, the watch-
dog, who had been lying in the sun upon the piazza.
Stretching his huge limbs and shaking his shaggy sides, he
stalked into the sitting-room, and going up to his mistress
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laid his head caressingly in her lap. The sight of Hector

made Mrs. Wilmot's tears flow afresh, for during many years -

he had been the faithful companion of Richard, whose long
absence he seemed seriously to mourn. For days and weeks

he had watched by the gate, through which he had seen his

young master pass, and when at last the darkness of night
forbade a longer watch, he would lay his head on the ground

and give vent to his evident disappointment in a low, mourn-

ful howl.
Mrs. Wilmot-was not superstitious; but when, day after

day, the same sad cry was repeated, it became to her an

omen of coming evil; and thus the shock of her son's death,
though none the less painful, was not quite as great as it

would otherwise have been. For Kate too, old Hector had

wept, but not so long or so mournfully; still he remembered

her, and always evinced his joy whenever her name was

spoken.
On the morning of the day on which she was expected

home, a boy who had lived in the family when she went

away, called Hector to him, and endeavored by showing him
some garment which Kate had worn, and by repeating her
name, to make him understand that she was coming home.

We will not say that Hector understood him, but we know

that during the day he never for a moment left the house or

yard, but lay upon the piazza, looking eagerly towards the

road which led from the village. Whenever he saw a car-
riage coming, he would start up and gaze wistfully at it until

it had passed, then he would again lie down and resume his

watch. Mrs. Wilmot noticed this, and when Hector, as we
have seen, walked up to her and looked so sympathizingly
in her face, she patted his head, saying, "Poor Hector ; good
fellow ; you will see Kate at least to-day."

Nor was she mistaken, for about three that afternoon, an
omnibus drew up before the gate. Kate immediately sprang

11
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out, and was followed by Mr. Miller and Fanny. Their
arrival was first made known to Mrs. Wilmot, by the ory of
joy which Hector sent forth at sight of Kate. With light-
ning speed he bounded over the lawn to meet the travellers.
Fanny, who was accustomed to the savage watch-dogs of
Kentucky, sprang back in terror and clung to Mr. Miller for
protection ; but Kate cried out, "Do not fear ; it is only Hec-
tor, and he wouldn't harm you for the world." Then she
ran forward to meet him, and embraced him as fondly as
though he had really been a human being, and understood
and appreciated it all. And he did seem to, for after caress-
ing Kate, he looked about as if in quest of the missing one.
Gradually he seemed to become convinced that Richard was
not there, and again was heard the old wailing howl, but
this time it was more prolonged, more despairing. Faithful
creature! Know you not that summer's gentle gale and
winter's howling storm have swept over the grave of him
whom you so piteously bemoan.

Fanny stopped her ears to shut out the bitter cry, but if
Kate heard it, she heeded it not, and bounded on over the
gravelled walk towards her mother, who was eagerly waiting
for her. In an instant parent and child were weeping in each
other's arms.

"My Kate, my darling Kate, are you indeed here?"
said Mrs. Wilmot.

Kate's only answer was a still more passionate embrace.
Then recollecting herself, she took her husband's hand and
presented him to her mother, saying, "Mother, I could not
bring you Richard, but I have brought you another son.
Will you not give him room in your heart ?"4

Mrs. Wilmot had never seen Mr. Miller before, but she
was prepared to like him, not only because he was her daugh-
ter's choice, but because he had been the devoted friend of
her son; consequently she greeted him with a most kind and
gffectionate welcome.

During all this time Fanny was leaning against one of

the pillars of the piazza, but her thoughts were far away.
She was thinking of her distant Kentucky home, and a half

feeling of home-sickness crept over her, as she thought how

joyfully she would be greeted there, should she ever return.

Her reverie was of short duration, for Kate approached, and

leading her to her mother, simply said, "Mother, this is

Fanny."
'Twas enough. The word Fanny had a power to open

the fountains of that mother's heart. She had heard the

story of the young girl, who had watchedso unweariedly by
the bedside of Richard-she had heard too of the generous

old man, whose- noble heart had cared for and tenderly
cherished the stranger, and she knew that she, who advan-

ced towards her so timidly, was the same young girl, the
same old man's daughter ; and could Mr. Middleton have

witnessed her reception of his Sunshine, he would have been

satisfied.
A messenger was dispatched for Mr. Wilmot, who was

superintending some workmen in a field not far from the

house. Mr. Wilmot was a tall, noble-looking man, whose

fine figure was slightly bowed by the frosts of sixty winters.

As he advanced with breathless haste -towards the house,
Kate ran to meet him, and the tears which the strong man

wept, told how dear to him was this, his beautiful daughter,
and how forcibly her presence reminded him of his first-born,
only son, who went away to die among strangers.

When he was presented to Mr. Miller and Fanny, a scene

similar to the one we have already described took place.

As he blessed Fanny for Richard's sake, she felt that though
in a strange land, she was not alone or unloved. Her home-

sickness soon vanished ; for how could she be lonely and sad,
where all were so kind, and where each seemed to vie with

the other in trying to make every thing agreeable to

;i

k;
+.

,ts

ORS LIFE IN KENTUCKY. 243



241 TEMPEST AND SUNSHINE ;

her. It was strange how soon even Hector learned to love
she fair Kentuckian. He would follow her footsteps wherever
she went, and affectionately kiss her hands. But then, as
Kate said, "Hector had more common sense than half the
people in the world," and he seemed to know by instinct that
she, whom' he so fondly caressed, had once watched over and
wept for his young master, who was now sleeping in his
silent grave, unmindful that in his home he was still sincere-
ly mourned even by old Hector.

Not many days after Fanny's arrival at Mr. Wilmot's
she was told that a gentleman wished to see her in the par-
lor. On entering the room how was she surprised at behold-
ing Frank Cameron. He had learned by a letter from Kate
that Fanny was in C----, and he immediately started for
his uncle's. Since his returnfrom Kentucky he had thoughts
of little else save Fanny Middleton. Waking or sleeping,
she was constantly in his mind, and still with happy thought
of her, there ever came a sadder feeling, a fear that his love
for her would be in vain. But since the morning when he
bade her adieu, her name had never once passed his lips.

When his sister Gertrude questioned him concerning the
Kentucky girls, he had described to her in glowing terms
the extreme beauty of Julia, and the handsome eyes of "the
widder," as he called Mrs. Carrington, but of Fanny he had
never spoken. He could not bear that even his own sister
should mention Fanny in connection with any one else.
However, when Kate's letter arrived, he passed it over to
Gertrude, whose curiosity was instantly roused, and she
poured forth a torrent of questions as to who that Fanny
Middleton was.

"I suppose she must be old Mr. Middleton's daughter,"
was Frank's teasing reply.

"Of course I know that," said Gertrude, "but what of
her? Who is she ? "
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"Why, I've told you once, she is Fanny Middleton," said

Frank.
These and similar answers were all Gertrude could draw

from him, and she fell into a fit of pouting ; but Frank was

accustomed to that and consequently did not mind it. Next

day he announced his intention to visit his Uncle Wilmot.

Gertrude instantly exclaimed, "Now, Frank, you are too

bad. Just as soon as you hear Fanny Middleton is in New-

York, youstart off to see her, without even telling me who

she is, or what she is. In my opinion you are in love with
her, and do not wish us to know it."

This started up Mrs. Cameron's ideas, and she said,
"Frank, I am inclined to believe Gertrude is right ; but you
surely will be respectful enough to me to answer my ques-
tions civilly."

"Certainly," said Frank. "Ask any thing you please,

only be quick, for it is almost-car time."

"Well then, do you intend to make this Miss Middleton

your wife ? "
"I do, if she will have me," said Frank.

The distressed lady groaned audibly, but continued,
"One more question, Frank. Is she rich, and well connect-

ed ?"
Frank passed his hand through the thick curls of his

brown hair, and seemed to be trying hard to think of some-

thing. Finally he answered, "Why, really, mother, I never

once thought to ask that question."

"But," persisted Mrs. Cameron, "you can judge by her

appearance, and thai1of her parents. Did you not see

them ?"
Frank laughed loudly as the image of Uncle Joshua, as

he first saw him in the door, buttoning his suspender, pre-
sented itself to his remembrance ; but he answered, "Yes,

mother, I did see her father, and 'twas the richest sight I ever

saw."

I
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He then proceeded to give a description of Mr. Middle-
ton to his astonished sister and mother, the latter of whom
exhibited such distress, that Frank very compassionately
asked, "if she had the tooth-ache."

Before she had time to answer Frank was gone, leaving
his mother to lament over the strange infatuation which al-
ways led Frank in pursuit of somebody beneath him.

"I know," said she to Gertrude, "that this Fanny Mid-
dleton is from a horrid low family, and is as poor as a church
mouse."

So, while Frank was hurrying on towards the village of'
C--, his mother and sister were brooding over the dis-
grace which they feared threatened them. They could have
spared all their painful feelings, for she of, the "low family"
was destined to be another's.

During Frank's ride to C- he determined, ere his re-
turn, to know the worst. "She can but refuse me," thought
he, "and even if she does, I shall feel better than I do now."
When he met Fanny his manner was so calm and collected,
that sie never dreamed how deep was the affection she had
kindled in his heart. She received him with real pleasure,
fox he seemedllike a friend from Kentucky. He staid with
her but three days, and when he left, he bore a sadder heart
than he had ever felt before. Fanny had refused him; not
exultingly, as if a fresh laurel had been won only to be boast-
ed of, but so kindly, so delicately, that Frank felt almost
willing to act it all over again for the sake of once more hear-
ing Fanny's voice, as she told him how utterly impossible it
was for her ever again to love as a husband should be
loved.

"Then," said Frank, somewhat bitterly, "you acknow-
ledge that you have loved another."

"Yes," answered Fanny, "but no other circumstances
could have wrung the confession from me. I have loved and

been deceived. I will not say my faith in man's honor is

wholly gone, for I believe you, Mr. Cameron, to be perfectly

sincere and honorable in your professions of regard. Had

we met earlier all might have been different, but now it is

too late. If my friendship is worth having, it is yours. I

have never had a brother, but will look upon and love you

as one ;-with that, you must be satisfied."

And he did try to be satisfied, but only because there

was no other alternative. Still he felt a pleasure in being

near her, in breathing the same atmosphere and gazing on

the same scenes. Before he returned home he had decided

upon accompanying her, together with Mr. and Mrs. Miller,
on their contemplated trip to Saratoga; thence they would

go on to New-York city, and visit at his father's.

"I am sorry," said he, "that it is not the season for par-

ties, as I should love dearly to show off Fanny in opposition

to our practised city belles, and now I think of it," continued

he, "isn't Mr. Stanton coming North this summer after a

certain Miss Ashton ? "
"I believe he is," answered Kate.

"Now then," said Frank, "I have it exactly. Judge Ful-

ton, who is Miss Ashton's guardian, has recently removed to

the city. I know him well, and have been introduced to

Miss Helen.' Stanton has already invited us all to his wed-

ding, and as Miss Ashton will of course repeat the invitation,

Fanny will thus have an opportunity of seeing a little of the

gay world in New-York."
"You seem to think any praise bestowed upon Fanny as

so much credit for yourself;" said Kate, mischievously.
Frank made no reply, and soon bidding good bye to his

friends, he was on- his way to the city. On reaching home
he found his mother and sister in a state of great anxiety

concerning " the odious old scarecrow's corn-cake daughter,"

as Gertrude styled Fanny. Her first question after asking
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about Kate was, "Well, Frank, tell me, did you propose to
Miss Middleton ? "

"Most certainly I did. That was one object in going,"
was Frank's quiet reply.

The horrified Mrs. Cameron, throwing up both hands in
a most theatrical manner, exclaimed, "Mon Dieu ! " It was
the only French phrase she knew, and she used it upon all
occasions. This time, however, it was accompanied. by a
loud call for her vineagrette and for air, at the same time
declaring it was of no use trying to restore her, for her heart
was broken, and she was going to faint.

"Let me wash these red spots off from your cheek.
You can't faint gracefully with so much color," said Frank
gravely, at the same time literally deluging his mother's face
with cologne, much against the blooming lady's inclination.
This little scene determined Frank not to tell that he was re-
jected. At first he had intended to disclose all, but now he
decided otherwise. "They may as well fret about that as
any thing else," thought he, "and when they see Fanny, I
shall have a glorious triumph." So he kept" his own secret,
and commenced teasing Gertrude about going to. Saratoga
with himself, their cousin Kate and Fanny.

"I shall do no. such thing, Master Frank," said Gertrude.
"I am willing enough to see Kate, and invite her here too,
for she is fine looking and appears well, even if she is a music
teacher ; but this Fanny Middleton--Ugh ! I'll never associ-
ate with her on terms of equality, or own her as my sister
either."

"I do not think you will," said Frank ;" but Gertrude
knew not what cause he had for so saying.

After he had quitted the apartment, Mrs. Cameron and
Gertrude tried to think of some way to let Fanny know that
she was not wanted in their family. "Dear me," said Ger-
trude, "I will not go to Saratoga, and be obliged to see

Frank make a dolt of himself with this plebeian Kentuckian.

If she were only rich and accomplished, why, it would be

different, and the fact of her being from Kentucky would in-

crease her attractions. But now it is too bad 1" and Gertrude

actually cried with vexation and mortified pride. Poor

creature! How mistaken she was with regard to Fanny

Middleton, and so she one day learned.

But as the reader is doubtless anxious to hear of Fanny's

introduction to Mrs. Cameron and Gertrude, we will give a

description of it in the next chapter.
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CHAPTER XVIII.

CONTRARY to his first intention, Stanton concluded to come
North in July. He had of course learned from Nellie that
her mysterious guardian had proved to be Judge Fulton, his
sister's husband. And more recently she had written to him
of Judge Fulton's removal to New-York city. Mr. Miller
was apprised of Stanton's return by a letter, in which he was
also informed that, the wedding would take place in Grace
Church on the morning of the 22d.

Not long after there came invitations for himself, wife and
Fanny, to attend the bridal party, at the residence of Judge
Fulton, on the evening of July 25th. Frank, who was also
invited, had his own reason for not wishing his mother or
sister to see Fanny until they met her at Judge Fulton's.
Consequently he was not sorry when both ladies graciously
informed him that Miss Middleton would not be invited by
them to visit at their house. "Of course," said Mrs. Came-
ron, "we shall invite Kate and her husband, and shall be
glad to see them. If you choose, you can in your own name
invite Fanny, but if she knows any thing she will not come."

Frank knew there was no possible danger of Fanny's ac-
cepting an invitation, which cane simply from himself, but he
did not say so, and next day he started .again for his uncle
Wilmot's. To his cousin Kate he imparted a knowledge of
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his mother's and Gertrude's feelings, and also told of his own

plans. Kate readily fell in with them, and when Frank re-

turned to the city he was accompanied by Mr. Miller, Kate
and Fanny, who took rooms at the Astor House. As soon

as Mrs. Cameron and Gertrude learned that Kate was in the

city, they called upon her. Fanny they of course did not

see, neither did they mention her name. Kate expected as

much, but nevertheless felt vexed, and when they urged her

to spend the remainder of her time with them, she replied,
"I have a young friend from Kentucky with me, and unless

you invite her too, I do not feel at liberty to accept your po-
lite invitation."

In answer to this, Gertrude muttered something about
"not wishing to enlarge the circle of her acquaintance," while

Mrs. Cameron said nothing, and the two ladies soon swept
haughtily out of the room.

"Never mind," said Frank, to whom Kate related her ad-

venture, "they will both sing another tune ere long," and he

was right too.
The 25th of July at last arrived. Frank had informed

Gertrude that she must look to their father for a beau that
evening, as he should be otherwise engaged; so she was not

surprised when her brother, long before sunset, left the house
all equipped for the party. She'well knew where he was go-
ing and for whose society she was deserted. One hour later
found her seated in a large arm-chair before the mirror in her
dressing-room.

Gertrude was a tall, fine-looking girl, but in the expression
of her handsome features there was something wanting. She
lacked soul, and no one ever looked on the cold, proud face
of Gertrude Cameron, without being convinced that she was
altogether heartless and selfish.

On this occasion, as she sat in the large arm-chair, she
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sald to her waiting-maid,"' I say, Jane, you must do your best
to-night to have me splendidly dressed."

"Yes, ma'am, I understand," said Jane, and she proceed-
ed to bedeck her young mistress with all sorts of finery. Her
dress consisted of a rich, white satin, over which was thrown
a skirt of handsomely embroidered lace. All the ornaments
of gold and diamonds for which a place could possibly be
found were heaped upon her, and when her toilet was com-
pleted she seemed one gorgeous mass of jewelry..

"There, that will do," said she, as Jane clasped the last
diamond bracelet on her arm. "I presume this Fanny Mid-
dleton has never dreamed of so costly a dress as I shall ap-
pear in to-night.'

Meantime in another part of the city, another toilet was
being made, but of a different nature. Kate and Frank
both were anxious that for .once Fanny should deviate from
her usually simple style of dress, and adopt something more
in keeping with her father's wealth. At first Fanny hesitated,
but was finally persuaded, and gave Kate permission to select.
for her any thing she chose. As, on the evening of the party,
she glanced at the image which her mirror reflected, she was
pardonable for feeling a slight thrill of pleasure. Frank was
in raptures, declaring nothing had ever been seen in New-
York so perfectly lovely. 'And truly, Fanny was beautiful
as she stood there arrayed for the party.

She was dressed in a French robe of white tarletane, em-
broidered in bouquets of lilies of the valley in silver, A
single japorica rested among the curls of her bright hair,
while her neck was encircled by a necklace of pearls, and
costly bracelets of the same clasped her white, slender wrists.

"Why, Fanny,"-said Mr. Miller, "how beautiful you look !
What would your father say could he see you now? "

At the mention of her father's name the tear drops glis-
tened for a moment in Fanny's eye, and she felt how gladly

she would have foregone all the expected pleasure of that

nigit for the sake of again seeing her. distant father. She

however dashed the tear away, and replied, "I fear he would

think his Sunshine wholly covered up and spoiled by trum-

pery, as he calls fashionable dress."

Frank noticed her emotion when speaking of her father:

and he thought how priceless must be the love of one who

thus so truly honored her parents. A feeling of sadness was

blended with his admiration of Fanny, for constantly in his

heart was the knowledge that she never would be his. And

here Frank showed how truly noble he was, for he could still

love and cling to Fanny, although he knew that for him there

was no hope.
Let us now transport our readers to the elegant residence.

of Judge Fulton, which was situated. upon Fifth Avenue.

Stanton, with his fair bride, had returned from visiting his
parents near Geneva, and now in the large parlors of Judge
Fulton, they were receiving the congratulations of their friends,

whose numbers each moment increased, until the rooms were

filled to overflowing. Frank and his party had not yet ar-

rived. He designed to be late, for he well knew his mother

and sister would not be early, and he wished to give them the

full benefit of Fanny's introduction into the drawing-room.

But a part of his scheme was frustrated, for his mother,

who was suffering with a violent head-ache, was obliged to

remain above stairs for a time, and Gertrude alone witnessed

her brother's triumph. She was standing near Mr. and Mrs.

Stanton, carelessly twirling a costly bouquet, which one of her

obsequious beaux had given her, when she overheard Nellie

saying to her husband, "I do hope she will come, for I am

all impatience to see one whom you have praised until I am

half jealous."
Gertrude wondered much whom Mrs. Stanton could mean,

but her wonder soon ceased, for there was a stir at the door.
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The crowd around it fell back as Frank Cameron walked
proudly into the room, bearing upon his arm Fanny Mid-
dleton. Her fame had preceded her, for many of those pres-
ent had learned that a Kentucky belle and heiress was stop-
ping at the Astor, and would be present at the party. As
she advanced into the room, Gertrude felt, rather than heard
the murmur of admiration which ran round the room, and
her quick ear caught the words, "Yes, that's she; that's the
heiress ; that's Miss Middleton from Frankfort."

Gladly would Gertrude have escaped her brother's eye,
which instantly sought her out ; but she felt unable to move,
and stood watching the animated face and graceful manners
of Fanny, who, in being presented to Mrs. Fulton and Stars-
ton, passed near her. Every article of Fanny's dress was
noted, and an estimate made as to its probable cost. "She
must be wealthy," thought she, "or she could not dress so
expensively." Suddenly one of Gertrude's acquaintances
touched her elbow and said, "Come, Miss Cameron, do grat-
ify our curiosity and tell us about this Kentucky belle. Of
course you know her, as she is attended by your brother."

Deeply mortified, Gertrude was obliged to confess that
she had no acquaintance with her. "That's strange," said
the lady. "We all supposed she stopped at your father's
with your cousin."

A new idea entered Gertrude's mind, and instead of re-
plying to this last remark, she said, "I shall know her well,
though, for Frank has proposed to her."

"Did she accept him ?" asked the lady eagerly.
"Of course," was Gertrude's haughty answer. "Do you

think he would offer himself unless sure of success ?"
Ten minutes more, and dozens of persons were gossiping

about the engagement between Frank Cameron and the
beautiful Kentuckian. Scores of questions were poured in
upon Gertrude relative to her future sister-in-law, but none

of them could she answer. Vexed at her own ignorance,

she ran up stairs to her mother whom she-told to" come down

immediately and see what fools they had made of them-

selves."

"Why, what is the matter, child ?" said Mrs. Cameron,

alarmed at Gertrude's excited looks and manners.

"All the city are ready to fall down and worship this

Fanny Middleton, whom we have treated with such neglect,"

said Gertrude, and then she added what was of more conse-

quence than all the rest, "Why, mother, she's the most ele-

gantly dressed lady in the room!"

In a moment Mrs. Cameron was descending the broad

staircase. There was the sound of the piano and some one

singing. Gertrude pressed eagerly forward until she caught

sight of the singer, then pulling her mother's sleeve, she whis-

pered, "This way, mother ; that is Miss Middleton play-

ing."
Mrs. Cameron's first emotion, on beholding Fanny and

the flattering attentions she every where received, was one

of intense mortification, to think she had not been first to

notice and chaperone her. "I will, however, make all pos-

sible amends now," thought she, and finding Frank she de-

sired for herself and Gertrude an introduction to Miss Mid-

dleton; but Frank did not feel disposed 1o grant his mother's

request immediately, and he said, "Pardon me, mother, but

you see Miss Middleton is very much engaged at present

with some of her friends, so you must wait awhile."

Mrs. Cameron was too proud to ask any one else to in-

troduce her, and it seemed that she and Gertrude were not

likely to make Fanny's acquaintance at all. Towards the

close of the party, however, Frank thought proper to intro-

duce them. Mrs. Cameron determined to do her best, and

she overwhelmed Fanny with so much flattery, that the poor

girl longed for some way of escape, thinking to herself; "Is
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it possible that Frank Cameron's mother is such a silly wo-
man ? " Once Mrs. Cameron went so far as to hint the prob-
ability that Miss Middleton would one day be her daughter !

"What can she possibly mean ?" thought Fanny; at the
same time gracefully excusing herself she ran up stairs after
her shawl and veil, as Kate had signified her intention of re-
turning home. But Mrs. Cameron was not to be thus foil-
ed. She started in pursuit, and reaching the bonnet room
as soon as Fanny, insisted that she and Kate should stop with
her during the remainder of her stay in the city. As Frank
soon appeared and joined his entreaties with those of his
mother, Fanny said she would do just as Mrs. Miller thought
proper. 'Kate, who had expected a similar denouement, ex-
pressed her perfect willingness to visit at her uncle's.

Accordingly the next morning they left their rooms at
the Astor House and repaired to Mrs. Cameron's, where they
were most affectionately received by Mrs. Cameron and Ger-
trude. And- now commenced a series of toadyism which
was vastly amusing to their acquaintances, many of whom
had witnessed Mrs. Cameron's manners at the party and had
since learned a part of the story. It was stArange how soon
Mrs. Cameron and Gertrude discovered how many fine qual-
ities Fanny possessed. Even the "odious scarecrow of a
father" was transformed into.an "odd old'gentleman," and
in speaking of him to one of her acquaintances, Mrs. Came-
ron said "he was a very generous, wealthy, but eccentric old
man and was one of the first citizens in Frankfort." The
good lady forgot that Uncle Joshua did not reside in Frank-
fort, but twelve miles from that city ! Her word, however,
was not questioned, for of course she would know all about
the family of her son's intended wife.

Meantime the report of Frank's engagement was circulat-
ing freely, and the whole matter would undoubtedly have
been arranged, marriage ceremony and all, had not Frank
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put an end to tie matter, by utterly denying the story. Some

young gentlemen were one morning congratulating him on

his future prospects, and declaring their intention of going to
Kentucky, if there were any more Fannys there, when Frank

asked upon whose authority they were repeating a story for
which there was no foundation.

"Why," answered one of them, "my sister heard it from

your sister Gertrude."

"From Gertrude ! " said Frank in amazement, "from

Gertrude ! Well, I cannot answer for what Gertrude says,
but I assure you I am not engaged to Miss Middleton, and
never have been."

This was in the morning, and that evening when Frank

entered the sitting-room where his mother and sister were,

they beset him to know why he had denied his engagement

with Fanny.
"Because," said he rather indignantly, "there is no en-

gagement between us."

"Oh, Frank," said Gertrude, "you told us so."

"I never told you so," answered he rather warmly. "I
told you I had proposed, and I did propose, and was re-

fused."
"But why didn't you tell us?" continued Gertrude.

"Because you didn't ask me," replied Frank. "You

supposed of course none could refuse me, so jumped at con-

clusions and have got yourself into a fine spot."
There was no need of telling this, for Mrs. Cameron read-

ily saw it and went off into a fit of hysterics, while Gertrude

burst into tears.

" What a strange girl you are !" said Frank. "Once you
cried because you thought I was engaged to Fanny, and now

you cry because I am not." So saying he gave a low mock-

nu ing whistle and left his mother and sister to console them-

selves as best they could.
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We will not weary the reader by repeating the conver-

sation between Gertrude and her mother. We will only say

that Mrs. Cameron decided to go as soon as possible to Sara-

toga, "and when once there," said she, "I will use all my
influence with Miss Middleton ; nay, if necessary, I will even
beg of her to marry Frank, for I know she likes him."

Gertrude was delighted with this idea. She had forgot-
ten how determined she once was not to visit Saratoga with

Fanny Middleton. Next morning Mrs. Cameron proposed
to her guests that as the weather was getting warm, they

should start directly for the Springs. The visitors of course

could make no objection, and as Mr. and Mrs. Stanton, who
were to accompany them, also acquiesced in the plan, two

days more found our friends at Saratoga, together with
crowds more of the fashionable from the north, south, east
and west.--

On the first day of their arrival, Fanny noticed seated op-
posite her at the dinner table, a dark-eyed, sprightly looking
girl, whose eyes so constantly met hers, that at last both

blushed and the stranger girl half smiled. By her side sat a

gentleman, who Fanny concluded was the young lady's broth-

er. Something in their appearance interested Fanny, and

she could not help thinking that they were from the South.

That evening as she was walking alone upon the piazza, she
was suddenly joined by the unknown lady, who accosted her

with, "Pardon me, ma'am, but am I not speaking to Miss

Middleton from Kentucky ? "
Fanny was too much surprised to answer immediately,

but soon recovering her self-possession, she answered, "You

are, but I have not the pleasure of knowing you."

"I presume not," said the lady. "We have never met

before, and yet I knew you instantly."
"Knew me ! how ?" asked Fanny.

"From description," replied the lady. "You have been

so accurately described to me by our mutual friend Miss
Woodburn, of New Orleans, that I could not mistake you."

"Florence Woodburn ! New Orleans ! exclaimedd Fanny.
"And are you from New Orleans, and do you know Florence,

and have you seen Julia ? "
To all these questions the stranger answered "Yes," con-

tinuing, "and now let me introduce myself. I am Lida
Gibson, but I might as well be John Smith for any idea my
name will convey. However, I am from New Orleans, and

know Florence and your uncle William well. Just before

I left the city, I made your sister's acquaintance. When she

learned I was coining this way, she said I possibly might
see you, and made me the bearer of many messages of love."

Fanny had never heard of Lida Gibson, but it was suf-
ficient that she knew her uncle and Julia, so her hand was
immediately offered, and the remainder of the evening the

two young girls promenaded the piazza arm in arm, talking
of their distant homes and absent friends.

"Where did you see Julia ? " asked. Fanny.
.'"Your uncle's house was not quite ready, consequently

he and Julia were spending a few days at the residence of
Dr.-Lacey," answered Lida.

"Dr. Lacey ! " said Fanny in some surprise. "Julia at
Dr. Lacey's ?"

"Yes, why not? "said Lida, laughing merrily at Fanny's
manner. "There is nothing improper about that, for Dr.
Lacey's father was then absent, and his mother, for the time,
staid with her son. I fancied it was not at all unpleasant
either to Dr. Lacey or Julia, that they were thus thrown to-
gether, and I should not wonder if the Doctor should one day
call you sister !"i

Lida Gibson, whom our readers will recollect as having
met at Mabel Mortimer's party in New Orleans, was a
thoughtless, but kind-hearted girl, and never felt happier than
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when employed in canvassing matches. On the morning
when the Cameron party arrived at the Springs, she had sent
her brother to learn the names of the new corners. On his
return he mentioned Fanny Middleton as being one of the
new arrivals, so 'twas not surprising that Lida should so
readily recognize her.

As days passed on Lida too heard of the supposed en-
gagement between Fanny and Frank Cameron, and for once
kept silent upon the subject, at least' in Fanny's presence.
Dearly as she loved to discuss such matters, she felt there
was something in the character of her new friend which for.
bade an approach to any thing like jesting about so person-
al an affair as one's own engagement. She, however, fully
believed the report ; for every thing she saw tended to con-
firm it, and she was anxious to return home, that she might
carry the important news to Julia and Dr. Lacey. Poor Fanny !
The clouds were gathering darkly about her, but she, all un-
conscious of the consequence, talked, laughed, rode and sang
with Frank, never thinking that she was thus confirming Li-
da in a belief, which would tend to remove Dr. Lacey farther
and farther from her. Could Lida have heard a conversa-
tion, which, one evening, took place between Mrs. Cameron
and Fanny, different, very different would have been the re-
port which she carried back.

One evening as Fanny, Lida and Gertrude were walking
upon the piazza, a servant came, saying that Mrs. Cameron
desired to see Miss Middleton in her room. Fanny imme-
diately obeyed the summons, and as soon as she had gone,
Lida laughingly congratulated Gertrude upon the prospect
of having so pleasant a sister. Gertrude smilingly received
Miss Gibson's congratulations, "for," thought she, "even if
Fanny does not marry Frank, Miss Gibson will probably nev-
er know it, as she is to leave in a few days."

Let us now with Fanny repair to Mvrs. Cameron's room,

but not like her wondering why she was sent for. We well

know why, and consequently are prepared for the look of

mingled indignation and astonishment, which appeared on

Fanny's face when she learned that Mrs. Cameron was plead-

ing the cause of her son ! Fanny answered, "Madam, I have

always entertained the highest respect for your son, but I

must confess it is lessened if it is with his knowledge you are

thus speaking to me."

Mrs. Cameron, who had at first intimated that ,it was

Frank's request that she should thus intercede for him, now
saw her mistake, and veering about, declared, what indeed
was true, that Frank was wholly ignorant of the whole.

Then followed a long eloquent speech, in which Mrs. Came-

ron by turns tried to coax, flatter, importune, or frighten
Fanny into a compliance with her wishes, but Fanny could

only repeat her first answer. "I cannot, Mrs. Cameron, I
cannot marry Frank. ' I acknowledge that I like him, but

only as I would love a brother. Further remonstrance is use-

less, for I shall never marry him."

"And why not?" asked Mrs. Cameron. "Do you love
another? Are you engaged to another? "

"I cannot answer these questions," said Fanny. "Frank

knows my reason and has my permission to give it to you."
Then rising, she added, "I suppose our conference is now

ended, and with your leave I will retire."
Mrs. Cameron nodded her head in assent and Fanny im-

mediately left the room. A moment after she quitted the

apartment, Gertrude entered, all impatience to know. her

mother's success.
"Baffled, baffled," was Mrs. Cameron's reply to her in-

terrogatories. "I can do nothing with her. She is as stub-

born as a mule, and we shall either have to conjure up for
some reason why the engagement was broken off, or else run

the risk of being well'laughed at among our circle in New-
York."
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A few days after this, Lida Gibson started for the south,
promising Fanny that she would see Julia as soon as possi-
ble after her return home. Ere long Mrs. Cameron too was
seized with a desire to return to the city. The remainder of
the party made no objections, and accordingly Mr. and Mrs.
Stanton, Mrs. Cameron, Frank and Gertrude were soon in
New-York.

Soon after their return, Mrs. Cameron said, in speaking of
Fanny, "that 'twas quite doubtful whether Frank would mar-
ry her or not. She was so young, and had, too, so many
suitors in Kentucky, that she probably would soon forget him,
and for her part she was pleased, enough to have it so!"

CHAPTER XIX.

SUMMER was gone, and the first bright sunny days of autumn
had come.

Again in Kate Wilmot's home, were tears wept and
blessings breathed, as Mr. and Mrs. Wilmot bade farewell
to their "children," as they affectionately called all three of
the individuals who were that morning to start for their
home in Kentucky.

"God bless you Kate, my darling Kate," said Mrs. Wilmot
as she fondly kissed her only child. Then turning to Fanny
she said, "And you, too, my other daughter, you have my
love and earnest prayers for your happiness."

Mr. Wilmot could not speak, but his feelings were not
less deep, as he embraced his child and shook the hands of
Mr. Miller and Fanny. Old Hector, too, shared in the
general sorrow, but for some undefinable reason he seemed
to cling more closely to Fanny. He would look up in her
face and howl, as if he knew that she was leaving him for
ever. "Noble Hector !" said Fanny, "and do you indeed
love me so well ? " then kneeling down by him, she drew
from her neck a tiny locket, in which was a daguerreotype
of herself. To this she attached a blue ribbon, which she
fastened around Hector's neck, saying, "I cannot stay with
you, Hector, but you.shall have my likeness." Afterwards
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when strangers visited at the house, and marvelled at Hector's
unusual neck gear, they were shown the fair, sweet face,
which looked forth from the golden casing, and were told
the story of the young girl, whose presence had been like
sunshine in Richard Wilnot's darkened home.

Mr. Miller was not willing that Fanny should leave New-
York without having first visited Niagara. Accordingly, they
stopped at the Falls, and were there joined by Mr..and Mrs.
Stanton and Frank, the latter of whom was .desirous of
seeing Fanny as long as possible.. He accompanied them
to Buffalo, and staid upon the boat which was to bear them
away until the last bell rang out its warning. As he was
leaving them Kate playfully asked if they were taking any
thing of his with them. "Yes, every thing, every thing," he
answered.

Soon the steamer was moving proudly over the blue
waters of Lake Erie. On the upper deck our Kentucky friends
were waving their handkerchiefs to Frank, who stood upon
the wharf as long as one bright-haired girl could be dis-
tinguished by the light of the harvest moon, whose rays fell
calmly upon the placid waters.

In a few days Mr. Middleton again folded to his bosom
his Sunshine, now more precious than ever, because as he
said, "He'd lain awake a heap o' nights, worryin' about
her. The dogs had howled, the death watches had ticked
in the wall, and every thing had carried on, t'other side up,
ever since she'd been gone. But look, Nancy," continued
he to his wife, "she's fattin' up right smart. Her journey
has done her a heap of good, and I'm glad I let her go."

The blacks now crowded round, delighted to welcome
home their young mistress, who had a kind word and some
little gift for each. Particularly were Aunt Katy and Aunt
Judy pleased with the present of a tasty lace cap, whose
value was greatly increased from the fact that they were
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bought in New-York City. In these simple creatures' esti-

mation, New-York and Frankfort were the largest places in

the world? "I s'pose," said Aunt Katy, "that this New-

York is mighty nigh three times as large as Frankfort ? ".

" Threl times as large !" repeated Fanny. "Why yes,

Katy, forty times as large."
From that time Aunt Katy looked upon Fanny as one

not long for this world ! "Tain't in natur," said she, "that

she should stay long. Allus was peart like and forrud, and
now has been ridin' in the railroad all over the airth, and
hain't got lost nuther, besides a salin' along in the steam

engine over the salt water."
It was indeed marvellous how much Fanny had seen,

and when she came to tell the wonder-stricken negroes of

the cataract of Niagara, their amazement knew no bounds.

Our friend Bobaway did not fail to ease himself by a round
of sommersets, his usual manner of expressing surprise or

pleasure. , At the same time he whispered to Lucy, that "lHe's

mistaken if Miss Fanny wan't tellin' 'em a stretcher this

time," for which declaration, Lucy rewarded him with a
smart box on the ear, saying, "Is you no better manners
than to causee white folks of lyin'? Miss Fanny never'd got
as well as she is, if she'd picked up a mess of lies tolell

us."

Fanny's health was indeed much improved, and for a day
or two after her return home, she bounded about the house
and grounds as lightly and merrily as she had done in child-
hood. Mr. Middleton noticed the change and was delight-
ed. "I b'lieve she's forgettin' that paltry Doctor," said he,
but he was wrong.

The third day after her return she was sitting with hIe4
parents, relating to them an account of her journey, when
Ike entered the room. He had been sent to the post-office,
and now came up to Fanny, saying," ore, I done got this,
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air," at the same time handing her a letter, which she in-
stantly saw was from her sister. Eagerly taking it, she said,
"A letter from Julia. I am so delighted. It is a long time
since I have heard from her." Then quickly breaking the
seal, she commenced reading it.

Gradually as she read there stole over her face a strange
expression. It was a look of despair,-of hope utterly crush-s
ed, but she finished the letter, and then mechanically pass-
ng it to her father, she said, "Read it ; it concerns us all,"

and then rising she went to her own room, leaving her father
to read and swear over Julia's letter at his leisure. That lie
did so no one will doubt when they learn its contents.

The first page was filled with assurances of love; the
second congratulated Fanny upon her engagement with
Frank, but chided her for suffering Lida Gibson to be the bear-
er of the news. "Why did you not write to me yourself ? "
said she ;--"that is the way I shall do, and now to prove
my words, you will see how confiding I am." Then follow-
ed the intelligence that Dr. Lacey had, the night before,
offered his heart and hand, and of course had been accept-
ed.. You will not wonder at it," she wrote, "for you know
how much I have always loved him. I was, however, great-
ly surprised, when he told me he always preferred me to
you, but was prevented from telling me so by my silly en-gagement with Mr. Wilmot and my supposed affection for
him." The letter ended by saying that Dr. Lacey would ac-
company her home some time during the latter part of Oc-
tober, when their marriage would probably take place.
There was also a P. S. in which Julia wrote, "Do, Fan, use
your influence with the old man, and make him fix up the
unfernal old air castle. I'd as soon be married in the horse
barn as there."

This, then, was the letter, which affected Fanny so, and
called all of Uncle Joshua's biggest oaths into use. Mrs.

I Middleton tried to calm her husband, and reminded him of

his promise not to swear. "I know it," said he, "I know I

promised not to swar, and for better than two months I ain't

swore, but I can't help it now. And yet I expected it. I

know'd 'twould be so when .I let Tempest go to Orleans.

But he'll run himself into a hornet's east, and I ain't sure

but it's jest the punishment for him."

" Why, then, do you rave so? " asked Mrs. Middleton.

"Because," answered her husband, "when I let Tempest

go, I'd no idee Sunshine cared so much for him. If I had,

I'd have slung a halter round Tempest's neck and tied her

up in the hoss barn she likes so wellI"

The old man was evidently piqued at Julia's thrust at his

old house. "Fix up! A heap I'll fix up for her to be mar-

ried," continued he.

"Then you intend to give your consent ?" said Mrs. Mid-

dleton.
"Consent ! Who's asked any consent?" replied he,

" and'tain't likely they will nuther ; and if I should refuse,

Tempest wouldn't mind clamberin' out of the chimbly to run

away, and the Doctor has showed himself jest as mean.

No ;-he may have her and go-to the old boy for all of Josh.

But what's that about this Carmeron. I hope 'tis so, but I'm

mighty feared it ain't. Sunshine can't love two at a time."

While Mr. Middleton was thus expending his fury, Fanny
was alone in her room, struggling hard to subdue the bitter

feelings which were rising in her heart. Until now she had

not been aware how much she loved Dr. Lacey. True, she
had said it was impossible she could ever marry him; and
she had believed she was trying to forget him ; but ever in

her heart she had, perhaps unconsciously, cherished a half-

formed belief that all would yet be well, and when she re-

fused the noble, generous heart, which Frank Cameron laid

at her feet, it was with a vague hope that Dr. Lacey would
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yet be hers. But now every hope was gone. "There is
nothing left for me," said .Fanny," but woe, woe !" 'Twas
fearful,-the tide of sorrow which swept over the young girl,
but amid the wild storm of passion came the echo of a still,
small voice, whispering of one who loves with a more than'
earthly Jove, who never proves faithless,--never fails. Fanny
listened to the Spirit's pleadings and resolved that henceforth
she would seek to place her affections, where "there is no
variableness, neither shadow of turning."

The whirlwind of excitement passed over, leaving no
trace to mark its passage, save a fixed, calm expression of
features, which troubled Mr. Middleton more than a more
violent demonstration of feeling would have done.

The week following the receipt of Julia's letter Mr. Mid-
dleton had business which took him to Frankfort. Fanny
accompanied him and remained several days. The morning
after her arrival she and Mr. Stanton were walking upon the

- upper balcony at Mrs. Crane's, when they were joined by
Ashton, who had returned from New Orleans a few days be-
fore. He had always been a frequent visitor there, but since
his return, his visits had been more frequent and of longer
duration. There was to him something very fascinating
about Stanton's fair bride, and yet he always felt uneasy
when with her, for her manners and appearance reminded
him of the past, but in what way he could not tell.

This morning, however, the mystery was explained.
Soon after his appearance on the balcony, Nellie pointed to
a gentleman, who was crossing the street and .inquired his
name. On being told, she replied, "He looks very much
like a Mr. Barnard, I used to know years ago in
mentioning the town where she was born.

"Used to know where ? " asked Ashton quickly.
Nellie repeated the name and Ashton said, "Why, that's

rmy native town, and I knew Mr. Barnard well." Then as

if the light of a sudden revelation fell upon him, he added,

"And your name, too, was Nellie Ashton? I once had a

sister Nellie, on whose rosy cheeks I dropped a tear the

night I ran away to sea. Can it be that you are that

Nellie ? "
A few moments more sufficed for then to discover what

we have long surmised, viz., that Henry Ashton and Nellie
Stanton were brother and sister. The surprise and pleasure

of their recognition is better imagined than described. -We

will only say that when Stanton, on his return from the

office, stepped out upon the balcony in quest of his wife, he

was greatly shocked at beholding her in Ashton's arms, and

his amazement was increased,.when he saw that she not only

suffered his caresses, but also returned them in a manner

highly displeasing to the young husband. Fanny, how-

ever, soon explained all, and Stanton gladly received Ashton

as a newly found brother.

It is unnecessary for us to repeat what Nellhe and her

brother had'to relate concerning themselves since the night

when Ashton so unceremoniously took leave of his home.

With the important points in their history the reader is al-

ready acquainted, so for the present we leave them, while
we take a brief glance at Mrs. Carrimgton. The reader will

doubtless think that for once in her life that estimable lady

has done a good deed, although her motive was-not the best

in the world. Before Julia went to New Orleans, Mrs. Car-

rington so far overcame her dislike as to ask her to write.

Julia did not promise to do so, but probably concluded she

would, for soon after her arrival in New Orleans she wrote to

her a letter, in which she hinted at the probable result of her

. visit. She was then a guest of Dr. Lacey, and she spoke of

a his attention and politeness in the most extravagant terms.

This so provoked Mrs. Carrington that she determined at
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once to write to Dr. Lacey, and give him an insight into
Julia's real character.

The letter was accordingly written. We must do Mrs.
Carrington the justice to say, that though her object in
writing was purely selfish, she asserted nothing in her letter
but what she knew, to be strictly true. She was ignorant
of Julia's conduct concerning Fanny, consequently she said
nothing upon that head, but she spoke of her generally de-
ceitful character, and mentioned several instances, in which
she had not hesitated to stoop 'to the basest falsehood for the
accomplishment of her purpose.

As she was folding the letter, it occurred to her that by
some accident Julia might possibly get hold of it, "and
then," thought she, "she will recognize my handwriting, andcuriosity will impel her- to open the letter, after which she
wouldn't hesitate a moment to destroy it."

The next moment Mrs. Carrington was rapping at the
door of Mrs. Miller's room. Kate opened it and was greatly
surprised at beholding her visitor, who seldom came there.
Mrs. Carrington, however, smilingly presented her letter to
Mr. Miller, saying that she had business with Dr. Lacey,
which rendered it necessary for, her to write to him, and as
she did not care to have the post-office clerks gossip about
her writing to a gentleman, she wished him to direct it for
her. Mr. Miller complied with her request and the next
morning the important document was on its way to New
Orleans.

As our readers have twice made the voyage of the Mis-
sissippi, they will not refuse, again, to run the risk of its
floating snags, sandbars, and boat-races ; so stepping on board
the same steamer which bears Mrs. Carrington's letter, we*
will once more visit Louisiana, and stopping with Dr. Lacey,
will see how much of Julia's letter to her sister was true.
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CHAPTER Xx.

THE first three weeks of Julia's stay in New Orleans were,
as we have learned, spent at the house of Dr. Lacey. His
mother was present, and although she readily acknowledged
the uncommon beauty of her fair visitor, yet from the first

she disliked her.
The servants, too, as if adopting the opinion of their mis-

tress, felt and expressed among themselves an aversion to

the "evil-eyed lady," as they termed Julia. Aunt Dilsey, in

particular, soon had her own reason for disliking her. The

second day after Julia's arrival, as shewas strolling through

the yard, she encountered Andrew Jackson, a bright little

fellow, three years of age, and Aunt Dilsey's only son. Jack,

as he was usually called, was amusing himself by seeing

how far he could spit ! Unfortunately he spit too far, and

hit Miss Julia's pink muslin. In an instant her white, slen-

der fingers were buried in his wool. His 'screams soon

brought Aunt Dilsey to the rescue. Upon learning the dread-

ful crime of which Jack had been guilty, she snatched him

from Julia's grasp, and hurried him into the house without

a word. From that time Dilsey was Julia's sworn enemy,

and Jack was taught to make up faces at her, whenever he

could do so without being discovered.
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The servants, however, were too well trained to manifest
any open disrespect, for they knew she was master'ss guest,"
and as such, was entitled to every possible attention.

When first she arrived Dr. Lacey felt exceedingly un-
comfortable, for her presence constantly reminded him of
the past, and his reminiscences of Julia were not particulaily
pleasant. Gradually this feeling wore away, for she appeared
greatly changed. There was a softness,---a gentleness, in
her manner, which seemed to Dr. Lacey like Fanny, and
then her voice, too, was so like her sister's, that ere long she
ceased to be disagreeable to him, and instead of avoiding
her society, as at first he had done, he now sought it. b

Julia saw her advantage, and determined to follow it up.
Nothing could exceed her extreme amiability, and apparent
sweetness of disposition. Even Mrs. Lacey was partially
deceived, and concluded she had been too hasty in her esti-
mation of Miss Middleton. Still she watched her son's move-
ments narrowly, and hoped he had no intentions of making
Julia his wife.g

She was in New Orleans three weeks before her uncle's
house was in readiness ; but at the end of that time, she to-
gether with Dr. Lacey, Mabel Mortimer and Florence Wood-
burn, were about to exchange the heat and dust of the city,
for a cooler residence near the lake. The day before they
left was hot and sultry, and in the morning Julia sought the
shade of a large vine-wreathed summer-house, which stood
in the garden, near by the tree, under which Rondeau had
buried his master's letter.

One word now about our old friend Rondeau. The
buried letter had cost him a world of trouble. He was con-
stantly fearful lest he should be detected. Particularly was
he afraid that the author of the letter, failing to receive an
answer, would write again, and thus he might be exposed..
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Twice had he dug up the epistle upon occasions when he

fancied some one of his master's letters bore a similar super-

scription. In this way, he had become tolerably familiar

with Mr. Miller's handwriting, which was rather peculiar,

being a large, heavy, back hand.

On the morning when Julia was snugly ensconced in

the summer-house, Rondeau returned from the post-office in

great tribulation.
"What's up now?" asked Leffie, whom Rondeau drew

aside, with a dolefully-grave face.

"Nothing's up," answered Rondeau, "but the letter has

got to come up !' I ain't going to feel like I was a whipped

(log any longer. I'll confess all to Marster George, for see,

here's another just like the buried one." So saying he held

up Mrs. Carrington's letter, on the envelop of which was

Mr. Miller's writing.
Leffie offered no remonstrance, and as Aunt Dilsey just

then screamed for her, Rondeau went alone to the garden

and proceeded to disinter the buried document. 'Twas but

the work of a moment, and could Julia have been cooling

herself in Greenland, as she ought to have been, all would

have ended well. And now I suppose some indignant reader

will say, "Why didn't you put her in Greenland, then, or

some worse place ?" but patience, patience, a little longer.

You would have us tell things just as they were, I suppose,

so we must not only suffer Miss Julia to be in the summer

house, but we must also allow her to be a spectator of. Ron-

dean's proceedings.
She was greatly surprised when she saw him take from

the cigar-box a much soiled, yellowish-looking letter, and

she could not help feeling that in some way it concerned
herself. Suddenly appearing, she startled Rondeau by say-
ing, "What are you doing? Whose is that? Give it to

me ?.
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Rondeau was anxious to conceal from her, his long-buried
treasure, and he passed her the other. She took it and re-
cognizing Mr. Miller's writing, knew also that Rondeau had
given her the wrong one, so she said in a commanding tone,
"What does all this mean? Give me the other one imme-
diately."

The submissive African, ever obedient to his superiors,
handed her the other letter, and then in a few words told his
story, and announced his intention of confessing all to his
master, at the same time extending his hand to take the let-
ters. But Julia did not mean he should have them, and she
said, coaxingly, "You have done very wrong, Rondeau, and
your master will undoubtedly be very angry, but I will take
them to him and intercede for you, as you are on the whole
a pretty fine fellow. He'll forgive you for me. I know he
will, but mind, -don't you say any thing to him about it until
you've seen me again."

So saying she returned to the house, and going to her
room, bolted the door. After which, breaking the seal of.
the oldest letter, she deliberately read it through, occasion-
ally uttering a malediction against Mr. Miller, thanking the
good luck which brought it to her hands instead of Dr.
Lacey's and making remarks generally. Said she, "Mighty
good opinion Mr. Quilting;frames has of me (alluding to
Mr. Miller's height), glad I know his mind. A heap of good
the answer to this did him, and his doll wife, too. Hadn't I
better answer it myself? I'd write after this fashion;-
' Mr. Miller,-At first I thought I would treat your letter
with silent contempt, but recently I have concluded to write
and thank you to mind your own business. By order of
George Lacey, Esq.-Julia Middleton, Secretary,'-Yes, that
would serve the meddling old Yankee Dictionary right,"
continued she, and then, as her eye fell upon the remaining let..

ter, she added, "Yes, I'll read this one too, and see what new

thing, I'm guilty of !"
As soon as she broke it open and glanced at the hand-

writing, she knew it to be from Mrs. Carrington, "What

now?" said she," what has Mrs. Carrington got to say about

me?"
A rapid perusal of the letter showed her what Mrs. Car-

rington had to say, and she continued her remarks as fol-

lows: "She has described me quite accurately. I didn't

suppose she knew me so well. I wonder who'll write next !

It seems every body is in league against me, but I'm enough

for any body there is in Kentucky ; and," she added, in a

lower tone, "I woul<ln't hesitate to try my strength with

Satan himself;" but even then the dark girl trembled as she

thought there was a God, whom none could withstand, and

who, one day, would inevitably overtake her.

Quickly as possible she drove such unpleasant thoughts

from her mind, and then tried to devise the best plan for

managing Mrs. Carrington. " For Mr. Miller's letter," said

she, "I care nothing. It was written so long ago that he

has ceased expecting an answer, but I well know Mrs. Car-

rington's designs, and she will continue to write until she

receives some reply. I have once successfully counterfeited

Dr. Lacey's handwriting, and can do it again. 11 send her

something that will quiet her nerves better than assafoetida !'

This settled, she went in quest of Rondeau, whom she

told, that, as she had expected, his master was very much

displeased, "but," said she, '' after I interceded a while for

you, he said he would forgive you on condition that you

were never guilty of the like again, and never mention

the subject to him in any way, as it makes him angry to

talk about it." To both these conditions Rondeau readily

agreed, and Julia left him, thinking she was safe in that

quarter.
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Several days after, Mrs. Carrington received a letter
which she supposed came from Dr. Lacey. In it she was
coolly requested not to interfere in other people's matters, and
told that any efforts on her part to engraft herself into Dr.
Lacey's good graces by maligning Julia, would be useless,
and only serve to confirm him in his present low opinion of
her, while at the same time, it would increase the high esti-
mation in which he held Miss Middleton !

After that Mrs. Carrington troubled Dr. Lacey with no
more letters, but busied herself in anticipating the capture
of a wealthy gentleman, who, Ashton told her, was, in the
course of two or three months, coming on from Charleston,
South Carolina.'

The scene now changes from Dr. Lacey's to the "Indian
Nest," on the lake shore. - 'Twas a charming spot, and looked
as if intended only for the habitation of the pure and inno-
cent. Yet even there, was crafty ambition and base deceit.
Julia was there, eagerly seeking to wind her coils securely
around her long watched-for prey. To all eyes but her own
she seemed not likely to succeed, for though Dr. Lacey ad-
mired her, and possibly treated her wifi more attention than
he did either Mabel or Florence, yet his heart still turned to
Fanny, and for hours he would sit, talking to Julia of her
sister, while she schooled herself to answer all his questions
without one sign of impatience.

Occasionally she would speak to Dr. Lacey of his cousin,
young Stanton, and would tell how much pleasure Vanny
seemed to take in his society. But this produced no effect,
for Dr. Lacey had learned from Stanton himself of his ap-
proaching marriage with Miss Ashton. Then Julia pulled
another string and expatiated so largely upon Frank Cam-'
eron's sayings and doings, that Dr. Lacey became really un-
easy, for recently he had thought seriously of again writing
to Fanny, and now he determined to do so.

Without knowing it, Julia was herself the means of caus-

ing this determination to be carried into effect. One night

she and'Dr. Lacey had been strolling for more than an hour

through the many delightful walks in the garden, which lay

upon the lake shore. To her great satisfaction, they were

entirely alone, for Mr. Middleton and Florence were engaged

in their favorite game of chess, while Mabel was eagerly

listening to Ashton, who was relating to her some of his

India adventures. Mabel had good sense enough to kpiow

that her efforts to win Dr. Lacey would be useless, and rather

reluctantly she had given him up. Now her eyes grew

brighter and her heart beat. faster whenever Ashton ap-

proached. But, fair Mabel, your hopes are all in vain.

For Inez, the Spaniard

Is o'er the blue sea,
And the heart thou wouldst win

Is not destined for thee.

As we have before said, Julia was delighted at having

Dr. Lacey thus to herself, and' she resolved to increase the

favorable impression she knew she had already made upon

him. Most admirably was her part played. Fanny herself

could not have been more gentle and agreeable, than was

Julia, as, together with Dr. Lacey, she traversed the broad

walks of the garden. Sweet and soothing were the words

she poured into his ear,.occasionally administering a little

well-timed flattery, and wishing, as she had once done before

to another individual in similar circumstances, that Dr.

Lacey had been her brother. He did not, like Mr. Wilmot,

follow up this wish by a proposition that as he was not her

brother, she should accept him for a husband, but he pressed

the hand, which, with seeming unconsciousness, had been

placed on his, and said, "God knows- how ardently I once

hoped to be your brother, Julia."
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"And would you then have loved me?" said Julia, "me,
whom few have ever loved, because they did not know me;
say, would you have loved me as a sister?"

The face of her who awaited Dr. Lacey's answer was very
beautiful, while tears moistened the long eyelashes, which
veiled the large, bright eyes, and the tones of her voice, now
more like Fanny's than ever, thrilled his every nerve. What
wonder then, that his lips for the first time touched the
polished brow of the tempter, as he said, "It would be no
hard task, Julia, to love you with more than a brother's
love."

"One nore well aimed blow," thought Julia, "and I
shall have him at my feet; " but she was mistaken. Between
herself and Dr. Iacey there rose the image of one, the re-
membrance of whom had a power to prevent the utterance
of words, which otherwise might have been spoken.

Abruptly changing the conversation, he drew her rather
reluctantly towards the house, which they reached, just in
time to hear Florence exclaim as she scattered the chess
men over the floor, "Why, Uncle Billy Middleton, what do
you mean? Put yourself up to be played for, and then
-beat me ; shame, shame."J

"What is all this about?" asked Dr. Lacey, having
some inkling of the truth.

"Why," answered Florence, "you see, Mr. Middleton
has conceived a fatherly affection for me, and as he is rather
rusty in such matters, he could think of no better way of
proposing, than to put himself up as a prize, and tell me if
I beat him in playing chess, he would be mine, or'in other
words, make me Mrs. Billy Middleton."

"And who beat?" asked Julia.
"Why, Mr. Middleton was ill-mannered enough to win,"

said Florence, "but then, it was such fun to see how despe-
rately he played, for fear I should get him ! Now, Dr. Lacey,

I suppose you have been proposing to Julia in the real old,
orthodox way, but that is too common. You must sit down

at the chess board and let Julia play for you,"'and she pushed

them both towards the chairs, which she and Mr. Middleton

had just vacated.
Julia did not refuse, but Dr. Lacey, freeing himself from

Florence, said, "Excuse me to-night, Miss Woodburn. Per-

haps at some other time I will comply with your request,"

then bowing, he left the verandah and went to his own

room.
When there he strove to recall the events of the evening,

and the words he had involuntarily spoken to Julia. "Why
is it," said he, "that I feel so uneasy whenever I am alone

with her? Is it that I love her and am afraid I shall tell her

so? No, that cannot be. I do not love her ; and yet, next

to Fanny, she is more agreeable to me than any one else."

Memories of other days came thronging about him, and
he then resolved again to write, and beseech Fanny at least

to grant him her second love, even if her first, best affections

had been given to another.

"Suppose she refuse you," seemed whispered in his

ear.

It must have been some evil spirit, which prompted the

reply, "Then I will marry Julia, as being next and nearest

to Fanny." His resolution once taken, he proceeded to

carry it into effect. The letter was written, and over Dr.

Lacey came a sense of relief,-a feeling that he had escaped
from something, he knew not what. But she, who was

upon his track, was more wily, more crafty, than any thing
he had ever imagined.

This time, however, her interference was not necessary,
for early next morning, a carriage drew up in -front of the

Indian Nest. From it sprang Lida Gibson, who had recently

returned from New-York. She was full of talk, and within
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an hour after her arrival, the story of Fanny's engagement
with Frank Cameron had been repeated in Dr. Lacey's
hearing, at least three times.

"It must be true," said Lida, "for every one said so, and
their actions proclaimed it, if nothing more; besides, Mr.
Cameron's sister Gertrude herself told me it was so."

"I am not surprised," said Julia and her uncle both.
For Julia's opinion Dr. Lacey possibly might not have

cared, but when Mr. Middleton too added his testimony, the
matter was settled. The letter was not sent.y

During the day Lida wondered much why Dr. Lacey
stayed so closely in his room. "I should think he would
roast in there," said she. "I do wonder what he is about."

"I fancy," answered Florence, "that he still loves Fanny,
and now that she is engaged, he is staying alone until he
gets his rebellious heart tied up."

When Lida afterwards learned the truth, she expressed
a wish that her tongue might have been cut out, ere she
had been the bearer of news which caused so much trouble.

While Dr. Lacey was securely bolted in his room nerv-
ing himself to bear this fresh disappointment, and striving
to drive each thought of Fanny from him, Julia too was
alone, and busily engaged. What pains she took to rub and
soil those tiny sheets of paper, until they assumed a worn
and crumpled look. Then dipping her finger in the silver
goblet at her side, what perfect tear blots she made, and how
she exulted over the probable success of her morning's work.
When it was finished, she placed it in her portfolio, and
waited for a favorable opportunity.

It came not that day, however, for save at meal time
Dr. Lacey made not his appearance. To Mr. Middleton's
inquiries concerning the reason of his seclusion, he replied,
" that he was busy with important matters;" buthis abstract-
ed manner led Mr. Middleton to believe what he had long

suspected, viz., that Dr. Lacey's heart was wholly centered

upon Fanny, and that the news of her coming marriage was

the cause of his unhappiness.
Next morning's sun rose clear and bright; but it brought

a day which Dr. Lacey long, long remembered, and which

Julia, in the bitterness of her heart, cursed many and many

a time. In the early part of the morning, Dr. Lacey wan-
dered down to a small arbor, which stood at the foot of the

garden. He had not been there long before Julia, too,

came tripping down the walk, with her portfolio and draw-

ing pencil. So absorbed was she in her own thoughts that

she of course did not see Dr. Lacey until she had entered

the arbor ; then, with a most becoming blush and start, she

said, " Pray pardon me for disturbing you. I had no idea

you were here."

Dr. Lacey, of course, insisted upon her staying. She

knew he would, and sitting down, she busied herself in look-

ing over the contents of her portfolio. Suddenly she heaved

a deep sigh, and Dr. Lcey looked up just in tune to see her

wipe something from her eyes, or pretend to, which must

have been tears. At the same time she hastily thrust a

paper back into her portfolio, which she immediately shut.

"What is the matter ? " asked Dr. Lacey. For whom

was that sigh, and those tears ?"

"For poor Fan," answered Julia. "I have accidentally
found a part of an old journal, which she kept while Mr.

Wilmot was living."
"May I see it? ", asked Dr. Lacey.
Julia seemed at first reluctant, but finall"i-eplied, "Per-

haps it will be as well to let you -do so, for you may then
judge more kindly of Fanny;" and she placed in his hands

the soiled sheets of paper, which we saw in her room.

Leaning back, she watched him while he read. As we

have as much right to read Fanny's journal as Dr. Lacey,
we will here give a few brief extracts:
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* * * * * *

April-" Cease your wild beatings, my heart. Mr. Wil-
mot is promised to Julia. He will never be mine, but nought
can prevent my loving him; aye, for ever and ever."

* * * * * *

August 1 st. "I do not believe I am indifferent to Mr.
Wilmot, but he will be true to his vows,-he will wed Julia ;
and this doctor that bothers me so, what of him? Why, he
is wealthy, and high, and handsome,-but I do not love
him; and yet, if he offers himself I shall say yes, for, as Mrs.
Carrington says, 'he is a great catch.'"

* * * * * *

Sept. 5th. "Mr. Wilmot is dead, and with him died
my poor, poor heart. Had he lived, he possibly might have
turned to me, for Julia knew how much I loved him. Dear,
generous Julia, how I wish Dr. Lacey would love her, for she
is more worthy of him than I am."

Jan. 1st. "Heigh ho, I'm engaged to Dr. Lacey! Who
would think it ! Now am I happy? Oh no.--Out in the
graveyard lies one who could have made me happy. Ought
I thus to deceive Dr. Lacey? Why, yes; if he is satisfied,
it is well enough. I am ambitious, and if I can't marry for
love, I will for money. And then he's given me so beauti-
ful a piano. Oh, I hope hell send me more presents after
he gets home ! "

* * * * *

Jan. 15th. "Dr. Lacey has gone, and I feel relieved !
But just think of it,-Julia loves him devotedly. I wish he
knew it. She has always loved him and tries to make me
do the same. She read me a sermon to-day two hours long
about my duty. Fudge on my duty ! As long as I can
make Joshua and Dr. Lacey think I'm: all sunshine, it's no
matter if my love is all moonshine."

This journal was interspersed here and there with tears,
and was so exact an imitation of Fanny's writing that Dir.

Lacey was completely duped. He however wondered that

Julia should show it to him. She had foreseen this, and as

he was reading the last few lines, she was looking over her

portfolio. Suddenly springing up she snatched the paper
from his hands, saying, "Oh, what have I done? I've shown

you the wrong part of tle journal. I did not mean you to

see this. What shall I do? You'll hate Fanny and de-

spise me."
"Why despise you?" asked Dr. Lacey.
"Because," replied Julia, "you will dislike me for the

foolish thing, which Fan wrote about me. I could not

help her writing it."
"And is it true ? " asked Dr. Lacey,
"Oh, you must not ask me that-I can't tell,-I shan't

tell,"-and seizing/ber portfolio,. Julia darted off towards the

house, thinking possibly she should be pursued. But she

was not.
During the reading of the journal Dr. Lacey's heart

seemed to go through a benumbing process, which rendered

it perfectly palsied. No emotion either of love or anger did
he feel towards Fanny. She was nought to him.

And how did the knowledge that Julia loved him affect

him? Answer, any man, whether your wounded pride is

never soothed by woman's sympathy, and love, come in what

garb it may. And in Dr. Lacey's case, it was a being of won-

drous beauty, who knew well what she was about and had
marked each inch.of ground ere she trod upon it. What

marvel then that Dr. Lacey turned towards her. You
would have done so; aye, perchance, sooner than he did.

That evening after supper, as Dr. Lacey was walking
upon the verandah, Florence approached him, saying," Come,
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Dr. Lacey, now fulfil your promise of playing with Julia,"
at the same time leading him towards the place where her
companions were seated. "Now," said she, placing the
chess board in his hands, "I am mistress of ceremonies.
We will have a fair understanding. If Julia beats, you shall
be hers ; if you beat, Mabel and Lida shall draw cuts for
you. Do you agree to it?'"

"Certainly," was Dr. Lacey's reply, at the same time
seating himself opposite Julia, who gave him a look of
searching inquiry. He understood her and in a low tone
answered, "I am in earnest. Do your best."

And she did do her best. With one strong effort of
the will, she concentrated all her energies upon that game,
which she felt would decide heir fate. Dr. Lacey, too, as if
resolved to conquer, played most skilfully. The bystanders
for a time looked on, and as Lida noticed the livid hue of
Julia's face, she said, "Pray, Julia, don't burst a bloodvessel,
for may be Dr. Lacey will have you, even if you do not
beat."

But the ear she addressed was deaf save to the quiet
sound of the chess men. The contest was long and severe.
Nine, ten, eleven, struck the little clgck in the hall. One
by one the spectators stole away. Florence's parting words
were, "If Dr. Lacey beats, be sure and wake us, Julia, so
Mabel and Lida can draw cuts."

And now they were alone. Once and only once Julia
glanced at the face of her antagonist. It was white and color-
less as her own hand, which wandered steadily over the chess
board. The final spell was upon him and he seemed striving
hard to shake it off. 'Twas all in vain. The little clock
struck the hour of midnight. The game was ended. Julia
had won ! Dr. Lacey was checkmated ! d

With one hand lie rapidly swept the board of its occu-
pants, while the other he extended towards Julia, saying,
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"Take it.--'Tis all I can offer, for you well know I have

no heart to give. My hand and name you have won,-they

are yours."

A person less intriguing or determined than Julia, would

have scorned, to receive a hand so coldly offered. But not

so with her. She did not expect any protestations of love,
for she knew he felt none. Yet, she was hardly satisfied,
and resolved upon one movement more ere she accepted
what she felt was reluctantly given.

"You are mistaken in me," said she, "if you think I

will play for a husband, and then expect him to, comply
with the terms, unless he chooses to do so."

Dr. Lacey replied, "When I consented to play, I knew

what I was about, and I know, too, that you love me. I

cannot say the same to you iii return, but you are far from

being indifferent to me. When I first knew you, I disliked

you, for I believed you to be passionate, jealous, and design-
ing, nor do I think my opinion 'of you then was wrong; but
you are changed, very much changed. Continue to be what

you are now, and we may be happy, for I may learn to love

you, but never as fondly, as madly, as I loved your sister ;

aye, as I could love her again ; but enough of this. She

vas false; she deceived me, and now I will wed you."
And what said Julia to all this? Why, she sat bolt up-

right, listening attentively while Dr. Lacey expressed his for-

mer and present opinion of her. When he had finished, she
ventured to acknowledge her love for him; said she had al-

ways loved him, and that as his wife she would try to make

him happy. Perhaps she was sincere in this, for she did

love Dr. Lacey as well as her selfish nature would suffer her

to love any one, and she had resolved, if she ever married

him, to do all in her power, to atone, if possible, for the past.

A half hour longer they conversed of the future, and
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arranged the plan, which Julia next day wrote to her sister.
At last Dr. Lacey exclaimed, "Come, Julia, you must go
now; it is getting late, for see,"-pointing to the little clock ;
-- but as if astonished at what it had heard, the clock had
stopped !

CHAPTER XXI.

GREAT was Mr. Middleton's surprise when informed by Dr.
ILacey of his engagement with Julia. Something in his
countenance must have betrayed it, for Dr. Lacey said,
" You seem astonished, sir.. Are you displeased ?"

" Certainly not ; I am glad," answered Mr. Middleton,
"Yet I confess I was surprised, for I had never thought of such

a thing. Once I hoped you would marry Fanny, but since

Frank Cameron has rendered that impossible, you cannot do
better than take Julia. She is intelligent, accomplished and

handsome, and although she has some faults, your- influence
over her will lead her to correct them."

Unlike this was the reception which the intelligence
met with from Dr. Lacey's negroes.

"«What's that ar you sayin'," asked Aunt Dilsey of Ron-
deau, who was communicating the important news to Leffie.

"You'd better ask," replied Rondeau. " Who do you
suppose Marster George is goin' to fetch here to crack our
heads for us 2 " -

"Dun know,--Miss Mabel, mebby," said Aunt Dilsey.

"No, sir ; Miss Mabel is bad enough, but she can't hold

a candle to this one," answered Rondeau.
" You don't mean Miss July," shrieked, rather than asked

Aunt Dilsey.
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"I don't mean nobody else, mother Dilsey," said Ron-
deau.

Up flew Aunt Dilsey's hands in amazement, and up
rolled her eyes in dismay. "I clar for't," said she, "if Mar-
ster George has done made such a fool of hisself, I hope
she'll pull his har a heap worse than she did Jack's."

"No danger but what she will, and yours too," was
Rondeau's consoling reply.

"Lord knows," said Aunt Dilsey, ' fust time she sasses
me, I'll run away long of Jack and'the baby. I'll tie up
my new gown and cap in a handkercher this night."

Leffle now proposed that her mother should defer her
intended flight until the arrival of the dreaded Julia, while
Rondeau added, "Besides, Dilsey, if you should run away,
your delicate body couldn't, get further than the swamp,
where you'd go in up to your neck first lunge, and all mar-
ster's horses couldn't draw you out."

This allusion to her size changed the current of Aunt
Dilsey's wrath, which now turned and spent itself on Ron-
deau.. Her impression of Julia, however, never changed, al-
though she was not called upon to run away.

Mrs. Lacey, too, received the news of her son's engage-
ment with evident dissatisfaction ; but she thought remon-
strance would be useless, and she kept silent, secretly pray-
ing that Julia might prove better than her fears. In due
course of time there came from Kentucky a letter of con-
gratulation from Fanny ; but she was so unaccustomed to
say or write what she did not feel, that the letter, so far as
congratulations were concerned, was a total failure. She,
however, denied her engagement with Frank, and this, if
nothing else, was sufficient reason why Julia refused to show
it to Dr. Lacey. Julia knew the chain by which she held
him Was brittle and might at any time be broken, and 'twas

not strange that she longed for the last days of October,

when with Dr. Lacey she would return to Kentucky.

They came at last, and one bright, cloudless morning
Uncle Joshua got out his carriage and proceeded to Frank-

fort, where, as he had expected, he met Julia and his future

son-in-law. His greeting of the former was kind and father-

ly enough, but the moment he saw the latter, he felt, as he

afterwards said, an almost unconquerable desire to flatten

his nose, gouge his eyes, knock out his teeth, and so forth,
which operations would doubtless have greatly astonished

Dr. Lacey and given him what almost eyery man has, viz.,
a most formidable idea of his wife's relations.

lie, however, restrained his wrath, and when, at a con-

venient. time, Dr. Lacey, with a few ominous " ahems" and

made-up coughs, indicated his intention of asking.for Julia,
Uncle Joshua cut him short by saying, "Never mind, I
know what you want. You may have her and welcome.

I only wish she would make as good a wife as you will hus-

band. But mind now, when you find out what for a fury
you've got, don't come whinin' round me, for I give you fa'r
warnin'."

Here Dr. Lacey thought proper to say that possibly Mr.
Middleton did not understand his daughter.

"Not understand her," repeated Mr. Middleton. "What's
to hinder? She's my own gal, and I like her well enough ;
but don't I know she's as fiery as a baker's oven ? "

"She is greatly changed," continued Dr. Lacey. " Don't

you give her credit for that ? "
"ChangedI" replied Mr. Middleton. "So's lightning'

changed! It's one of her tricks. Depend on't, you'll find

it.so." And Mr. Middleton walked off in search of his pro-
mising daughter.

Strange as it may seem, the old man's remarks had no

other effect upon Dr. Lacey than to cause him to pity Julia,
13
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who he fancied was misunderstood, and misused. He be-
lieved her reformation to be sincere, and could not help feel-
ing that Mr. Middleton was mistaken in his opinion of both
his daughters.

After tramping all over the house, banging doors, and
shouting at least .a dozen times, "Ho, Tempest, whar for

. gracious' sake are you?" Mr. Middleton at length found
his daughter in M's. Miller's room consulting with Kate
about her bridal dress. Kate, too, was wholly deceived by
Julia's gentleness and apparent frankness of manner, and
readily complied with her request that she should be with
her the two days preceding the marriage, for the purpose
of assisting in the arrangement of'affairs. This being settled,
Mr. Middleton and his daughter started for home, which
they reached about sunset.

Julia leaped gayly from the carriage, and running into
the house, embraced her mother, and received the blacks as
affectionately as Fanny herself could have done; then miss-
ing her sistershe asked, "Where is Fan, why does she not
come to meet me?"

Mrs. Middleton looked inquiringly at her husband, who
replied, "No, I hadn't told her, jest because she didn't ask
me. Sunshine is sick,-sick in bed, and has had the pote-
cary three times."
- "Fanny sick," said Julia. "Where is she? In her

room? I will go to her immediately."
But in going to Fanny, it was necessary to pass the par-

lor, and Juha could not resist the temptation to look in and
see, "if the old man had fixed up any." "Oh, how neat,
ihow pleasant !" was her first exclamation, and truly the cheer-
less old roomi had undergone a. great renovation. It had
been thoroughly cleaned and repainted. The walls were
hpng with bright, cheerful-looking paper. A handsome
carpet. covered the Roor, while curtains of corresponding
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beauty shaded the windows. The furniture, tastefully ar-

ranged, was nearly all new, and in the waxen flowers, which

filled the vases on the mantel-piece, Julia recognized the

handiwork of her sister.

Yes, Fanny's love had wrought this change. At first

her father had refused to do any thing. "No, I won't," said

he. "It's good enough, and if it don't suit lady Tempest,
she can go to the hoss barn ; that's just fit for 'em."

"Then, father," said Fanny, "do it for my sake. It

would please me to have a pleasanter parlor."

This was sufficient. A well-filled purse was placed in

Fanny's hands, with liberty to do as she pleased. Then

with untiring love, aching heart and throbbing temples, she

worked on day after day, until all was completed; parlor,

bridal chamber and all. The hangings and drapery of the

latter were as white and pure as was she who so patiently

worked on, while each fresh beauty added to the room

pierced her heart with a deeper anguish, as she thought what

and whom it was for. When her mother remonstrated

against such unceasing toil, she would smile a sweet, sad

smile and say, "Don't hinder me, dear mother ; 'tis all I can

do to show my love for Julia, and after I amh gone they will

perhaps think more kindly of me, when 'they know how I

worked for them."
At last all was done ; the finishing stroke was given, and

then came a reaction. Fanny took her bed, and her father,

instantly alarmed, called the nearest physician. Dr. Gor-

don readily saw that Fanny's disease was in her mind, and

in reply to Mrs. Middleton's inquiries he frankly told his

opinion, and said that unless the cause of her melancholy

could be removed the consequence might be fatal.

"Don't tell my husband," said Mrs. Middleton, "his life

is bound up in Fanny, and the day that sees her dead will,

I fear, also make me a widow." Accordingly, Mr. Middle-
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ton was deceived into a belief that Fanny's illness was the
result of over exertion, and that she would soon recover.

In a day ori two she seemed better, but was not able to
come down stairs. Indeed she had no desire or intention of
doing so until after the wedding, for she felt she could not
would not, see Dr. Lacey for the world. Since the receipt
of her sister's letter, she had been given a holier love, a firm-
er faith, than aught on earth can bestow, and she was flow
under the influence of religion ; of lasting, true religion.
This then was the reason why she welcomed her sister so
affectionately, and felt no emotion either of resentment or
anger toward those who were thus trampling upon the
bleeding fibres of her heart.

As Julia kissed the almost transparent brow of her sister,
and clasped her thin, white fingers, tears gathered in her
eyes, and she thought. "This ruin have I wroughtand for it
I must answer;" but not long did she ever suffer her con-
science to trouble her, and the next hour she was chatting
away to Fanny about the preparations for her wedding,
which was to take place one week from that day. Fanny
listened as one who heard not. She was praying for more
grace, more strength to endure yet a little longer.

Slowly to ulia dragged the days of that week, while to
Fanny they sped on rapid wing. And, now every thing
wthin and without the house betokened the coming event.
Servants scampered hither and thither, thinking they were
doing it all while in reality they were doing nothing. Mrs.
Middleton scolded the blacks, and Uncle Joshua scolded Mrs.
Middleton, at the same time walking mechanically from the
kitchen to the parlor, from the parlor to Fanny's sick-room,
and from -Fanny's sick-room back to the kitchen, occasion-
ally kicking from his path some luckless kitten, dog, or black
baby, which latter set up most lusty yells, just to vary the
scene.
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In the midst of all this Fanny lay calmly and quietly on

her low bed, counting each succeeding sun as it rose and set,

briein nearer and nearer a day she so much dreaded.

True to her promise, Kate Miller came two days before the

wedding. Fanny was asleep when she entered the room to

see her, but on the white, wasted face, Kate's tears fell as

she said, "Poor Fanny ! I did not know she was~so ill."

Mr. Middleton, who was present, muttered: "Yes, curs-

ed be the one who made her so !" He knew not that he

cursed his own child.
The next day Mr. William Middleton arrived, bringing

the intelligence that Florence and Mabel had accompanied

hir, and would next evening be present at the wedding.

Slowly the last rays of a bright October sun faded in the

west, giving no sign of theastormy day which was to suc-

ceed. Long after midnight a lone watcher sat by the win-
dow in Fanny's room, gazing at the stars, which looked

down so quietly from their distant homes, and praying, not

for herself, but for Dr. Lacey, that he might be happy with

her he had chosen. At last, chilled with the night air, she

crept shivering to her pillow, nor woke again until aroused

by the fierce moaning of the autumn wind, which shook the

casement and by the sound of the driving rain, which beat

against the pane. Yes, the morning, which dawned on

Julia's bridal day was wild and stormy, but before noon the

clouds cleared away, and the afternoon was hot, 'sultry and
oppressive, a precursor of. the mightier and more wrathful

storm which followed.
About five o'clock there was a noise in the yard, and

Kate, who was in Fanny's room, arranging her young friend's

hair, looked from the window and said, "It is Dr. Lacey.
Julia has'looked for him more than three hours."

Quickly iF nny hurried to the window. She could not

meet Dr. Lac y face to face, but she wished to lqok at him
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once more. She was too late, however. He had entered
the house, and soon the sound of his voice reached her ear.
He had not been there long ere he asked for Fanny, On
being told'she was sick, he seemed rather disturbed. Pos-
sibly, however, he' felt relieved to know she would not be
present when he took upon him vows, which should have
been breathed to her. Ashton, Florence, and Mabel now
arrived, and soon after came Mr. and Mrs. Stanton, accom-
yanied by Mrs. Carrington, who had been invited because it
would not do to slight her, and who came because she had
a mind to

The ceremony was to take place at seven o'clock, and
guests each moment arrived, until the parlor seemed nearly
full. Alone in her chamber sat Fanny, listening to the
sounds of mirth, which gratedbharshly on her ear. Night,
dark and stormy, was gathering over the earth, but a dark-
er night lay round the heart of the young girl, as she watch-
ed from her window a dense, black pile of clouds, which had
appeared in the west, and now increased until the whole sky
was overspread, as with a pall of darkness, while distant
peals of muttered thunder announced the coming storm.

And now louder roared the howling wind, and brighter
the glaring lightning flashed, while fiercer grew the conflict
in Fanny's bosom. Her faith was weak, and well-nigh
blotted with tears of human weakness. But He, whose
power could stay the storm without, could also still the
agony within, and o'er the troubled waters of that aching
heart, there fell a peaceful calm.

Suddenly the door opened and a creature of wondrous,
dazzling beauty appeared. It was Julia,'in her bridal robe.
She would fain have her sister's blessing ere she descended
to the parlor. The struggle was over, and the blessing which .
Fanny gave her sister, was sincere, but when Julia asked for-
giveness for all the evil she had ever done, thg reply was

prevented by a crash of thunder, so terrific, that Julia trem-

bled with terror, and hastily left the room.

In a moment there was a light step upon the stairs.

Fanny knew it was .Dr. Lacey, for he soon returned with

Julia, and as they passed her door, she heard the merry

laugh of Florence, who was bridesmaid. In an instant they

were in the parlor, throughout which a general gloom seem-

ed to reign. Perhaps it was owing to the wildness of the

storm, which each moment increased in fury. The bridal

party took their places, and Uncle Joshua shut his eyes,

while the marriage ceremony commenced.

The reader may now accompany me to the borders of

yonder wood, where stands a low-roofed building, the pro-

perty of Mrs. Dunn. There, in a darkened room, lay the

widow's only son, raving in1 the madness of delirium. The

fever-flame burned in each vein, and as he tossed from side

to side, he would shriek out, "Quick, I tell you, or you are

too late. She must not wed him. Don't you know she's

doubly, trebly, steeped in guilt? Go quick, I tell you, and

stop it."
Mrs. Dunn could only weep, for she knew not, dreamed

not, what her son could mean. Soon he grew calm, and fell

into a deep sleep. When he awoke, Billy Jeffrey, who lived

near, was sitting by him. To Mr's, Dunn's delight, Joseph
was sane, and calling her to him, he said, "Isn't Julia Mid-

dleton to be married to-night?"

"She is," answered his mother.

"At what hour?"

"At seven."
" What time is it now?"
"Half-past six," replied Mrs. Dunn.

"It must not be," said Joseph, and turning to Bill he

added, "Listen, William, to what I have to tell, then speed
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away, on the lightning's wing, and tear her from the altar ;-_
take her from his side, I say, and put there the other one,
the pale, golden-haired one ; " then, as he noticed the vacant
look on Bill's face, he added, "Oh, no,.you can't tell it.
You wouldn't understand it. Mother, bring me a pen and
some paper."

The paper was brought, and as soon as possible Joseph
wrote a confession of his own and Julia's guilt. "Nov Bill,"
said be, "run for your life, and give this to Dr. Lacey. Do
it for the sake of Fanny."

Bill needed no second bidding. His obtuse intellect had
gathered that in some way Fanny was in danger, and away
he flew over bushes, briers, rocks and ditches. But alas,
the way was long and dark, and ere he was aware of it, he
was precipitated into one of the sink-holes, which are so
common in the limestone soil of Kentucky. The fall
sprained his ankle, but gathering himself up, he continued
on, slowly and painfully..

Meantime delirium had again crept over Joseph Dunn,
and he forgot that he had sent Billy, but concluded he must
go himself. Watching a time when his mother was from
the room, he.arose, and throwing on his double-gown, went
forth into the storm, and was soon far on his road towards
Mr. Middleton's.

The man -of God had scarcely finished the second para-
graph of the Episcopal marriage ceremony, beginning with,
"I require and charge you both, &c," when a shriek, wild,
unearthly and horrid, rent the air. It was succeeded by a
thunder-crash, so deafening, that the ladies paled with terror.
The large maple tree, which stood by the front door, and
which Julia had called hers,-was shivered by lightning, but
no one heeded it, for again was heard that fearful, maniacal
shriek, and this time could be distinguished the sound as of

some one struggling with the blacks, who were huddled to-

gether in the hall.
" Let me go, I tell you," said the voice. "It shall not

go on!"

All eyes turned towards the door, as Joseph Dunn ap-
peared, shouting, "Stop it ! stop it ! She forged those let-

ters ! She broke her sister's heart ! Stop it, I say !"
Every person in the room seemed terror-stricken at the wild

spectacle he presented. His face, wasted to a mere skeleton,
was ghastly white, while his long, yellow hair-hung in mat-

ted locks about his brow, and a look of wild frenzy was in

his eye, as .darting towards the paralyzed Julia he seized

her as with a lion's grasp and shook her most furiously !
Bill Jeffrey was close behind. He had lost his hat, and

the rain had soaked his thick, black hair, until it clung
closely to his h6ad, giving him, too; a strange."appearance.

Mr. William Middleton now came forward, to ask' an expla-
nation of Joseph, who, chancing to discover Bill, said, "He
has got the letter,---my confession. Read that, I am too

exhausted," and he fell upon the floor.

No one noticed him, for all gazed intently at Bill, who
drew from his pocket a paper. and presented it to Dr. Lacey.
In a calm, clear voice, Dr. Lacey read aloud the confession,
in the midst of thunder, lightning, groans, cries, and oaths,

the latter of which were the spontaneous production of Uncle

Joshua, who sat still in his 'chair, until the confession was

read through; 'then with one bound he reached Julia, and
raising-her from the floor, said, "Speak, Satan, and tell if this

be true!"
Julia was overtaken, surrounded on all sides, and there

was no way of escape. Mechanically she answered, "I am
guilty," while a burst of execration ran round the room. A

stifled moan of agony came from Dr.Lacey's parted lips,
and he asked in a voice which plainly told his suffering,

S
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"Oh, why was I suffered to go thus far? Why, why did no
one write ?"

"I did," answered Mrs. Miller.
"And I too," repeated Mrs. Carrington, "but you spurned

my letter and treated me with contempt."
"Never, never," scarcely articulated Dr. Lacey. "I

never received them, but call Rondeau; he must know some-
thing of it."

Rondeau, who had accompanied his master, was called.
Explanation -followed explanation, testimony crowded upon
testimony, and Julia acknowledged all, until at length Dr.
Lacey, frantic with the sense of wrong lone .him, turned to
her and said, "Base woman, why have you done this? Your
sin has found you out ere it was too late ; for, thank God,
you are not my wife,, nor ever will be!"

Julia now lost all command of herself. Tearing the
bridal veil from her brow, she rent it in twain; then, from
her arm she snatched her diamond bracelet, and trampled it
under her feet, while a stream of blood issued from her mouth
and stained her white satin dress. A moment more, and she,
too, was extended upon the floor by the side of her ally.

Where, during this exciting scene, was Fanny? The dire-
ful sounds had reached her ear, and now 'at the head of the
stairs, she listened to the Babel, which reigned in the parlor.
High above all other voices, she distinguished her .father's,
who, in his uncontrollable fury, was calling into use all the
oaths he had ever heard of, besides manufacturing some ex-
pressly for the occasion ! Then there was a heavy fall, ac-
companied with a cry from Mrs. Middleton, of, "Lift her up,
-carry her out. Don't you see she is dying?"

Fanny hesitated -no longer, but quickly descending the
stairs, she forced her way through the blacks into the parlor,
where she stood appalled at the scene before her. On the
floor lay Julia, who a few moments before stood there re-

splendent in beauty. Near her sat the maniac Joseph Dunn.

He had recovered from his fainting fit, and was now crouch-

ing over the prostrate form of Julia, laughing in delirious

glee, as he wiped from her lips the red drops of blood ! In

a corner of the room a group had gathered, near an .open
window, through which they were bearing an inanimate ob-

ject. It was Florence, who had fainted, and as it seemed

impossible to effect a passage through the hall, so filled was

it with the terrified servants, they had sought the window as

the best means of egress.
Suddenly over that excited assembly there came a deep

silence. It was caused by the appearance of Fanny, who,
with her loose white muslin wrapper, and long curls, which

floated over her shoulders, seemed like some being from
another world, come to stay that storm of passion. Mabel,

who was occupied with her cousin, looked back as the calm

hush fell upon them, and then and there she first saw Fanny
Middleton. The scene was too much for Fanny, and she too

would have fainted, had not Dr. Lacey caught her in his

arms. Clasping her slight form passionately to his bosom,
he exclaimed, "My own,- ny Fanny,-my wife, for such

you are, such you shall be ! "
Mr. William Middleton and Mr. Miller, who were bear-

ing Julia from the room, now passed them. Dr. Lacey
glanced once at the corpse-like face over which the heavy
braids of long, black hair had fallen, then with a shudder he
again strained Fanny to his heart, saying, "Thank God,
thank God, I escaped her in time !" Then turning to the

minister, who, all this time had stood, looking on in mute

astonishment, he added in an authoritative manmer, "Do on

with the ceremony, sir, and make her my wife." But a new

thought entering his minds he released Fanny, and said,

"Pardon me, dear Fanny ; sorrow has well-nigh bereft me

of my"senses.' In my first joy at finding you innocent, I for-
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got that you could not be mine, for you belong to another,
-to Mr. Cameron."

"Cameron go to thunder ! " exclaimed Uncle Joshua, who
was still standing near. "That's another of Tempest's lies.
She never was engaged to him ; never loved him, or any.
other mortal man, save yourself."

Here Fanny, who, it will be remembered, was all this
time ignorant of the truth, asked if some one would not ex..
plain what.she saw and heard.. "I will," said Dr. Lacey, "it
is my duty to do so;" and he led her to the window, where
.he hurriedly told her all,-every thing which he himself
knew, intermingling his words with so many. passionate em-
braces that his sanity was much to be doubted. He had
scarcely finished his story, when- Kate approached him, say-
ing, "For humanity's sake, IQr. Lacey, if you have any
medical skill, exert it in behalf of Julia, who seems to be
dying."

Dr. Lacey arose, and winding his arm about Fanny, as
if afraid he should lose sight of her, moved towards the
room where Julia lay. They had borne her to the bridal
chamber which Fanny had arranged with so much care, and
as Dr. Lacey appeared at the door, Uncle Joshua met him
and said, "I know she carved you mean, but I would not
have her die. She is my own child, and you must save her
if you can." At the same time he pointed to Julia, who lay
in the same death-like trance, with the blood still issuing
slowly from her livid lips. All that Dr. Lacey could do, he
did, but when Dr. Gordon arrived, he gladly gave up his
charge to him, and turned his attention towards Fanny, who,.
overcome with what she had seen and heard, had fainted,
and been carried to-her own room, where she was surrounded
by Mrs. Carrington, Florence and Mabel. These ladies ran
against each other, upset the camphor-bottle, dropped the
lamp, and spilled half the cologne, in their zealous efforts to
take care of their patient !

In the midst of their confusion Dr. Lacey entered, and

they immediately gave up to him the task of restoring her.

This he soon did, for it would seem that his very voice had

a power to recall Fanny's suspended faculties. Slowly her

eyes unclosed ;, then, as if wearied out, she again closed

them, and for a time, slept sweetly, calmly, on Dr. Lacey's

bosom.

The guests now began to depart, and Bill Jeffrey, who

had been sent to inform Mrs. Dunn of her son, returned with

some of the neighbors, and carried Joseph away. Owing to

the darkness of the night, the company from Frankfort re-

mained until morning, but no eyelid closed in sleep. With

maternal solicitude Mrs. Middleton sat by the bed-side of her

daughter Julia, whose eyes opened once, but on seeing Dr.

Lacey standing near her, she closed them again with a shud-

der, and a faint wail of anguish.. She had ruptured a small

blood-vessel, but Dr. Gordon said there w'as no danger if

she could .be kept quiet for a few days.
Uncle Joshua, thus relieved from alarm concerning her,

walked back and. forth from her. room to Fanny's, swearing

that, "He knew the devil was let loose that night for his

special benefit, and that he had come there to see how much

of a row he could get up!"
"He succeeded admirably, I think," said Florence, who,

having recovered from her first fright, was now ready to ex-

tract whatever fun could be gathered from surrounding cir-

cumstances.
In the kitchen the blacks canvassed the matter after

their fashion. Aunt Judy lamented because none of the

tempting supper in the dining-room was touched, while Bob

did not fail to turn his usual round of summersets,'th us evinc-

ing his joy that so many good things were left for him to

eat. "'Cause," said he, "in course we allus has all that

comes off the table I"
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Aunt Katy took occasion to lecture the young black
girls on the awful sin of "conceit," as she called it, pointing
them for an example to Julia, "who," she said,'" would most
likely have to live, an old maid all her days." She couldn't
have threatened a worse punishment, for many of the ne-
gresses had already their own preferences in favor of certain
mulatto boys on their master's plantation and others adjoin-
ing.

Rondeau seemed to think his sympathy was only needed
by his young master, whom he looked upon as a much
abused man. From the first he had felt great contempt for
the old house, its master, servants and all; and had come to
the conclusion that "they were of no 'count any how."
This opinion would doubtless have been reserved for Leffie's
ear, had not affairs taken so unexpected a turn. Now, how-
ever, Rondeau felt at liberty to express his mind so freely,
that Ike considered it his duty to resent the insult-

A regular negro fight ensued, in which Aunt Katy, who
was not very active, was thrown down, and as she loudly
protested, "every atom of breath was knocked out of her."
The big chicken-pie was also turned over into Rondeau's
new hat, greatly to the satisfaction of Tiger and the other
dogs, who had mingled in the fracas! The riot was finally
quelled by Mr. William Middleton and Dr. Lacey, Uncle
Joshua declaring, "he wouldn't interfere that night if the
niggers all fit till they killed themselves !"
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CHAPTER XXII.

TuE morning which succeeded the events narrated in the

last chapter, was clear and bright. Nature beautiful as

ever, looked as if laughing defiance at the fearful storm,

which so lately had swept over the earth. Beautifully over

hill and valley, fell the sun's red rays, but when they pene-

trated the dwelling of Mr. Middleton, they shone on the

anxious, careworn faces of those who had been sleepless dur-

ing the dark hours of that dreadful night. Even the merry-

hearted Florence seemed sad and spiritless as she hurried

from room to room, urging Ashton to accelerate their depar-

ture. By eight o'clock, the last guest was gone. Around

the old stone house a gloomy silence settled, broken only by

the heavy tramp of Uncle Joshua, whose cowhides came

down with a vengeance, as up and down the yard he strode,

talking to Dr. Lacey, who walked by his side.

"Now," said he, "if this isn't a leetle the allfiredest muss

a feller ever got into, Josh ain't no judge. Of course the

papers have nothing to do but to flout it all over the country.

For myself I don't care a copper, but 'twill be mighty mor-

tifyin' to you, though I think you desarve some mortifyin',

for how in thunder a chap of your sense ever come to be

made such a precious fool of, is more'n I can tell."

"If .you knew all the arts she employed, you would not
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wonder quite so much," said Dr. Lacey ; and Mr. Middleton
answered, "Know all her arts ! Don't I know 'em? Don't
I know that she rummaged heaven and arth for ways and
means?"

"I hardly think she went to the former place for assist-
ance," said Dr. Lacey ; and Mr. Middleton continued, "You
are right, but I'll be bound Satan hadn't any tricks but what
he told her of. 'Pears like she's been possessed ever since
she first opened her big black eyes in the very room where
the row was last night. 'Oh, how happy I was," he contin-
ued, "when I took her in my arms a little soft, tender baby,
and knew she was mine and Nancy's, and thought what a
comfort she'd be to ine; but, George, I tell you what," said.
he, as he placed one hand on Dr. Lacey's. arm and passed
the other through the' grizzly locks which lay around his
brow, "I tell you what, these gray hairs come a heap too
soon, and all for her, for her ! Oh, Julia, Julia, what trouble
have you not caused me !" and in his hands Uncle Joshua
buried his face, while through his large red fingers the tears
trickled slowly, and fell upon the ground. For a moment he
wept, and then wiping his eyes, said, "But wasn't it lucky
that long-legged, salmon-colored Joe got here as he did !
Another minute and you'd have been clinched, but now the
tempest has blowed over, and for the rest of your life, you'll
have nothin' but sunshine."

The overseer now approached to ask orders concerning a
piece of work in which the negroes were employed. Mr.
Middleton accompanied him to the field, while Dr. Lacey re-
turned to the house in quest of, Fanny. He was told that
she was with Julia, and with an involuntary shudder, he ap-
proached the chamber which contained one who had well-
nigh been his wife ! His wife! 'the very idea filled him with
loathing when, associated with, .her, and still he pitied the
suffering girl, who, divested of her bridal attire, now lay

moaning in her pain. With coming day, had come a burn-

ing fever, which increased so rapidly that Dr. Gordon shook

his head when questioned as to the result.

The change of affairs had also wrought a change in Fan-

ny, who seemed and really was better than she had been for

many days. Gladly would she have stayed with Dr. Lacey,
but she felt that duty called her to Julia's bedside. With

unwearying devotion she hung over the pillow of her sister,
who seemed more quiet when she knew Fanny was near.

Once she looked wistfully in her face, and appeared as if anx-

ious to speak, but Fanny gently laid her hand on her lips,
saying, "No, no, Julia, you must not."

She did, however, and the word " forgive " met Fanny's
ear. Had Fanny been less of a Christian, forgiveness might
have been hard, but now she answered sincerely, truthfully,
"As I hope for pardon in heaven, so do I forgive you for the

great wrong you have done 'me."

At the mention of the word " heaven," Julia shuddered,
and after a time repeated, "Heaven ! You will find it, but
I,-never,-never !

Earnestly then did Fanny speak of a Saviour's love,
which receives all, pardons all, who come to him. Julia shook

her head despairingly, and as the conversation seemed to

annoy her, Fanny ceased talking, while a voice behind her

said, "Teach me, too, the way of life, for I fear I have never

walked in it."

It was Dr. Lacey, who, unobserved by either of the girls,
had entered and been a listener to what Fanny said. As

Julia heard the sound of his voice, she turned towards him

a' look so imploring, so full of contrition and entreaty, that

he was moved, and approaching the bedside, took the vacant

seat near Fanny. But he did not, like her, breathe words

of forgiveness, for his heart wus full of bitterness towards
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her. As he sat there, gazing coldly, sternly at her, she again
spoke, "If you can, if you only will forgive me."

Dr. Lacey's brow grew dark and his manner excited, as
he replied, "Forgive you! In time I may learn to do so,
but to forget, will take me my lifetime, and yet I blame
myself not less than I do you for having been so duped."

A low sob was Julia's only answer as Dr. Lacey arose to
leave, announcing to Fanny his intention of visiting Joseph
Dunn, who was said to be dying. As he entered the house
where Joseph lay, tossing in feverish agony, the sick man's
eyes glared wildly upon him, as he shrieked, "Why have
you come to taunt me with my crime ? Is it not enough
that the room is full of little demons who creep over my pil.
low, and shout in my ear as they hold to view the letters I
withheld ! I did not do it alone. She bribed'me with gold
and that infernal smile which lured you too, sir, to theverge
of destruction !" For a time he was silent and then he con-
tinued, "Yes, she bribed me with gold, and now when I am
dead, who will take care of my mother? She will be cold
when the winter winds blow, and hungry when the summer
corn ripens."

Dr. Lacey drew nearer to him and stooping down; whis.
pered, "Is your mother very poor and you all her depend-
ence ? "

"Yes, yes," answered Joseph, whose almost only virtue
was the love he bore his mother.

"Fear not, then," said Dr. Lacey, "I will care for her;
for though you did me a great wrong, you saved me from
being to-day the most wretched of men."

That night as the October sun went down there was
heard beneath that lonely roof the piteous cry of a widowed
mother, for Joseph, her first-born, her only child was dead.
Next day they buried him, as is frequently the custom in
Kentucky, beneath a large shade-tree in the garden. Many

words of sympathy were spoken to the bereaved mother, but
none fell so soothingly on her ear as did those of Dr. Lacey,
who was present at the funeral, and led the weeping mother
to the grave.-.

After the burial was over, he whispered to her, "I will
surely remember you, for, erring though your son may have
been, I owe him a debt of gratitude." So saying he walked
hastily away towards Mr. Middleton's, where he was met by
alarmed faces, soft footsteps, and subdued whispers. In re-

ply to his inquiries, he was told by Aunt Judy, that "some-
how or 'nother, Miss Julia had got wind of Mr. Dunn's death,
and it had gone to her head, makin' her ravin' mad, and the
Doctor said she wouldn't get well."

Aunt Judy was right ; Julia had accidentally heard of Mr.
Dunn's death, and it added greatly to the nervous excite-
ment which she was already suffering, and when Dr. Gor-
don came, he was surprised to find the dangerous symptoms
of his patient increased to an alarming extent. The fever
had settled upon' her brain, and for many days she lay at
the very gates of death..

Incessantly she talked of Dr. Lacey, Fanny, and Mr.
Wilmot, the latter of whom, in her disordered imagination,
was constantly pursuing her. "Go back,-go back to your
grave," she would say ; "there are tears enough shed for

you, but none will fall for me when I am dead. He will
laugh and be glad, and the first moon that shines on my
grave, will light the marriage train to the altar." Then, as
if the phantom still were near her, she would cry out, "Take
him away, I tell you ! What have I to do with coffins, and
white faces, and broken hearts? I killed him I know, and
he loved me, too, as no one else ever has, but I madly loved
another, and now he hates me, spurns me!" Then turning
to Fanny she would say, "I broke your heart too, and still
pressed on when I'saw it was killing you, but you forgave
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me, and now you must plead with him, who loves the air
you breathe, to think compassionately of me. I do not ask
him to love me, for that I know is impossible ; but he can, at
least, forgive and forget the past."

Sometimes she would speak of her father, saying, ' lie
will be glad when the tempest is still. and ceases to trouble
him, for he never loved me, never spoke to me as he did to
Fanny. I know I did not deserve his love, but I should
have been better if he had given me a little, yes, just a little."

"God knows she speaks the truth," said Uncle Joshua,
wiping away the tears he was not ashamed to weep. "I have
been mighty hard on her, but I never s'posed she cared."

Such were the scenes which daily occurred in Julia's sick
room, until at last, from utter exhaustion, she became still,
and formany days she lay in a dreamy kind of sleep.

"Will she live?" asked Mr. Middleton of Dr. Gordon, as
he one day left the sick room.

" With proper care, I think she may," was the answer ;
and then Dr. Lacey again urged the request he had once be-
fore made of Mr. Middleton.

But Uncle Joshua answered, "No, George, wait a little
longer. Nothin' 'ill come betwixt you again, I reckon, and
I wouldn't have you marry her while t'other one is so low."

So Dr. Lacey was obliged to wait, but though he would
much rather have remained near Fanny he deemed it ex-
pedient to change his abode and remove to Mrs. Crane's.
He was partly induced to do this on Rondeau's account, who,
being Ike's sworn enemy, was the 'cause of no little annoy-
ance to Mr. Middleton, who, with his negroes, was much net-
tled by the air of superiority which that young gentleman
thought proper to assume?

- Greatly was Rondeau delighted to exchange the crazy
old stone house, with its corn-bread and fried bacon, for Mrs.
Crane's elegant place, with its oyster soups and ice creams,
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Mrs. Middleton was finally persuaded, but charged her
daughter to be sure and call her if she wished for her dur-
ing the night.

Over Julia's face a meaning smile flitted as she answered,
"I hope to trouble no one much longer," but it was unnotic-
ed by Mrs. Middleton, and Julia was left alone. Early next

a part of which the head cook always reserved for the "col-

ored gentleman from New Orleans," who assured her, that
though when at home, he didn't exactly eat at the same

table with his master, he still lived on the top shelf! Not

long, however, did Rondeau enjoy his new quarters, for
about that time Mr. William Middleton returned to New

Orleans, and Dr. Lacey sent with him his servant Rondeau,
nothing loath to return home, for Leffie's face of late had
haunted him not a little.

Dr. Lacey's return to Mrs. Crane's gave great satisfaction

to Mrs. Carrington, who, though she had no hopes of win-

ning him, still, to use her own words, "took great delight in

reminding him of the snare into which he had fallen, not-
withstanding his profound wisdom and boasted foresight.
It required all the good-breeding he was master of to answer
politely, when after returning from a visit to Mr. Middle-
ton's, she would jeeringly ask him concerning "his bride's
health!"

But Mrs. Carrington's levity was brought to an end by
an unforeseen circumstance. It was now six weeks since the

evening of the denouement, and Julia's health was so much
improved that Dr. Lacey began to speak confidently of the
day when Fanny would be his own. Uncle Joshua had
given his consent, and preparations for the marriage had ac-
tually commenced, when Julia, in whose room Mrs. Middle-
ton had been in the habit of sleeping, insisted upon being
left alone. "I am well now," she said, "and do not need
you.,
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morning Luce went as usual to make a fire for her young
mistress, after which she softly drew back the bed curtains
to see if Julia slept. How was she surprised to find no
Julia there, neither were there signs of her having been
there during the night. With a loud cry Luce summoned
to the room both Mr. and Mrs. Middleton, the former of
whom on seeing how matters stood exclaimed, "So ho ! up
to her tricks again. I thought she couldn't hold good
long._

'The de'il when sick, a saint would be,
But when he got well, the de'il a saint was he."'

"Don't, husband," said Mrs. Middleton ; "perhaps she
will never come back alive, and then you will be sorry."

Uncle Joshua readily guessed his wife's meaning, and
turning to Luce, said, "Rout out the whole gang, and set 'em
to huntin'."

In less.than two hours scores of men on horseback were
seen hunting in all directions, looking, as Bob expressed it,
"for all the world like they was huntin' a runaway." Ere
long thenews reached Frankfort, causing Mrs. Carrington to
sneeringly advise Dr. Lacey "by all means to join in the
hunt." He deigned her no reply, but mounting his horse
took the road. to Mr. Middleton's, where he was welcomed
with tears by Mrs. Middleton and Fanny, whose fears he
strove to allay.

Meanwhile the search went on, headed by Uncle Joshua,
who, late in the afternoon, unconsciously led a part of the
company to the banks of the river, not far from a point
called Woodford Landing. Dismounting, he strolled along
the shore for several rods, when suddenly a loud cry turned
towards him the attention of the party. Near the water's
edge he had discovered a shawl, which he knew belonged to
Julia, and near by lay a pair of slippers, on the inside of
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which her name was marked. Instantly the conviction

flashed upon all,-Julia was drowned !

Upon a large flat rock Uncle Joshua sat down, while his

long gray locks were tossed by the November wind which

swept mournfully by, bearing on its wing the bitter tones,
with which the stricken father bewailed his loss. "Every
thing goes agin me," said he, "every thing-she's dead,
and worse than all, died by her own hand." Then, as if

void of reason, he arose, and over the craggy hillside, and
down the dark rolling river echoed the loud, shrill cry, of
"Julia, Julia, oh, my child ! come back, come back ! why was
you left to break your old father's heart l" and- to that wail

of sorrow only the moaning wind replied, and faster the

waters of the Kentucky rolled on.
They took the old man home, and long weary days went

by, during Which the river near the landing was dragged
again and again, and still no trace of the missing girl was

found. Then, as hope began to whisper that possibly she
was not dead, the papers far and near contained advertise-
ments for her, and by the side of that advertisement appear-
ed another for a lunatic girl, who had escaped from the Asy-
lum at Lexington.

Four weeks went by, and the waters of the Kentucky
frowned angrily "in the gray December light," making Uncle
Joshua shudder whenever he chanced to pass by, and thought
perhaps his daughter lay sleeping in their cold-embrace. A
gloomy, drizzly day was settling into a dark rainy night,
when two young men, who, either for business or pleasure,
had rowed across the river some miles from Woodford Land-
ing, started to return home. They had stepped into their
boat and were about pushing off, when among some drift wood
which lay not far from the shore, they thought they descried
a female's garment floating on the water. The spot was
soon reached, and to their horror they discovered the body of

(
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a young girl, which from its appearance must have been in
the water some time. They had heard the story of Julia,
and readily coficluded that the bloated, disfigured form be-
fore them must have been she. Taking her to thQ nearest
dwelling, they dispatched a messenger for Mr. Middleton,
who, now that his worst fears were confirmed, seemed par.
alyzed with the shock.

"Oh, I cannot go !" said he, "I cannot. Is there no one
to do it for me ?"

Dr. Lacey, who chanced to be present, said, "For your
sake, sir, and for Fanny's, I will go."

"God bless you, George !" answered Mr. Middleton. "She
don't desarve it from you, but if you only will !" and in a
few moments Dr. Lacey departed.

With a thrill of horror he looked upon the swollen, dis-
colored face, round which the long black hair clung, matted
and slimy from being so long saturated with. water, and
thought that this was once the beautiful Julia, though now
so fearfully changed that no one could possibly have recog-
nized her. Owing to the state which the body was in, Dr.
Lacey thought proper to procure a coffin before removing
her home; consequently it was nearly ten o'clock the follow-
ing morning ere the little procession slowly entered the yard,
from which, with wonderful forethought, Mr. Middleton had
ordered to be removed some half dozen carts, corn cribs, &c.
Fanny was pressing forward, to look at her unfortunate sister,
when Dr. Lacey, gently bdt firmly led her away, saying,
"No, Fanny, you must not see her. The sight would haunt
you for months and years." Then as her tears fell fast, he
strove in various ways to divert her mind from Julia's un-
timely end.

About noon a middle-aged man came to the house, and
asked permission to see the body. His request was granted,
but he almost immediately turned away from the coffin, say-

I1 ing, by way of explanation, "I am the father of the maniac
girl, who, some time since, escaped from Lexington, and I
thought perhaps this might be my daughter ; but it is not,
and even if it were I could not recognize her."

On Mr. Middleton's farm and not far from the house, was
a small yard which had been inclosed as a burial-place for
the family. On this spot Fanny had expended much time
and labor. Roses and honeysuckles there bloomed in their
season, while the dark evergreen and weeping willow waved
their branches, and beckoned the passer-by to rest beneath
their shadow. In one corner was a tall forest maple, where
Julia and Fanny often had played, and where Fanny once,
when dangerously ill in childhood, had asked to be laid. As
yet no mound had rendered that spot dearer for the sake of
the lost one who slept there, but now in the scarcely frozen
ground,,the-ringing of the spade was heard ; shovelfull after
shovelfull of earth was thrown up, and into that cold, damp
grave, at the sun setting, they lowered the remains of Julia,
who once little thought that she first of all would break the
turf of" the family graveyard.

That night was fast merging into the hours of morning,
ere the sound of Uncle Joshua's footsteps ceased, as again
and again he traversed the length and breadth of his sleeping
room, occasionally stopping before the window, and peering

out in the darkness towards the spot where he knew lay that
newly-made grave. Memory was busily at work, and in the
events which marked Julia's short life, oh, how much he
saw for which to blame himself. Remorse mingled in the
old man's cup of affliction, and while the hot tears rolled
down his cheeks, he exclaimed, "If she could only come
back, and I could do it over, I'd love her more, and maybe
she'd be better. But I treated her mean. I gin her only
harsh words and cross looks." Then as his wife's tears min-

. gled with his, he took her hand, saying, "Doh't take on so,
14
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Nancy, you've nothin' to cry for. You's always good to her,
and kind o' took up for her when I got sot agin her."

Mrs. Middleton could only answer by her tears, to this
touching attempt at sympathy, but she finally succeeded in
quieting her husband, and before daybreak he had forgot-
ten in sleep the injustice done to Julia. All thoughts of
Fanny's marriage for the present were of course given up,
although Mr. Middleton promised that when the autumn
came round again, he would surely give his treasure to the
care of another.

Two weeks after Julia's burial, all of which time was
passed at Mr. Middleton's, Dr. Lacey went back to New Or-
leans, having first placed in Mr. Middleton's care a sum of
money for the benefit of Mrs. Dunn, promising Fanny that
with the spring he would come again. He bade her adieu,
praying that nothing might come between ,them again.
Heavily-now dragged the days at Mr. Middleton's, until Uncle
Joshua hit upon a plan which would not only give pleasure

to Fanny, but would also.relieve the tedium of his own life.
It was nothing more nor less than the erection of a new
house on a grassy lawn, which Fanny had frequently point-
ed out aa being a good location. Long he revolved in his
own mind the for and against, but the remembrance of Ju-

lia's wish to have the "old shell fixed up," finally decided
him. "If wasn'tt good enough for her to be married in, it
surely wasn't good enough for Sunshine."

At the breakfast table he first announced his intention,
causing Fanny in her surprise and joy not only to drop her
knife, but also to upset, her coffee. ' ".All right," said he,
"I'll do it, if it breaks nie, We'll have a buster," said he,
"marble mantletrys, windows that come to the floor, Brus-
sels carpets, and if you're a mind to, you may have them
four-legged split things ; though lord knoys, I'll never eat
with them."

In a short time the necessary arrangements were com,
pleted. A large number of men were hired, and matters

progressed so rapidly that there was every probability of the
house being completed early in June, should the winter sea-
son prove favorable.

Here we may as well relate a little circumstance which
occurred to Fanny during the winter. Bill Jeffrey, who, it
will be remembered, had always felt a predilection for her,

emboldened by the kindness ofher manner, now determined
to make his wishes known. Accordingly, he sent her nume-
rous little cakes of maple sugar, besides giving her many

knowing winks, his usual method of showing his preference.
As she was one day strolling in the woods, she suddenly

encountered Bill, who thought this was as favorable an op-
portunity as he would probably have. He was rather awk-
ward and unaccustomed to love-making, but he resolved to

do his best. Planting his foot upon a log, lie with one hand
drew from his head his old wool cap and thrust it under his

arm, while with the other he twirled a huge, brass watch-

key, which hung suspended from his pocket. (ie had the
day before traded off an old jack-knife, two puppies, and a
cracked, fiddle, for a brass watch which would only go by
shaking.)

Tiger, who had accompanied Fanny, eyed Bill's move-
ments uneasily. ie was, however, unnoticed by the young
man, who had got his month open, and at last found cour-
age to say, "I always liked you, Fanny, 'cause you never
laughed at me, nor called me a fool, and now if you'll have-
me, you may carry my watch, and I'll work for your father
two seasons in the hemp field." This last was wonderful,
for Bill was notoriously lazy.

Involuntarily Fanny laughed, but Bill construed it into
approval, and was about to sit down by her, when Tiger,

with an angry growl, sprang forward and precipitated the
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wooing swain over the log into the dirt. Fanny called off
the dog, and Bill gathered himself up, carefully, brushing the
dirt from his Sunday suit. Fearing he, would repeat his of-
fer, Fanny said, "I appreciate your kindness, Billy, but you
see Tiger doesn't seem to approve your proposal, and as I
have great confidence in his. judgment, I think I, too, must
follow his example, and though I shan't knock you down, I
shall have to tell you, 'No."

She might as well have knocked him down, for he in-
stantly sat down, and covering his face with his hands, burst
into such a fit of crying, that Fanny, half laughing at, and
half pitying him, said, "Poor Billy, I am sorry for you, and
though I cannot marry you, I will like you just as well as
you fancy I always have."

This failed to quiet Bill, who kept on crying, until Tiger
made so many threatening demonstrations of anger, that Bill
thought it wise to leave before he got another tumble.

He had hardly disappeared when. a loud voice called out,
"Bravo, Tiger ! You know how to fix 'em." Looking
round, Fanny saw her father, who had been a silent spectator
of the scene, and now came forward laughing heartily at his
would-be son-in-law. "Pretty well done, Sunshine," said he.
"Let's see, how many offers does this make ? Thar's Joe's
one; the Doctor's two; Yankee Carmeron's three; and lub-}
berin' Bill Jeffrey's four, and you not quite eighteen. That'll
do; that'll do!" Afterwards, when Mr. Middleton wished
to entertain his visitors with any thing "extra," he would
rehearse to them, with some exaggerations, Bill Jeffrey's
proposal to Fanny.

Glancing backward a few pages, we find we have omitted
to repeat what occurred among Dr. Lacey's blacks, during
the days when they were anxiously but vainly watching for
the coming of their young master and his bride. For a
whole week Aunt Dilsey was unusually crusty, and all her

attempts at cookery invariably failed, plainly showing her
mind to be in.a disturbed state.

"I don't keer," she would say, "if the cakes is all dough
and the 'sarves all froth. They's good enough for her, any
day." Then she would call out, "Get along you Jack, p0-
kin' your fingers into the 'lasses cup; make yourself scarce

in this kitchen, or I'll eack your head mighty nigh as hard

as the new Miss will." Then she would scold Leffie, who,
she said, "was of no more account than a burnt stick, now
she was spectin' Rondeau. Pity but the boat he come on

wouldn't blow up and let 'em all into-perdition together."

Leffie knew her mother didn't mean more than half what

she said, but she chose to keep silent, hoping each morning
that the close of t'he day would bring the long absent Ron-

deau. Thus between scolding and fretting, cooking and
sweating, Aunt Dilsey passed the time until the day arrived

on which, as she said, "they'd come if they ever did."

Mrs. Lacey, whose husband had not yet-received his son's

letter announcing the catastrophe, came out to superintend

affairs and receive her new daughter. In the large, hand-

some dining-room, the supper table was neatly spread, while

Aunt Dilsey bustled about with the air of one who felt her

time was short, but was determined to contest every inch of

ground, ere yielding it to another. She had- condescended
to put on her new calico gown (the one she proposed taking
with her in a "handkercher "), and had even washed the

grease and molasses from Jack's and the baby's face, telling

the former that "he needn't mind about making up faces at

the lady that night."
Claib had gone to the landing, and now Mrs. Lacey and

the servants were gathered upon the upper piazza, waiting his

return. Suddenly Dilsey, whose eyesight seemed wonder-

fully sharpened, exclaimed, "Thar, that's Claib. I could tell

my old man, if I should meet him at a camp-meeting!"

4e
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Mrs. Lacey looked in the direction of the city and saw
the carriage, which Dilsey had pointed out. It proved to be
Claib; and Leffle, who was rather near-sighted, strained her
eyes to see if Rondeau too was on the box.

" Thar's nobody in that ar," said pilsey. "Reckon the
boat has run into the ground, or bust her riggin ;. so, Leflie,
you've put on your pink gown for nothin'."

The elder Mr. Lacey, was, however, in the carriage, and
alighting, he advanced towards his wife and gave her the
letter he had just received from his son. Mrs. Lacey read
it, while the blacks crowded around Claib, asking him scores
of foolish questions, such as, "Was Marster George in the
boat? and why wasn't he thar? and when would he be
thar ?"

When Mrs. Lacey finished reading the letter she said to
Leffie, who was still standing near, " Rondeau is well, and
will be at home in a few days."

"When's the new Miss a coming? " asked Aunt Dilsey.
"Not at all," was Mrs. Lacey's reply.
"Glad on't," said Dilsey, "for now Jack can spit as fur

and as big spits as he wants to."
Nothing more was known by the blacks until many days

after, when Rondeau returned home, and related the whole
story with many embellishments. He omitted to tell of the
whipping which Ike had given him, but spoke with un-
qualified contempt of the old house and every thing belong-
ing to it, except Miss Fanny, who, he said, "Looked just like
an angel, only a heap better."

"You ought to have seen her," said he, "that night
when every thing was t'other side up ; folks a yelling' like
they was crazy, and one man was stark mad. Miss Julia
lay on the floor, the blood pourin' out of her eyes and mouth
by pails full; Miss Florence, she fainted, and they had to
throw her out of the window, glass aid all, because there

was so many low, ill-mannered niggers crowded in the

hall."
"I s'pose you's one of the niggers ?" said Aunt Dilsey.

" Why, yes," returned Rondeau; "but then I was helpin',

and was tryin' to push them all back so I could get to mars-

ter, who was feelin' so bad that they sent for me, because

nobody else could comfort him."

Here Rondeau began to fumble in his pocket, as if in

search of something. Having found it, he continued, "Mars-

ter got hold of her hand and grabbed off the wedding ring

so quick that it broke her finger. Then he threw it from

him and I picked it up. Here 'tis," said he, holding up a
plain gold ring.*

" Tb/at's a likely story," interrupted Aunt Dilsey. "If they

wasn't married, how came the ring on her finger ?"

Rondeau saw he had stretched.a trifle too much, but he

answered, "Well, any how he throwed it away, and I'm going'

to keep it till,-till, you know when, Dilsey."

"Keep it till you're gray," said Aunt Dilsey. " Leffie

aint goin' to be married with no such flummery."
Here Leffie, anxious to change the conversation, asked,

"What of Miss Fanny ? "
"Why, yes," answered Rondeau, "that's what I'm

going to tell. Right in the middle of the fuss, I heard some-

thing moving softly downthe stairs, and I saw a thing all as

white as snow. Her hair, which was about the color of Lef-

fie's neck,-real handsome,-was hanging . in long curls

down her back. I thought it 'twas an angel, and kinder

touched her as she passed, to see if she had wings. But the

niggers said, 'It's Miss Fanny,' and next I heard, 'twas all

as still in the room, and marster was hugging' and kissing' her

and cryin' over her. Then, when I tried to get nearer and

Rondeau had bought the ring in Frankfort.

'
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see more, they crowded me into such a little spot that I
didn't breathe again for a week."

"Why didn't you get out of the crowd then ?" asked
Dilsey.

" How could I ?" answered Rondeau. "Lord, Dilsey, I'd
like to have seen you there ; but then there wouldn't have
been room for. any body else, for the hall wouldn't more
than hold you."

Here the conversation erided, but for a long time Ron-
deau carried on his arm the marks of Aunt Dilsey's finger
and thumb.

CHAPTER XXIII.

FROM the grassy hillside and bright green plains of Ken-
tucky, the frosts of winter were gone. By the dancing brook
and in the shady nooks of the quiet valleys, the warm spring
sun had sought out and brought to life thousands of sweet
wild blossoms, which in turn had faded away, giving place
to other flowers of a brighter and gayer hue.

Each night from the upper balcony of her father's hand-
some dwelling Fanny watched in vain for the coming of
Dr. Lacey, whose promised return had been long delayed by
the dangerous illness of his father. Over the wooded hills
the breath of summer was floating, hot, arid, and laden
with disease. Death was abroad in the land, and as each
day exaggerated rumors of the havoc made by cholera in
the sultry climate of Louisiana reached Fanny, fearful mis-
givings filled her mind, lest Dr. Lacey, too, should fall a vic-
tim to the plague.

For herself she had no fears, though slowly but surely
through her veins the fever flame was creeping, scorching
her blood, poisoning her breath and burning her cheek, until-
her father, alarmed at her altered and languid appearance,
inquired for the cause of the change. "Nothing but a slight
headache," was the reply.

Next to the cholera Mr. Middleton most feared the Ty-
14*
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phoid fever, several cases of which had recently occurred in

the neighborhood, and fearing lest the disease might be steal-

ing upon his darling, he proposed calling the physician.

But this Fanny would not suffer, and persisted in saying that

she was well, until at last she lay all day upon the sofa, and

Aunt Katy, when her favorite herb teas failed of effecting

their wonted cure, shook her head, saying, "I knew 'twould

be so. I always telled you we couldn't keep her long."

Dr. Gordon was finally called, and pronounced her dis-

ease to be Typhoid in its worst form. Days went by, and

so rapid was the progress of the fever that Mr. Middleton

trembled lest of him it had been decreed," He shall be child-

less." To Fanny the thought of death was familiar. For

her it had no terrors, and as her outward strength decayed,

her faith in the Eternal grew stronger and brighter, yet she

could not die without an assurance that again in the better

world she would meet the father she so much loved. For

her mother she had no fears, for during many years she had

been a patient, self-denying Christian.

At first Mr. Middleton listened in silence to Fanny's gen-

tle words of entreaty, but when she spoke to him of her own

death and the love which alone could sustain him then, he

clasped her tightly to his heart,. as if his arm alone could

keep her there for ever, saying, "Oh, no, you must not tell

me that ; you will not die. Even now you are better." And

the anxious father did try to deceive himself into the belief

that Fanny was better, but when each morning's light re-

vealed some fresh ravage the disease had made ;-when the

flush on her cheek grew deeper, and the light of her eye

wilder and more startling, an agonizing fear held the old

man's heart in thrall.' Many and many a weary night found

him sleepless, as he wet his pillow with tears. Not such

tears as he wept when Richard Wilmot died, nor such as fell

upon}jthe grave of his first-born, for oh, his grief then was

I
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naught, compared with what he now felt for his Sunshine, his

idol, his precious Fanny. "I cannot, cannot let her die," was

the cry which hourly welled up from the depths of that fond

father's aching heart. "Take all, take every thing I own,

but leave me Sunshine; she musn't, musn't die."

, Earnestly did Fanny pray that her father might be en-

abled better to bear his affliction. But he turned a deaf ear

alike to her and his gentle, enduring wife, who, bowed with

sorrow, yet sought to soothe her grief-stricken husband.

Sadly he would turn away, saying, "It's of no use talking.

I can't be pious, if they take Fanny away. I can see why

t'other one died. 'Twas to bring me to my senses, and show

me how bad I used her ; but Fanny, my Sunshine, what has

Josh done that she should leave.him too. Oh, it's more than

I can bar."
. At Dr. Gordon's request a council of physicians in Frank-

fort was called. As the one who came last was about to

enter her room, Mr. Middleton detained him, while he said,
"Save her, Doctor, save her,.and you shall have all I'm

worth." Impatiently he awaited the decision. it came, but

alas, it brought no hope.
Mr. William Middleton, who had recently come from

New Orleans, broke the news to his unhappy brother. Ter-

rible was the anguish of Uncle Joshua, when, he became
convinced that he must lose her. Nothing could induce him
to leave her room; and as if endowed with superhuman
strength, he watched by her constantly, only leaving her
once each day to visit the quiet grave, the bed of his other
daughter, where now the long, green grass was waving, and
the summer flowers were blooming, flowers which Fanny's
hand had planted and the father's tears had watered.

One night they were alone, the old man and his child.
For several hours Fanny had tured uneasily upon her pil-
low, but she at last fell into a deep sleep. For a time her
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father sat quietly listening to the sound of her breathing,

then arising he softly drew aside the curtains, and looked long
and anxiously at her as she slept.

Suddenly lifting his hands he exclaimed, "Oh, God, save
her, or help me to bear it if she dies." It was the first
prayer which for long, long years had passed his lips, but it
had a power to bring back the olden feeling, when a happy

boy, he had knelt at his mother's side, and was not ashamed
to pray. Falling on his knees, he tried to recall the words
of prayer his mother had taught him, but one petition alone
came from his heart in that dark, midnight hour. "Oh,
don't let Fanny die, don't let her die, for who will comfort
old Joshua when shQis gone."

"The Saviour ; he, who oncewept at the grave of Laza-
rus, will be more to you, than I ever was, or ever can be,"
said Fanny.,

In her sleep she dreamed that her father prayed. She
awoke and found it true. "Come nearer to me, father," said
she. He did so, and then among his thick gray locks she
laid her thin white hand and prayed.

It was a beautiful sight, and methinks the angels hovered
round as that young disciple, apparently so near the portals
of Heaven, sought to lead her weeping father to the same
glad world. Her words were soothing, and o'er his darkened
mind.a ray of light seemed feebly, faintly shining. Before
the morning dawned, he had resolved that if there still was
hope for him he would find it. Many a time during the
succeeding days he prayed in secret, not that Fanny might
be spared, but that he might be reconciled to God. His
prayer at length was answered, and Uncle Joshua was a
changed man. He showed it in every thing, in the expres-
sion of his face and in the 'words he uttered. For his Sun-
shine he still wept, but with a chastened grief, for now he
knew that if she died, he should see her in Heaven.
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Where now was Dr. Lacey? Knew he not of the

threatened danger? At his father's bedside, where for many-
days his place had been, he had received from Mr. William

Middleton a letter announcing Fanny's illness, which, how-

ever, was not then considered dangerous. On learning the
contents of the letter, the elder Mr. Lacey said, turning to his

son, "Go, George, go; I would not keep you from her a mo-

ment." The Doctor needed no second bidding, and the first

steamer which left New Orleans bore him upon its deck,
anxious and impatient.

Fast the days rolled on, and they who watched Fanny,
alternately hoped and feared, as she one day seemed better

and the next worse. Of those days we will not speak. We

hasten to a night three weeks from the commencement of

her illness, when gathered in her room were anxious friends,
who feared the next day's sun would see her dead. Florence,
Kate, and Mrs. Miller were there, with tearful eyes and sad-

dened faces. Frank Cameron, too, was there. Business,

either real or fancied, had again taken him to Kentucky, and

hearing of Fanny's illness he had hastened to her.

She had requested to be raised up, and now, leaning

against her Uncle William, she lay in a deep slumber. In

a corner of the room sat Uncle Joshua, his head bowed

down, his face covered by his hands, while the large tears

fell upon the carpeting, as he sadly whispered to himself;

"It'll be lonesome at night; it'll be'lonesome in the morn-

ing ; it'll be lonesome every whar."
Florence stood by him, and tried by gently smoothing

his tangled hair, to express the sympathy she could not

speak. Suddenly there was the sound of fast-coming wheels,
and Kate, thinking it must be Dr. Gordon, whom they were

each moment expecting, ran out to meet him. Nearer and

nearer came the carriage, and as Kate was peering through
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the darkness to see if it were the expected physician, Dr.
-Lacey sprang quickly to her side.

In Frankfort he had heard that Fanny could not live, and
now he eagerly asked, " Tell me, Mrs. Miller, is she yet
alive ?"

Kate replied by leading him directly towards the sick
chamber. As he entered the room Uncle Joshua burst into
a fresh flood of tears, saying as he took the Doctor's offered
hand, "Poor boy! poor George. You're losing a great
deal, but not as much as I, for you can find another Fanny,
but for me thar's no more Sunshine, when they carry her
away."

Dr. Gordon now came, and after feeling her pulse and
listening to the sound of her breathing, he said, "When she
wakes from this sleep I think th'e matter will be decided.
She will be better or worse."

And he was right, although the old clock in the hall told
the hour of midnight ere she roused from the deep slumber
which had seemed so much like the long last sleep of death.
Her first words were for "water, water," and as she put up
her hand to take the offered glass, Dr. Gordon whispered
to Dr. Lacey; "She is better, but must not see you to-
night."y

In a twinkling Mr. Middleton's large hand was laid on
Dr. Lacey's shoulder, and hurrying him into the adjoining
room, he said, "Stay here till mornin', and neither breathe.
nor stir !"

Dr. Lacey complied with this request as far as it was pos-
sible, though never seemed a night so long, and never dawn-
ed a morning so bright ,as did the succeeding one, when
through the house the joyful tidings ran, that the crisis was
past, and. Fanny would live.'

In the course of the morning, lnny asked Kate, who
alone was attending her, if Dr. Lacey were not there?

"'What makes you think so ?" said Kate.

"Because," answered Fanny, "I either heard him, or

dreamed that I did."
" And if he is here, could you bear to see him now?"

"Oh, yes, yes," was the eager answer, and the next mo-

ment Dr. Lacey was by her side.

Intuitively Kate left the room, consequently we have no

means of knowing what occurred during that interview, when

Dr. Lacey as it were received back from the arms of death

his Fanny, whose recovery from that time was sure though

slow. Mr. Middleton, in the exuberance of his joy at having

his Sunshine restored, seemed hardly sane, but frequently

kept muttering to himself, "Yes, yes, I remember,-I'll do

it, only give me a little time;" at the same time his elbow

moved impatiently, as if nudging off some unseen visitor.

What it was that he remembered, and would do, was not

known for several days, and then he informed his wife, that

when at first he feared lest Fanny should not live, he had

racked his brain to know why this fresh evil was brought

upon him, and had concluded that it was partly to punish

him for his ill-treatment of Julia when living, and partly be-

cause that now she was dead he had neglected to purchase

for her any grave-stones ; and I promised, said he, "that if

she was . spar'd, I'd buy as nice a grave-stun as I would if

'twas Sunshine." Three weeks from that time there stood

by the mound in the little grave-yard a plain handsome

mnument, on which was simply inscribed, "Julia, aged

twenty."
One after another those who had been with Fanny dur-

ing her illness departed to their homes. Frank Cameron

lingered several weeks in Frankfort. Florence, too, was there

with some. relatives. Now, reader, if you value our friend-

ship, you will not accuse him of being fickle. He had loved

Fanny long and faithfully, but he knew the time was coming
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when ne would see her the wife of another. What wonder
was it then, if he suffered his eye.occasionally to rest admir-
ingly upon Florence Woodburn's happy face, or that he fre-
quently found himself, trying to trace some resemblance
between the dark kazel of Florence's eyes and the deep blue
of Fanny's !

With woman's quick perception Florence divined Frank's
thoughts, and although she professed herself to be "terribly

afraid of his presbyterian smile and deaconish ways," she
took good care not to discourage him. But she teased him
unmercifully, and played him many sorry tricks. He bore

it all good-humoredly, and when he started next for New-
York he had with him a tiny casing, from which peeped the
merry face of Florence, looking as if just meditating some
fresh mischief.

And what of Florence? Why, safely stowed away at the
bottom of her bureau-drawer, under a promiscuous pile of
gloves, ribbons, laces, and handkerchiefs, was a big daguer-

reotype; but as Florence guarded that drawer most carefully,
always keeping the key in her pocket, we are unable to say
any thing certain upon the subject. Up to this day we don't
know exactly whose face it was, that led Florence to the
drawer so many times a day, but we are safe in saying, that
it looked frank enough to be Frank himself!

Here for a time we leave her, and return to Mr. Middle-
ton's, where Fanny was improving each day. Dr. Lacey
watched her recovery anxiously, fearing continually lest
some new calamity should happen to take his treasure from
him. Owing to the protracted illness of his father it became
necessary that he should go back to New Orleans; but as

soon as possibl he would return, and then,- Fanny could
have told you *hat then, and so too could we, but we prefer

keeping you in suspense.

13

CHAPTER XXI V.

THE autumn months were gone ; December had come and
"Christmas was coming." The negroes, far and near, had
counted the days which must pass before their expected holi-
days. In Uncle Joshua's kitchen there was much talking
and laughing, fixing and fussing, and some crying. Had
you asked the cause of the crying, you would have been told
that Miss.Fanny was to be married Christmas Eve, and the
week following she would leave them, and start for New
Orleans.

Preparations commenced on a large scale ; for Uncle
Joshua, a little proud, it may be, of his handsome house, had
determined on a large party. The old gentleman even went
so far as to order for himself a, new suit of broadcloth, say-
ing, by way of apology, that, "though the jeens coat and
bagging pants did well enough for Josh, they wouldn't an-
swer no how for the father of Mrs. Dr. George Lacey."

In every corner might be seen little negroes engaged in
stoning raisins, with here and there a seed sticking to their
shining faces. Owing to some unaccountable reason, when
the raisins were finished, nearly half of the original quantity
was found missing. Aunt Judy's suspicions instantly alight-
ed upon Bob, notwithstanding his vehement denial of hay-
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ing even tacked a raisin while stoning them. Alts, for poor
Bob! He had taken too many, and his stomach began to

show threatening signs of dislodging its contents. Vomiting

was the result, during which process Aunt Judy shook him

lustily, declaring, "he had done et enough raisins to give an

ostrich the misspepsy !"

Bob didn't know who she was, but he gladly made his

escape from his mother's hands, muttering to himself, "I

don't care a darn how many Miss Betsy's I git; they can't
none on 'em be worse than mother. High, she's a roarer,"

and with this consoling reflection he betook himself to the

barn in quest of eggs, as his mother had bidden him not to

come in her sight again, unless his cap were full of eggs.

"Sposin' I can't find none," said he, "wonder if she 'spects
me to lay 'em."

Bob was naturally of an inquiring mind, and for many

days back he had been troubled to know exactly what re-

lationship would exist between Dr. Lacey and himself when

the former should be Fanny's husband. He could not settle

the point satisfactorily, and when he thought his mother had

forgotten the, raisins he ventured to ask her opinion.
"Why, Bob," said she, "'tain't no ways likely you'll be

connection at all, for he won't have such a limb in his fami-

ly, but I am Fanny's aunt, and that'll make Dr. Lacey my

niece."
Bob never thought of doubting his .mother's word, but

he lamented his numerous misdemeanors, which would pre-

vent him, too, from being Dr. Lacey's aunt !
A week before the wedding, Florence, who loved dearly

to be in a bustle, came laden with bandboxes and carpet

bags. Hourly through the house rang her merry laugh, as

she flitted hither and thither, actually doing nothing in her

zeal to do every thing. She had consented to be bridesmaid

on condition that she should choose her own groomsman,
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wlho, she said, should be "Uncle Billy," as she always called
Mr. William Middleton, "unless Providence sent her some

one she liked better." Whether it were owing to Providence,
or to an invitation, which vent from Florence to New-York,

we are unable to say, but two days before the '4th, Uncle

Joshua surprised Florence and Fanny by opening the door

of the room where they were sitting, and saying, "Ho, my

boy, here they be ;--come on."
The girls started up, and in a moment Frank stood be-

tween them, with an arm thrown around each. "Why, Mr.

Cameron," said Florence, "what did you come for, and who

knew you were coming ?"
"I came to see you, and you knew I was coming," an-

swered Frank.
"'Well then," returned Florence, "if you came to see me,

do look at me, and not keep your eyes fixed so continually

on Fanny. In a few days you will be breaking that part of

the tenth commandment, which says, 'thou shalt not covet

thy neighbor's wife.' "
"Possibly I might, had I never seen you," answered

Frank.
At a late hour that night Florence moved with soft foot-

steps about her sleeping room, fearing lest she should awaken

Fanny. Her precautious were useless, for Fanny was awake;

looking at Florence, she said, " Oh, Flory, you naughty girl,

what makes you blush so dreadfully ? "

The next half hour was spent by Florence in telling

Fanny what Frank had just asked her in four or five words,
and which she had answered in one, viz. if she would be his

wife ; "but then," said Florence, pretending to pout, "he

was so very conscientious that he had to tell me what I al-

ready knew, which was that he once loved you better than

he should ever love another."
Frank had asked Florence to share, his lot through life,
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and she, like any-other good, prompt Kentucky girl, had
readily answered "yes," although she was frightened next

moment for fear she had been too easily won by the "cold

Yankee," as she called him, and she proposed taking back

what she had said just for the sake of being teased. Mr.

Woodburn came next day to bring Florence some article of

dress, which she would need. He was not surprised when

Frank, taking him aside, modestly asked for his daughter,
he said, "Yes," almost as readily as Florence had done, and
then it was hard telling which seemed most happy, Frank

or 'Dr. Lacey.1
The 24th of December came at last. We, at the North,

who, during six months of the year, blow our benumbed

fingers, can scarcely imagine how bright and beautiful are

some of the clear warm'days of a Kentucky winter. On

this occasion, as if nature had resolved to do her best, the
day was soft and sunny as in early autumn, presenting a

striking contrast to the wild, angry storm, which rent the

sky, when once before 'neath Uncle Joshua's roof, a bridal

party was assembled.
As night approached, carriage after carriage rolled up

the long, gravelled pathway, until Ike declared, "Thar was

no more room in the parns, and if any more came he'd have

to drive 'em into the kitchen."-

Up and down the broad stairway tripped light and joy-
ous footsteps until the rooms above, which Luce had put in

so exact, order, presented a scene of complete confusion.

Bandboxes were turned bottom-side up, and their contents

indiscriminately scattered until it was impossible to tell, what

was yours and what wasn't. Merry voices were 'heard, talk-

ing, laughing, and asking, "how do I look ?" to which ques-

tion those present invariably answered, "oh, beautifully,"
without ever looking up ! But the answer was correct

enough, for the young girls, who that night assembled at

Fanny's bridal, were beautiful enough to make even Mr.
William Middleton talk of trying Twiggs' preparation on
his slightly whitened locks !

In one room there was rather more order. 'Twas where
Florence and Fanny were dressing. Once Florence stopped
in the midst of her toilet,.and throwing her arms 'about
Fanny, said, "Oh, I am so glad you are the bride, for I
would, not live that other dreadful night over again for any
thing. Why, I actually 'found two white hairs in my head'
within a week after, and I know 'twas all owing to my
fright !"

Just before Fanny was ready, a servant entered, bringing
to -her a singularly-looking bouquet. It consisted of three
large, full blown roses, round which were ranged in a per-
fect circle, some dark green leaves of rose geranium. The
whole was tied with a piece of white tape. It was the gift
of Bill Jeffrey, who had brought it himself with the request
that Fanny would accept it, as he had nothing else to give.
Mrs. Jeffrey had quite a passion for flowers, and for many
days, Bill had watched these roses, fearing they would not
be fully blown by the time he wanted them. Some one had
suggested to him that buds were preferable, but he resented
the advice as an insult, saying, "he reckoned he knew better
than to offer Miss Fanny stingy little i'ose buds." Fanny ac-
cepted the bouquet, and ordered it to be placed with the re-
mainder of her bridal presents. Then learning that Billy
was still waiting, she sent an invitation that he should stay
and witness the ceremony.

At length the noise up stairs subsided, and was transfer-
red to the parlors below, but even there it ceased, as through
the door came Dr. Lacey and Fanny, followed by Frank
Cameron and Florence.) The ceremony was not interrupted
by the thunder's roar, nor the company blinded by the light-
ning's flash, but throughout the rooms was a solemn hush,
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as Fanny was made Dr. Lacey's wife. Firmly Dr. Lacey
held her hand until the last word was spoken; then when
he felt sure that she was his, he stooped down and whisper-

ed in her ear, "Thank God, you are mine at last."
Their friends now crowded round offering their congratu-

lations to Dr. and Mrs. Lacey, who looked as they felt, per-

fectly happy. Uncle Joshua too came forward, and taking

the hand of his son-in-law, said, "George, I have now gin
you my only gal, and I've got nothin' left, but I am old and
before long shall go home. I needn't tell you to be good
natured. and kind to Sunshine, for I know you will be, and
if an old man's blessing is of any account, you both have
mine." Here he entirely broke down, and drawing Fanny
to him, sobbed out, "Oh, what shall I do without you?
What shall I do without my Sunshine?"

Dr. Lacey tried to soothe him, and by the time supper

was announced he had become calm. He led the way to
the dining-room, saying, "Come on, as many on you as can
squeeze in, and the rest can set on the stars. Thar's plates
enough to go 'round, I reckon, for Nancy borrowed all Miss
Thornton and Widder Brown had."

Judy had no fears this time that the supper would not be
eaten, while Bob, who was watching the proceedings through
the window, expressed his fears that "they'd clear the table,

smack and clean," hoping that if they did, "they'd all vo-
muk a heap worse than he did when he et the raisins."

But Bob was mistaken in his estimate of things, and
when at a late hour that night he held the lantern until Ike
had harnessed the last horse, he crept to his rude bed with
a sick head and a sick stomach, the result of a very light
supper of half a chicken, four tarts, five pieces of cake, three
saucers of ice cream, four pickles, and two cups of strong
coffee ! He, however, forgot his troubles by morning and

said, "he allus did like to go to Miss Fanny's wedding,
'cause he had sich tall things to eat."

Three days after the wedding Mr. Middleton's carriage
again stood before the door, while Ike tried to conceal his
tears by fixing and refixing the travelling trunks in their pro-
per places. Fanny had been the playmate of his childhood,
and the affection conceived for her then had increased as

he grew older. Now she was leaving him, and the poor
black boy cried as he thought how lonesome the old place
would be without her. Her parents thought so too, but
they tried to -appear composed, for they would not add un-
necessary grief to their daughter's parting. When all was
ready, Uncle Joshua kneeled down, and winding his arm
about Fanny, prayed in simple, touching language that God
would protect his Sunshine, and at last bring them all to the
same home. "All of us ; don't let one be missing thar."
There was a peculiar, pathos in the tone of his voice as he
said the last words, and all knew to whom he referred.

Long and wearisome at Mr. Middleton's were the days
succeeding Fanny's departure, while in Dr. Lacer's home all
was joy and gladness, as Aunt Dilsey "put her best foot
forward to get ready for the new Miss." Tarts, or "little
pies" as she called them, were her special favorites, and now
Aunt Dilsey was not a little puzzled to know which kind

would suit Fanny best.
"Wish I knew," said she, "which she likes most, grape

sass ones, or blackbry ones."
"Let me fix 'em," said Rondeau. "You make a heap of

both kinds, and mebby I can manage to worry down a lit-
tle of what she don'teat."

Rondeau was in high spirits these days, for his master
had promised to give him Leffie one week after his return
home. This, of course, made Leffie good for nothing, and
tdndeau a good deal worse. He was continually in the
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kitchen, playing off some prank on Aunt Dilsey, who declared,
"She hoped marster would come pretty soon and tend to him,
or she shouldn't have a spoonfull of sense left."

Her wish was gratified, for one afternoon there came

word that Dr. Lacey was in the city. He had arrived a day
sooner than he had expected to, and in a few hours would be at

home, where he hoped to find all in readiness to receive him,

Every thing and every body was in a flurry. Fires had to be

lighted in the parlors, supper table spread in the dining-room,
coffee put a boiling, and chickens set to broiling, while Jack

was continually reminded how to " hold up his head antd
make a bow to the tiew lady, like he had some manners."

Then came the making of Aunt Dilsey's toilet, which

was no small matter considering the amount of labor neces-

sary to get her dress together, but then, of course, 'twas very
loose, for "she did'nt b'lieve in having tight dresses, and

wouldn't neither, if she was as big agin."

About dark Dr. Lacey arrived. Happy as'a bird, Fan-'

ny sprang up the steps. Every thing about her seemed home-

like and cheerful. Dusky, but kind faces peered at her from

every corner, while Aunt Dilsey, with a complacent smile,
stood ready to receive her. Fanny was prepared to like

every thing, but there was something peculiarly pleasing to
her in Dilsey's broad, good-humored face. Going up to her,
she took both her hands, and said, "I know we shall be good

friends. I shall like you, and you will love me a little, won't

you, just as the old aunties did, I left in Kentucky ?"
Aunt Dilsey hadn't expected all this, and the poor crea-

ture burst into tears, saying, "Lord bless the sweet Miss!

I'd die for her this minute, I would."r

Rondeau, Leflie, and the other blacks belonging to the

establishment' nOw came forward, and in -the crowd . little

Jack's bow was entirely unappreciated ; but Fanny next day

made amends by giving him nearly a pound of candy, which

I

had the effect of making him sick a week, but he got well
in time to be present at Leffie's wedding, which took place
just a week after Dr. Lacey's return.

Leffie, who chanced to be just the size of her young mis-
tress, was thrown into ecstasies by the gift of a thin pink
and white silk, which Fanny presented to her for a bridal
dress. Aunt Dilsey, in order to show her thanks, went
down on her knees, a thing she never attempted again, as it
took her such an unheard-of length of time to recover a
standing posture. Dr. Lacey had made Leffie the present of
a pairof gold ear-rings, so that she was really a pretty bride,
and Rondeau was the happiest negro in all New Orleans.

As weddings seem to be the order of this chapter, we
may here, as well as any where, dispose of Mrs. Carrington,
whom, you will remember, Raymond said he would one day
marry. When he left Frankfort, he had no definite idea as
to what he should do, but after reaching Cincinnati, it occur-
red to him that his mother had a wealthy old bachelor-un-
ele living in St. Louis, and thither he determined to go.
This uncle, Mr. Dunlap, received the young man cordially,
for he was the first relative he had met with in years. There
was something, too, in the manner with which Raymond in-
troduced himself, that won for him a place in the crusty old
man's good opinion.

"I am Fred Raymond," said he, "your niece Helen's
son, and as poor a jack as there is this side of California.
They say you are a stingy old customer, but I don't care for
that. You have got to give me some business, anda home
too."

Had Raymond come cringingly about his uncle, he most
likely would have been sent away. But Mr. Dunlap was a
somewhat uncivil man, and Raymond's uncivil speech charm-
ed him, and he answered, "Upon my word, Fred, you are
well stocked with impudence, if you havn't any thing else,

15
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But I like that much better than palaver. Want some bu-
siness, hey? Well, what can you do? Nothing, I'll war-
rant."

"I can do any thing you can, sir," answered Raymond,
unhesitatingly. "Only give me something that will bring
money, for money I must and will have."

Without knowing it, he had touched the right chord, for a
young man who wished to work and make money, was a
novel sight to old Dunlap, who. held laziness in great abhor-

rence. He was a wealthy merchant, and fortunately: was
just wanting a young man in his counting-room. This situa-
tion, with a liberal salary, he offered to Raymond, who eager-
ly accepted it. That day seemed to Raymond of intermi-
nable length, for in his haste to find his uncle, he had neg-
lected to take breakfast, and when dinner hour arrived, he
was greatly surprised to see Mr. Dunlap walk off without
saying a word to him.'

"Wonder if he means to starve me," thought Raymond.
The old gentleman soon returned, and Raymond thought
there was a mischievous look in his gray eye, but he kept

silent until the bells of the city rang for nine. Then as he
saw his uncle about to leave, he took his hat and accompa-
nied him. When they were in the street, Mr. Dunlap said,
"Are you going any where in particular, Fred ? "

"I don't know whether I am or not," answered Raymond.
"I am going home with you, and am going to have some
supper, too."

Nothing more was said until they reached a large, re-
markably handsome building, which they entered. Mr.
Dunlap rang the bell and ordered supper for himself and

Raynond. While waiting for it, Raymond had time to
look about him, He was surprised at the costly furniture,

and argued from that, that he should soon have a warm

supper of corresponding goodness. Greatly was he disap-

pointed on entering the dining-room, to find nothing but a
few thin slices of bread, already buttered, and some tolera-
bly decent coffee. (The table was covered with a fine da-
mask cloth and adorned with silver plate.)

Mr. Dunlap sat down and passed the bread to Raymond,
who instantly took two thirds of the whole. With the ut-
most sang froid Mr. Dunlap continued holding the plate,
saying, "Better take it all."

Raymond did so, and ate it-too, then seizing the bell, he

asked the servant, who appeared, if there was any cold meat
in the house?"

"Yes, marster."
"Well, bring me some, quick."

"Yes, marster."
And she immediately placed before him some cold roast

beef, with its appendages. While he was carving and help-

ing himself, Mr. Dunlap said, quietly, "Perhaps you mean

to board with me
"Yes, sir, I do," answered Raymond.
"Was you going to pay?"

Raymond hesitated a moment, and then said, "No, sir,
I'm not going to spend my salary for board !"

"Very well," answered his uncle, "when you finish that
joint of beef, I'll show you your room, for I'm afraid you'll
be walking into my best bed, boots and all."

Raymond did not eat quite all the beef, and in a few
moments found himself in a snug, pleasant little room,, which
his uncle said he might call his. As'Mr. Dunlap was leav-

ing the room, Raymond called after him, saying, "Ho, old
fellow, have some nice beef steak in the morning, will you ?"

His uncle did not answer, but trod heavily down the

winding stairway, muttering to himself, "He's some, and no
mistake, but I like his grit, any way."

Mr. Dunlap was a wealthy, but miserly man. He, how-
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ever, liked to show off, and to appear well in society. Ac-
cordingly, his house was furnished expensively, and he kept
numerous servants. Four times a year he gave large dinner

parties, at which he spared neither money nor pains, but to
make amends for such extravagance, he almost starved him-
self the remainder of the tinie.

Recently he had begun to find his life lonely, and he
looked upon Raymond as a godsend to cheer hissolitude.
He Wished, however, to know something of him before taking
him into his confidence, and consequently treated him as we
have seen. But the die was cast, and Raymond was soon
perfectly at home in his uncle's house, where he called every
thing his. He even succeeded in making a change in the
board, saying, he could not work on such meagre fare, and
what was more, he would not. Mr. Dunlap yielded the
point quietly, merely saying, "he hoped Fred would let him
know before he concluded to sell the house!"

When Raymond had been with his uncle about three
months, the junior partner died, and Mr. Dunlap proposed
that Raymond should take his place. " I hav'nt any money,"
said Raymond, "but it won't hurt you a bit to take me with-
out any capital, and give me a fair share of the profits." In
a few days the old sign board, which for thirty years had

proclaimed the firm of " Dunlap & Johnson," was exchanged
for a new one, on which was written in large letters, "Dun-

lap & Raymond." .
Raymond now was on the road to wealth, but he never

for a moment forgot his design of eventually marrying Mrs,
Carrington. He had once accidentally mentioned her in

the presence of his-uncle, who immediately asked, "Who is

Mrs. Carrington ?" In a few moments Raymond told who
and what she was, sparing none of her faults, but making
the most of her virtues, and speaking too of his ovn views
apd feelings with regard to her.

Mr. Dunlap listened attentively, and when Raymond
finished speaking, he said, "Yes,-Mrs. Carrington,-Well

-I don't think she would feel much flattered with your
description of her. And you like her, and think she would
marry you, if you were rich, hey ?"

"I know she would," said Raymond, warmly.
"Well, we shall see, we shall see," answered his uncle.
The spring following Julia Middleton's death, Mrs. Car-

rington, thinking she was not appreciated in Frankfort, deter-
mined on going to St. Louis. Several of her relatives re-
sided there, besides a rich bachelor, old enough to be her
father, to whom she had once been engaged, but had jilted
for Mr. Carrington. Now, however, she resolved to make

another attack upon him, feeling tolerably sure of success,
for she knew he had once idolized her.

Raymond was first apprised of her being in St. Louis by
accidentally meeting her in the street, accompanied by her
cousin, Miss howard, who was something of a belle. The
cold, frigid bow, which Mrs. Carrington had prepared to
greet Raymond with, melted into a smile of pleased recog-
nition, when she saw how familiarly her cousin received and
chatted with him. Still,. she was somewhat on her guard,
but before they parted, Miss Howard had invited him to call
upon them that evening, saying that she and Mrs. Carring-
ton would be alone.

When Raymond returned home to tea, he casually men-
tioned to his uncle that he should be absent that evening, as
he was intending to call upon some ladies.

"Singular coincidence," returned Mr. Dunlap, "for I too
shall be engaged in the same business."

"You call upon the ladies I" said Raymond.
"Yes, why not ?" returned his uncle, slightly reddening.

" There's not a fashionable mother in St. Louis but weekly
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lectures her daughter on the importance of treating 'the
ugly, but rich old Dunlap)' with due respect.'"

At an early hour Raymond started for Mr.. Howard's.
Since morning Mrs. Carrington had learned from her cousin
Jane the position which Raymond occupied in society, and
she received him with great cordiality of mapner, although
she appeared ill at'ease, and- started nervously each time the
sound of footsteps was heard. Soon there was the sound of
a loud, hasty ring at the door, and ina moment, who should
enter the room but, Mr. Dunlap, who walked across the room
and greeted Mrs. Carrington with the freedom of an old
friend, saying, "I scarcely hoped ever again to see you,
Ida."

Raymond's jealousy was instantly roused, He had heard
the clerks hint that eight or nine years before his uncle had
been disappointed by a young lady many years his junior,
and that this disappointment had increased the natural mo-
roseness of his nature. He had never asked the narne of
the lady, but he was now convinced that 'twas none other
than Ida Carrington.

An awkward restraint seemed suddenly to have fallen
upon the little company, and as Raymond thought he was
the cause, he soon took his leave. What occurred that
night between Mr. Dunlap and Mrs. Carrington, Raymond
never exactly knew, but when next morning he met his uncle
at breakfast, he fancied there was the same mischievous look
in his eye which he remembered having seen once before.

After a time Mr. Dunlap said, "Fred, do you still love
Mrs. Carrington well enough to marry her ?"

"Yes, don't you ?" answered Raymond.
Mr. Dunlap did not reply to this question, but continued,

"Ten years ago, Fred, I made a fool of myself by fancying
that a young girl, scarcely twenty-one, loved me and my
ugly face well enough to marry me, but when a younger,
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handsomer, and nearly as wealthy a man, preseiited him-

pelf, Ida Lindsey all at once discovered that thirty-five years

difference in our ages was altogether too much. She left

me and. married young Carrington. But now that he is

dead, she is willing old Dunlap should again bend his rheu-

matic knees before her, for she thinks me rich, but I shan't

do it. I have, however, spoken a word for you, and she will

not tell you "No" again.

The next time Raymond saw Mrs. Carrington, she met

him with her sweetest smile, but he all at once discovered

many perfections in Jane Howard, and for three weeks he

flirted with her, utterly neglecting Mrs. Carrington, who tried

in vain to win him to her side. At the end of that time his

flirtation was cut short by the return of a gentleman from

Europe, to whom Jane had long been engaged.

When next Raymond and Mrs. Carrington were alone,

he abruptly said, "Mrs. Carrington, I will marry you, if you

want me to !"

She probably did want him to, for four weeks from that

time Mr. Dunlap's house was thrown open to a large party

who assembled to pay their respects to Mr. and Mrs. Ray-

mond. Mrs. Carrington soon found that the man she had

to deal with this time was not.so patient and all-enduring

as her first husband had been. He was not unkind, but he

exercised over his wife a surveillance exceedingly annoying,

and she learned too late that she had not only chosen a hus-

band but an exacting master, who, although he treated her

with attention, was still determined that she should pay due

deference to him and his wishes.

She was also disappointed in her expectations of a for-

tune, for within two years after her marriage Mr. Dunlap

suddenly died. He had intended to make his will and

make Raymond his heir, but like many other men he put it

off until it was too late, and his property, which was found
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to be less than was supposed, went back to his brothers and
sisters, and from them to their children and grandchildren,
so that Raymond got but a small share.

He, however, retained his position as a merchant, and
struggled hard to keep his wife in the same circumstances to
which she had been accustomed. She appreciated his kind-
ness, and when at the end of three years she was the mother
of three children, she concluded it was time to lays aside all
desire for fashionable amusements, and she became a tolera-
bly affectionate wife, and a wonderfully indulgent mother. CHAPTER XXV.

IT was a day of unusual rejoicing in the establishment over
which Miss Dillon presided as fashionable dressmaker, iil-
liner, &c., in Cincinnati. Faces which for many weeks had
scarcely worn a smile when in the presence of their grim
mistress, now broke forth in merry peals of laughter,
and backs which for the same length of tim.e had bent in a
sort of half-circle over brocades, silks, and satins, were now
erect, while needles which should have been better employed,
now stuck stiff and straight in the mammoth pincushion on
the little workstand. The cause of all this change was
this : Miss Dillon, the crabbed, cross rained, parsimonious
proprietor of the shop, had gone for two weeks to the coun-
try, leaving her affairs in the charge of her foreman, Lizzie
Copeland, a chubby, good-natured girl, whom nobody feared,
and everybody loved.

Hardly had the last tones of Miss Dillon's harsh voice sub-
sided in the workroom, ere a dozen girls exclaimed at once,
"Oh, good ! now what shall we do, and what shall we have
nice to eat, whilst the stingy old thing is gone?" There
was, however, one drawback to their pleasure. A large
quantity of work was on hand, to finish which somebody
must labor both early and late.

"Dear me," said Jenny Carson, as before the glass she
15*
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brushed and admired her bright auburn hair, "how I wish
some raw apprentice-who knows how to sew, would happen
along ! Wouldn't we make her work while we rested ?" and
Jenny threw herself on the faded calicos lounge with the air
and manner of one who had nothing to do, and no wish to
do it.

ThQ girls looked at her and then at Lizzie Copeland, who
was about to reprove the notoriously lazy Jenny, when tingle,
tingle went the bell in the front shop, and out went Miss
Copeland to see what was wanted. In an instant Jenny was
on her feet, saying, "Who knows but it's the apprentice
I was wishing for !" Then up to the little glass door she.
stole, and lifting one corner of the curtain, peeped cautiously
out at the stranger, who was talking with Lizzie.

"Shame on you, Jenny," said on1e of the older girls.
"Come back to your work and behave yourself."

But Jenny paid no heed to her companion, and continued
her espionage, until suddenly starting back she exclaimed,
"Laws of mercy ! what horrible eyes, and she saw nee look-
ing at her, too."

This brought up half a. dozen more girls, who crowded
round the glass dor, curiously eyeing the stranger, who
seemed desirous of coming amongst them. One of Miss
Dillon's last orders to Lizzie was, that if during her absence
two or three decent-looking girls should apply for situations,
she should engage them, and the girl who now stood before
Lizzie was certainly decent-looking, yes, and more than that,
for humble as was her dress and appearance, there, was sonie-
thing about her that inspired Miss Copeland with a feeling
slightly akin to awe. She gave her name as Lucy Brown,
and said she was from the country. After a little further
conversation, Lizzie concluded to receive her, and she was
ushered into the workroom through the glass door, from
which the half-4dozen girls beat a precipitate retreat, Jenny

falling down and upsetting the pile of bonnet boxes, which

rolled promiscuously over the floor.

When order was somewhat restored, twenty pair of

eyes were turned towards the new comer. She was a young
girl apparently eighteen or twenty years of age. Her face

was pale almost startlingly so, and her glossy black hair was

cut short iii the neck, giving her a strange, unusual appear-
ance, Her most remarkable feature was her large, black,
glittering eyes, whose glance was so proudly defiant that

Jenny at once despaired of making her presence any way
subservient to her wishes.

Jenny had agreat fancy for tracing back one's origin and

ancestry, consequently the name of the stranger girl, Lucy
Brown, was not a little displeasing. "It might as well be

John Smith," thought she, "for who is ever going to be at

the trouble of running through the whole race of Browns

for the sake of alighting upon her great-grandfather. How-

ever, I'll make her acquaintance, and question her a little."

Accordingly she moved towards the corner where Lucy
sat quietly sewing on a black skirt, which Lizzie had given
her to make. She commenced the conversation with, "I
suppose you have made skirts before, haven't you ? "

"No," was the laconic reply.

"What ! Never made a skirt ?"

" Never !"
"That's queer ! Why, you must be as old as I, are you

not?"
"I don't know."
"Well, I'm seventeen; are you older than that ?"
"Yes."
Jenny was puzzled, but determining to persevere, she

said, "Are you always so quiet and still as you seem to be

now?"
"Very seldom," was the reply, while the fiery flash from
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her glittering eyes made Jenny conclude not to question her
any more for the present.

Scarcely was the conclusion formed when the ringing
of the door-bell was heard, and up bounced Jenny, saying,
"Let me go this time, for my head aches so I can't see any
way." Away she ran, but soon returned bringing the Daily
Cincinnati Commercial in her hand, and saying, "Won't I
have a nice time now, reading the rest of that story."

The girls well knew it was impossible to make Jenny
work when Miss Dillon was absent, therefore they listened,
nothing loath, to the conclusion of a story, which had been
in progress for several days. That being finished, Jenny
looked the paper over and suddenly exclaimed, " Oh, girls,
don't you remember the advertisement which appeared two
weeks ago concerning Julia Middleton, of whom cousin Mary
told us so much ? "

"Yes, what of it ?" asked a dozen voices, while Lucy
Brown accidentally dropped her thimble, occupying quite a
little time in finding it.

Jenny answered, "She's dead,-drowned ! But let me
read it," and in a few moments she read the first notice,
headed, "Supposed Suicide."

Jenny was a kind-hearted girl, and as she finished read-
ing, two large tears dropped from her eyes and, fell upon the
paper.

"Oh, Jenny Carson," said one of the girls, "I do believe
you're crying for that bag of deceit ! If what your cousin
Mary told us about her were true, she deserves drowning a
dozen times.",

"Perhaps she does," answered Jenny; "but then she
was so young, so handsome, and then you know her father
was not so kind to her as he was to the other one, the one
he called Sunshine. Now if he had been better to Julia,
she might have been better to him. Don't you think so ? "

1
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"I don't think any thing about it," said her companion.
"I only know I'm glad she's getting her pay for all her bad-
ness."t

"Oh, awful !" said Jenny. "Not even willing that she
should live until she had time to repent."

Here the conversation ceased. Lucy Brown certainly
couldn't have liked her seat ; for while the girls were talk-

ing, she moved uneasily, and at last turned entirely around,
sitting with her back to them. Upon what had been said
she made no comment; but most wonderfully she unbent
towards Jenny, who,. when next she made advances, was
pleased to find herself met more than half-way.

It was strange how strong a friendship soon sprung up
between the cold, silent.Lucy, and the merry, romping Jenny.
It was not unlike the friendship which might be supposed to
exist between a playful, though somewhat indolent kitten and

a fierce mastiff, or between a dove and an eagle, or better

yet, between a sunbeam and a lowering cloud laden with

gleams of lightning.
Jenny looked up.to Lucy with feelings of love and fear,

while Lucy looked down upon Jenny with a mixture of

love, censure, and contempt ;-love for her affectionate na-

ture, censure for her notorious laziness, and contempt for
suffering herself to be so easily led and influenced by others ;
but in no way was this last fault so clearly manifested as in

the power which she herself soon possessed over her. She,
better than any one else, could coax Jenny to work, although
she did it not so much by words as by the glance from her
black eyes, which Jenny greatly feared.

Once, when both words and eyes had failed, the little

dark hand was for an instant buried in the soft, plump flesh

of Jenny's round, plump shoulder, who, sinking into a chair

thought, "I do believe Lucy is the old one himself."

Jenny would have sworn that 'these thoughts were not

I
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expressed in words, but they were, and Lucy stooping down,
whispered. "Others have thought so, too."

Jenny was confounded, and Lucy's power over her
greatly increased. To do Lucy justice, we must say that
during her stay at Miss Dillon's, the influence she exerted
over Jenny was seldom used to her injury, but many-times
after Jenny was asleep, would Lucy stitch away on a piece
of work which had been assigned to her friend, and which
otherwise would have been unfinished at the appointed time.

Two weeks had passed since Lucy had been in the shop,
when one morning Jenny exclaimed, "To-day the Madam
comes home, and oh, my-won't Jenny Carson have to work
for the next three months !" She was right in one conjec-
ture at least ; for about noon Miss Dillon came, bringing a
little girl ten or twelve years of age. Her first inquiry was
for Lizzie Copeland, whom she took aside and questioned
concerning what had been done during her absence. Lizzie
told her of Lucy whom she described as quite a treasure,
saying, "that she already did as much work as a girl and a
half." This put Miss Dillon in fine spirits ; and as it was
her custom to appear amiable in the eyes of each new girl,
she entered the workroom, where she not only shook hands
with, but kissed each girl until she came to Lucy, who
haughtily drew back from the offered familiarity, merely ex-
tending her white slender fingers. Miss Dillon reddened and
turning away, went in quest of the little girl, whom she in-
troduced as "My niece Lottie." She was an ugly-looking,
sour-faced child ; and ere she had been in the house twenty-
four hours every girl was her enemy. For several weeks
she continued to be a perfect pest, hiding the girls' spools
and scissors, nudging their elbows, pulling their hair, repeat-
ing to Miss Dillon every word they said, and annoying them
in various ways.

One day her pranks seemed to have reached their crisis.

I
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For three hours she had been in the workroom playing off

all manner of tricks upon the girls. As yet she had never

dared molest Lucy, but now sidling up to her she jogged

her elbow just in time to send the sharp-pointed needle far

under the thumb nail! Up sprang Lucy, and seizing the

little wretch, she shook her furiously, at the same time deal-

ing her a few sound cuffs, and finishing up by sending her

through a window which chanced to be open ! Lottie's out-

cries brought in Miss Dillon, whom, with flashing eyes and

fiercely set teeth, Lucy confronted, and explained the cause

of the disturbance.
Miss Dillon's face was livid with rage, but Lucy was too

valuable to be discharged, as. many another girl would

have been ; so she partly suppressed her wrath, and said,

"It is your first offence, Lucy, so I overlook it ; but if it is

repeated, you will leave my employ. Do you understand?"

"I shall probably not repeat it," answered Lucy, and

Miss Dillon somewhat cooled, and wishing to conciliate Lucy,

said, "I am sure you will not. You have too much good

sense."
"You mistake me, Madam," interrupted Lucy. "I pro-

bably shall not repeat it, because there will be no occasion;

but if that piece of impudence is not kept out of here, or

if she does not behave when in here, I'll------"

"What will you do, Miss ?" asked Miss Dillon, again

towering high with indignation.

" I'll shake her twice as hard, and if the top window

chances to be open instead of the lower one, I'll hurl her

through that ! "

Nothing but Lucy's tact at turning off work readily,

saved her from being discharged; but from that time Miss

Lottie kept out of the way, or managed to behave when she

was in the way.-

On a few more occasions did Lucy's temper boil over.
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Once she made an, assertion to which one of her companions

replied, "That's a lie." Quick as thought the big shears
were thrown at the offender's head, which they missed, and
passing on stuck in the wall !

Always after these ebqllitions, Lucy would relapse for
weeks into a silent, moody fit, answering in' monosyllables to
every one save Jenny. And yet she was a favorite, although
the girls united in saying that she was a strange, inexplicable
girl.

The story of Julia Middleton had several 'times been
brought up and discussed ; and once, several months after
Lucy's arrival, Jenny said, "Ever since Lucy has been here
I've been trying to think who sloe resembles, and, now I've
thought."

"Who is it?" asked Lucy, and Jenny answered, "To be
sure I never saw her, but from what cousin Mary said, you

must look like Julia Middleton, only not quite so well."
Two crimson spots burned on Lucy's cheeks, and Jenny,

clapping her hands, said, " That's it,-now I am sure you
look exactly like her."

"And do I act like her?" asked Lucy.
"No, not exactly,"returned Jenny ; "and yet when you

threw Lottie through the window, and the shears at Sarah's

head, I thought of her." Then as a' new idea entered her
brain, she said, "Oh, girls, won't it be nice when Miss Dil-
lon goes away, to have some more tableaux, and take that
wedding for- the scene. You know a lady who was present
told cousin Mary all about it, and she has described it accu-
rately enough for us to imitate."

Tableaux was the 'favorite amusement of these over-
worked, half-fed girls, and the place which they were in of-

fered many. inducements to such pastime, as every needful
article of dress could generally be procured. Accordingly
Jenny's suggestion! was readily received, and ere bed-time

71
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the girls of two or three other shops were notified of the
coming event. In a few weeks Miss Dillon went away; and
the third night of her absence was fixed upon for the play.
Jenny Carson, never idle when fun was afoot, was chosen
mistress of/ceremonies.

"Now," said she, "let us choose characters. I will be
Fanny, because I've got curly hair. Lizzie Copeland shall
be the minister,--she's just good enough for that. Sarah
Burnett shall be Dr. Lacey, because Bill Dillon's clothes fit
her so well; and now," said she, looking over the girls,
"who'll be the bride ?"

"Why, Lucy of course," said three or four voices. "You
say she looks like her."

"So she does," answered Jenny, "but somebody has got
to be the old man. He, you know, will rave, and shake
Julia, and Lucy can do that so well."

"Yes, I can personate him to perfection," said Lucy,
somewhat bitterly.

But Jenny was overruled, and Lottie, who was large of
her age, was appointed to personate Mr. Middleton, whose
six feet and a half would have felt insulted at being repre-
sented by a girl of twelve.

" Yes, that will do," said Jenny, "for next to Lucy,
Lottie is most of a spitfire."

After some more talk it was decided that Lucy should
be the bride, to which she consented rather unwillingly.
Wednesday evening came, and Jenny was appointed to dress
the bride, which she did with a great, deal of care, con-
tinually lamenting Lucy's obstinacy in wearing her hair
short in her neck.

" Now if 'twere only long," said she, "I could arrange
it beautifully."

"Never mind, Jenny," said Lucy. "I am July Middle-
ton enough without the hair."

I
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At last all was ready. To be sure Lottie's clothes did
not fit exactly, but the wrinkles and cavities were filled out
with aprons, towels, &c.; so that when her toilet was con-
pleted, she was a tolerable good picture of a short, red- 4

faced, portly old man. Near the door stood Lizzie Cope-
land, with black dressing-gown and prayer book. Two or=y

three times Jenny had nearly spoiled the scene by running
downstairs to see the fun go on. At last through the door

came Sarah Burnett and Lucy, and as the latter swept into

the room, all marvelled at the whiteness of her face. Greatly,
too, did their wonder and admiration increase at the facility
with which she acted her part ; Julia herself could not have

done better ; and when at the final winding up Joseph
Dunn appeared, she fainted and fell to the floor "so natu-

rally."
Meantime Jenny came tripping in, and Sarah Burnett in-

stantly caught her in her arms. Either by mistake or de-

sign, Jenny called out, "Come, Sally, that will do. Put

me down. You've squeezed me most to death now," and

the whole party burst into a loud laugh. -

Lucy still lay upon the floor, and Jenny,.who bent down

to speak to her, screamed out, "Oh, girls, mercy,-she's.

cold,-she's dead,-or fainted, one or the other."
Half out of their senses with fright, the girls lifted her

up, and carrying her to her room, placed her upon her

bed. She soon opened her eyes, and glancing at the

bridal dress in' which she was still attired, shuddered as-

she said, "Come, girls, help me off with this foolery."
They did so, and in a short time she was able to sit

up talking and laughing about the tableaux and her faint-

ing fit, saying she was accustomed to them, and had felt

sick and dizzy all day..
In two weeks time Miss Dillon returned, bringing with

her, as Jenny said, the Cholera,-not. that she actually

brought it in any one of her numerous trunks or bandboxes,
but on the same day that she returned, the first case of chol-
era was reported in the city. Rapidly the disease spread, and
one by one Miss Dillon's girls went home, until none were
left save Lucy and Jenny ;-the former stayed because she had
no home to go to, she said ;-Jenny's mother was a widow
and lived with a married son in Sandusky, where the disease
was making fearful ravages. Consequently it was as safe for
Jenny to stay in Cincinnati as it was to venture home.

Nearer Yand nearer came the pestilence, and more and
more terrified grew Miss Dillon, until at last she, too, was
smitten. If she had valued Lucy Brown as a workwoman, how
much more did she now prize her as a nurse ! Utterly fear-
less of the disease she stood with untiring patience by Miss
Dillon's bedside, while in the farthest attic of the house
Jenny held camphor to her nose, or entirely suspended her
respiration, if by chance she was obliged to pass Miss Dil-
lon's door. Alas, poor Jenny ! Up in that little attic the
destroyer found her. With an agonizing shriek of terror
she threw herself into Lucy's arms, exclaiming, -" I've got it !
I've.got it! I shall die ! Oh, my poor mother ! If I could
see her again !" Terrible were her sufferings. For three
long hours Lucy stood by her, and when at last the little
parched hand fell heavily at her side, and o'er the laughing
eyes the heavy eyelids closed, when the last spasm canie and
went, she lay in Lucy's arms, and as falls the rain in the
dark November days, so fell Lucy's tears on the face of the
pale, dead Jenny !

More than a year had passed since the curtain fell upon
Jenny, cold and still, and Lucy weeping passionately over
her. In Miss Dillon's workroom are assembled nearly ill
our old friends, though one seat,-the little stool by Lucy's.

side is vacant, and in the common grave-yard is a grassy

M
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mound, on whose plain marble slab, is the single word,
"Jenny." The girls do not play at tableaux now, for the
moving spirit of fun is gone, and the motto at Miss Dillon's
seems to be "Work, work, till the eyes grow dim."

On this afternoon several of the girls are engaged upon
an elegant party dress, which must be finished by sunset.
Among them is Lucy, who; since Jenny's death has grown
more grave and taciturn, seldom asking a favor, though often
doing one. At last the dress was completed, neatly folded
and placed in a bandbox, while Lucy tasked permission to
carry it home. Her request was granted,-and with the dress
and Miss Dillon's bill, she started for Mr. Graham's, which
was distant nearly a mile. It was dark when she reached
the house, where she was seated in the hall while the servant
took the dress and bill to Miss Woodburn, who was in the
adjoining parlor with her friend Alice Graham.

"Here, ma'am, is your dress and a note," said the girl..

"My dress," exclaimed Florence, for she it was. "Oh,
Allie, isn't it beautiful! But where is the girl? Is she wait-
ing to be paid ? "

"Yes, ma'am,-in the hall."
"Well, she wants to rest, and I want to finish reading my

letter, so ask her to wait a moment."
Lucy merely bowed to the message which the girl de-

livered, and then listened eagerly while Florence read aloud
a letter which she had just received from Nellie Stanton.- In

the letter Nellie said that Mrs. Middleton, whose health had
long been failing, was not expected to live; that Dr. Lacey
and Fanny had come from New Orleans and were now with

her: that Mr. William Middleton and Ashton had gone to
England, ostensibly to attend the World's Fair, but in reality

on a wild goose chase after a little Spaniard ! When Flor-.

ence appeared in the hall, Lucy's green veil was drawn closely
over her face and after receiving the money she immediately
departed.

That night Miss Dillon was surprised when Lucy request-
ed the payment of a part or all of her wages then due, say-
ing, she was intending to take the morning stage for Lex-
ington. At first Miss Dillon was angry, but Lucy persisted,
saying by way of explanation that she had that night heard
something which made it necessary for her to go, that she
was not what she seemed, neither was her name Lucy Brown.
"But do not question me," said she. "'Twill do no good,
and some time I will tell you all."

The stars were still shining in the sky of a September
morning, when the stage-coach stopped before Miss Dillon's
gate. A group of pale, sickly -looking. girls assembled in
the hall, and, with many tears bade their companion good-
bye. Miss Dillon warmly pressed Lucy's hand, and in a low
voice said,," Will you not tell me who you are?'"

Lucy whispered in her ear a name which made her reel
and fall backward upon the stairs. When she recovered,
the stage was far down the stony street and Lucy was gone.

Now far away, far away, over valley and plain,

To the land of Kentucky we'll speed us again.

In Uncle Joshua's home there were sad, troubled faces
and anxious hearts, as the husband and daughter watched
by the wife and mother, whose life on earth was well-nigh
ended. From her mother's family Mrs. Middleton had in-
herited the seeds of consumption, which had fastened upon her.

Day by day they watched her, and when at last she left
them, it seemed so much like falling away to sleep that Mr.
Middleton, who sat by her, knew not the exact moment
which made him a lonely widower. The .next afternoon
sympathizing friends and neighbors assembled to pay the
last tribute of respect to Mrs. Middleton, and many an eye
overflowed, and more than one heart ached as the gray
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haired old man bent sadly above the coffin, which contained
the wife of his early love. But he mourned not as one with-
out hope, for her end had been peace, and when upon her
face his tears fell he felt assured that again beyond the dark
river of death he should meet her.

The night succeeding the burial, Mr. Middleton's family,
overcome with fatigue and grief, retired early to their rooms,"
but Fanny could not sleep, and between ten and eleven she
arose and throwing on her dressing-gown nervously walked
up and down her sleeping-room. Through the closed shut-
ters the rays of a bright September moon were stealing, and
attracted by the beauty of the night, Fanny opened the
blinds and the room was filled with a flood of soft, pale light.
From the window where she stood she could distinguish the
little grave-yard, with its cypress and willow trees, and its
white monument gleaming through the silvery moonlight,
and near that monument was a darker spot, the grave of
her beloved mother. "If all nights were as lovely as this,"
thought she, "it would not seem half so dreary to sleep in
the cold dark grave," and then Fanny fell into a fit of mus-
ing of the night that would surely come when she would
first be left alone in the shadowy grave-yard.

In the midst of her reverie her attention was attracted
by a slight female figure, xyhich from some quarter had ap-
proached unperceived, and now upon the newly made grave
was bowing itself and apparently weeping. The size and
form of the girl were so much like Luce, that Fanny con-
cluded it inust be she, at the same time wondering how,
with her superstitious ideas, she dared venture alone near a
grave in the night-time. In a moment, however, she saw
that Tiger, the watch-dog, was with her, and the same in-'
stant the sound of a suppressed sob fell on her ear. "Poor
Luce," said she,, "I did not think she loved my mother so
well. I will go to her, and mingle my tears with hers.""

In a short time Fanny was in the open air, and on her

way to the grave-yard.. As she approached her mother's

grave, she said, gently, "Luce, Luce, why are you out so

late ?"
The person addressed partially raised her head and an-

swered hurriedly, "Oh, Fanny, Fanny, do not be frightened,
and leave me; I am not dead, and never was buried in that

grave as you suppose, but am here to-night, a living, re-
pentant woman," and throwing back her bonnet, the thin,
white face of Julia Middleton was in the bright moonlight
perfectly distinguishable .to Fanny, who at first recoiled in

fear and leaned for support against the marble pillar near

which she was standing.
She, however, soon recovered her self-command and

glancing at the object on the grave, saw that she was caress-

ing Tiger,. who seemed trying various ways to evince his joy

at finding one whom he had long missed, for he had ever

been Julia's. favorite. Their fiery natures accorded well !

Again Julia spoke, "Fanny, dear Fanny. In an adjoining
State I heard of mother's illness and hastened to see her, but
I am too late. Now do not think me a jihantom, for see,
Tiger recognizes me and welcomes me home, and will not

you ?"

An instant Fanny wavered, then with a half fearful, half
joyful cry she went forward, and by the grave of the mother

that day lowered to the dust, the sisters met in a long, fer-

vent embrace.
Into the best chamber of their father's house Fanny led

the weeping, repentant girl, and genitly removing her bonnet

and shawl, bade her lie down upon the nicely-cushioned

lounge, while she went for their father. As she was leaving
the room Julia arose and laid her small, bopy hand on

Fanny's shoulder. It had rested there before, for in the

grave-yard, with their buried mother between them, Julia's
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arms had encircled her sister's neck ; but the first excitement
was over, and now involuntarily Fanny shrank from that
touch, for spite of all her courage, she could not help associ-

ating Julia with the grass-grown grave, and the large white
monument.

"What is it, Julia ?" she said calmly. "Do you not wish
to see father ?"

"Oh, yes, yes," answered Julia, "but not him, the other
one ;-at least not to-night. You understand."

"I do," said Fanny, and she glided down the stairs to-
rards her father's room. He was awake, for ere her hand

touched the door knob, his sonorous "Who's thar !" fell on
her ear. This somewhat disconcerted her, for she had in-
tended stopping near his door, to .devise the best means by
which to break the intelligence. But " Who's thar !" was
again repeated, and entering the room she said softly, "It's
I, father."

"Why, sure enough," said he, and then as the light from
her lamp fell on her features, he exclaimed, "Why, how
white y.ou be ! What's the matter ? Who's up stars? Is
George sick ?"

"No, George is not sick," said Fanny, "but ,", and
then as well as she could she told him all she knew.

Uncle Joshua's nervous. system was, unstrung, and his
physical health impaired by long nights of watching with
his wife, and.now when this fresh shock came upon him he
fell back half fainting upon his pillow. Then rousing him-
self, he said, "Alive, and come back ! I didn't desarve this.
But where is she? I will go to her."

Fanny directed him where to find her, and then returned

to Julia, whither her father soon followed. Uncle -Joshua

was not prepared for the change in his daughter. He did

not even think of her as he saw her last, wasted by sickness,
but in imagination he beheld her as she was in her days of

I
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. health and dazzling beauty, when with diabolical cunning
she had brought Dr. Lacey to her feet. Now, however, her
face was thin, white, and haggard, for a life at Miss Dillon's
had never, conduced to the beauty and health of any one,
except the merry Jenny, who was too indolent to grow poor.
Tier eyes, sunken in their sockets, and swollen with recent
weeping, looked frightfully large and wild, and to complete
the metamorphose, her beautiful, glossy hair was now cut
short in her neck, and pushed far back from a brow, across
which lay more than one premature wrinkle.

The sight of her for a time unsettled the old man's rea-
son. Taking her in his arms, he alternately cried and laugh-
ed over her, saying, "I knew ypu'd come. I expected it.
I've waited for you," and then in a whisper lie added, "Why
didn't you bring your poor mother? Didn't she tell you
how lonesome I was, and didn't she say that I did love you,
more'n you thought I did ?" Then laying her down, he
turned to Fanny, who;was alarmed at his manner, and said,
"Come, Sunshine, darling, go to the grave-yard agin, and
mebby you'll fetch Nancy this time. Oh, I wish you would,
I'm so sorry and sick without her." Seeing that Fanny did
not move, he continued more. imploringly, " Oh, Sunshine,
do go. You can bring her back, if any body can. Tell
her how dark 'tis here at home, and how long I've lived
since she went away."

"Poor dear father !" said Julia, while Fanny, winding her
arms about his neck, said, "Oh, father, father, don't talk so,
mother's in heaven. You wouldn't have her back, would
you ? "

His daughter's sympathy made him weep, but tears re-
lieved him, and his mind again became calm and clear.
Still Julia's altered appearance troubled him, and drawing
her head ddwn upon his bosom, and laying his hand on her
thin white face, he said, "Poor child, what has changed
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you so, and whar have you been ; and who did I buy that
big stun for if 'twasn't for you ? "

"Not to-night, dear father," answered Julia. "Let me
rest to-night, and to-morrow I will tell you all."

Uncle Joshua arose to leave the room, but at the door
he turned back and said, "Are you sure you won't clamber
out o' the window, and be gone in the mornin' ? "

"Perfectly sure," was the reply, and then Julia was
alone.

CHAPTER XXVI.

TN the breakfast room the table was neatly spread, Aunt Judy
wondering much, " what had got into marster that be would
have the best cheeny dishes and the damson table-cloth."

Doubts of his sanity had entered her mind, and when he or-

derea her to arrange the table for four, she muttered to her-

self, "Wonder if he 'spects any of the dead to come back to

breakfast."
"Yes, I do," said he.
"Which one ?" asked Judy, wishing to humor his whim.
Uncle Joshua waited until the pile of china coffee cups

were set upon the table, and out of all danger of being bro-

ken, and then he answered, "Your young Mis Julia."

Judy's worst fears were now confirmed, and she said

pityingly, "Poor dear marster! Trouble's done drive him

ctearn mad."
"I am not mad," answered Uncle Joshua, " I am in ear-

nest. Julia never was dead,.never was drowned. She has

come back, and is up stars in the best room."

"Gone learn mad !" was Judy's only answer, and Uncle

Joshua's stock of patience, which even now was not remark-

ably large, was fast oozing out, when Fanny appgired in the
room, and at her father's request, corroborated what he had
said.
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Had a powder mill exploded near Judy's feet, she could
not have been more startled. Retreating to the kitchen she
repeated what she had heard, with many little embellish-
ments of her own. Surprise and alarm were depicted on
every face as Aunt Judy told her story, which she ended
with, "I wonder what possessed her to come back. 'Pears
like marster and I have as much trouble now'as we can bar_
without her. Why couldn't she lie still like other folks when
she was dead, and not be a gittin' up and coming' back where
she ain't wanted."

Aunt Katy tried to reason the case, saying, "lIt was per-
fectly nateral, for she never did do nothin' like nobody else,
and if she took .a notion not to be dead 'twan't in natur that
she should be."

Here the conversation was interrupted by Mr. Middleton,
who screamed out, "Ho, Judy, gals, fetch in your vittles."
He had first asked Fanny to go for her sister, and she arose
to obey him. Overcome with fatigue and excitement, Julia,
immediately after her father left her on the preceding
night, had fallen into a deep sleep, which was unbroken till
long after day dawn. Then she was aroused by her father
calling up the negroes. Her first impression was that it was
Miss Dillon's harsh, unwelcome voice, and,, hastily starting
up, she looked around her. That pleasant room, with its
handsome furniture, and those downy pillows with their fine
white linen, belonged not to Miss Dillon, and for a moment
Julia strove to recall what had happened. Soon she re-
membered all, and burying her face in the pillows, she
sobbed out, "Father, I thank thee; the prodigal is at last
at home." -It was not Julia's first prayer, for since Jenny's
death, Lucy Brown had learned to' pray.

Hastilgarising she proceeded with her toilet, which was
nearly completed when Fanny tapped gently at the door,
and immediately entered the room, saying, "Good morning,
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dear Julia. I am so glad you really are here, and that it is

not a dream. But come, breakfast is waiting and so is fa-

ther, and so is,-so is,-George."
"Oh, I can't see him, I can't," said Julia, and Fanny

answered, "Oh, never mind him. I have told him all about

it, and he is ready to receive you as a sister."

Julia's eyes were fixed upon Fanny's face, and for the

first time she seemed to discover how greatly she had im-

prpved in looks. The exceeding paleness of her cheek was

gpne, and the bright, healthful bloom which had taken its

place, though differing in shade, was equally as beautiful as

the roses of which Julia once had boasted. Her hair, too,
which after her illness had nearly all fallen off, had grown

out greatly improved in beauty, being now a rich golden

brown; and Uncle Joshua had frequently lamented that he

bad lost his little yellow-haired girl. They were standing

together before a long mirror, and involuntarily Julia glanced

at the faces which it revealed. The contrast affected her

painfully, and instead of replying to what Fanny had said,

she asked, "Am I indeed .so greatly changed, or is it you

who have grown so beautiful ?"

Fanny, too, looked in -the glass, and guessing the cause

of her sister's thoughts, placed her arm around her neck

and said, "Never mind that either. You have had a hard

time, somewhere. Now that you. are at home, you will

grow strong and handsome again. But come, father does

not like waiting for breakfast any better than he used to."

So saying she led the reluctant girl down the long stair-

case, through the wide hall to the door of the breakfast room,

where Mr. Middleton stood waiting for them. His tones

and manner were very, very affectionate, as he kissed the

wanderer and said, "I am so glad you're here."

Julia could have wept, but she would not. There was

yet another to meet, and choking down her tears she nerved
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herself to the trial. Of what occurred next she knew noth-
ing until her cold hand was clasped by another so warm, solife-giving in its touch, that she raised her eyes and met the
cairn, quiet gaze of.Dr. Lacey. Neither of them spoke until
Julia, averting her eyes, said, "Am I forgiven ?"

"You are," was the answer, and then Uncle Joshua ex-

claimed, "Thar, that'll do. Now come to your breakfast,
children, for I'm mighty hungry, and shan't wait another
minute."

After breakfast Julia was greatly surprised at seeing her;
father take from the book-case the old family bible, on whose
dark dusty cover she remembered having many a time writ-
ten her name. All was now explained. Her father's gen-
tleness of look and manner was accounted for; and as, for
the first time in her life, she knelt by'his side and heard him
as he prayed, her"heart swelled with emotion, and she longed
to tell him, though she dared not hope she was a Christian,
she was still trying to lead a different, a better life.

That afternoon in her chamber were seated Mr. Middle-
ton and Fanny, while Julia recounted the story of her wan-
derings. "The idea of leaving my home," said she, "was
not a sudden impulse, else had I returned sooner, but it was
the result of -long, bitter reflection. In the first days of my
humiliation I wished that I might die, for though the thought
of death and the dread hereafter'made me tremble it was
preferable to the scorn and contempt I should necessarily
meet if I survived. Then came a reaction, and when our
angel mother glided so noiselessly around my sick room;
when you, darling Fanny, nursed me with so much care, and
even father's voice grew low and kind as he addressed me,
my better nature, if I have any, was touched, and I thought
I would like to live for the sake of retrieving the past. But
the evil spit which has haunted me from infancy, whis-
pered, that as soon as I was well all would be changed.
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You, Fanny, would hate me, and father would treat me as

he always had, only worse."
"Poor dear child ! I didn't or'to do so, I know," said

Uncle Joshua, and Julia continued : "Then I thought how

the world would loathe, and despise, and point at me, until

I was almost maddened, and when Dr. Gordon said I would

live, the tempter whispered suicide; but I dared not do

that. About that time I heard rumors of a marriage which

would take place as soon as.I was well; and, Fanny, will you

forgive me? I tried to be sick as long as possible for the sake

of delaying your happiness."

A pressure of the hand was Fanny's only answer, and

Julia proceeded : "I could not see you married to him. I

could not meet the world and its censure, so I determined

to go away. I had thirty dollars in my purse, of which no

one knew, and taking that I started, I knew not where. On

reaching the school-house something impelled me to enter

it, and I found there a young girl about my own size. IUn-

der other circumstances I might have been frightened, but

now utterly fearless, I addressed her, and found from her an-

swers that she was crazy. A sudden idea entered my brain.

I would change clothes with her, and thus avoid discovery.

She willingly acceded to my proposition, and in my new
attire I again started towards Lexington, which I reached

about four in the morning. I had no definite ideas as to

where I wanted to go, but the sight of the Cincinnati stage,

drawn up before the Phoenix, determined me. I had pur-

posely kept my own bonnet and veil, as the maniac girl

wore neither. Drawing the latter over my face, I kept it

there while securing my seat in the coach, and until we

were many miles from the city. Passengers entered and

left, and some'looked inquisitively at me and my slightly

fantastic dress.
"We reached Cincinnati about ten in the evening, and
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with a long glad breath I stepped from the coach, and felt
that Kentucky and my notorious character' were behind. I
stopped at the Hotel, and the next two days were
spent in procuring myself a decent outfit. Each night I
went to a different house, for the sake of avoiding suspicion,
and as my bills were promptly paid, no questions were ever
asked., At the D- House I saw in a paper an advertise-
ment for a teacher in a school in one of the interior towns.
I had formed some such plan for the future; and instantly
determined personally to apply for the situation. I did so,
but credentials were required, and I had none to give.
Somewhat weary of my adventure I returned to Cincinnati,
and in passing through one of the streets, my eye caught the
sign 'Fashionable Dressmaking and Millinery.' I knew I
had a taste for that, and I conclded'to offer myself as an ap-
prentice."

Then she told them how in the unwholesome atmosphere
- of Miss Dillon's crowded shop, she had toiled on day after

day with dim eye and aching head, while thoughts of home
and remorse for the past preyed on her heart.

"But why did you not ; come back ? " asked Fannr.
"We would have received you most gladly."

"I felt that I could not do that," said Julia. "I knew
that you thought me dead, and I fancied that father at least
would feel relieved."

"Oh, child," groaned Uncle Joshua, "don't say so. I
was mighty mean I know, but I never got to that."

After a moment Julia continued: "In those close, heated
co.oms, there was a ray of sunlight, which in its gentle love
for me, reminded me of Fanny." And then she told them
of poor Jenny, of her sufferings, and early 'death. "After

Jenny's death," said sl, "I was desolate indeed. She
seemed constantly before me, an4 I was haunted by the
thought, 'What if it had been I, w h a my load of guilt?'

Among Jenny's books was a Bible, which I had frequently
seen her read. When her clothes were sent to her mother,

I kept the Bible, reading it at first for Jenny's sake, and af-

terward for the precious truths it contained, and know, though
I may not hope I am a Christian, I am changed in more

points than one."

Then she told them of the letter she had heard Florence

read, and which had determined her to return home. "We

reached Lexington," said she, "about nine o'clock in the

evening, and as I thought my baggage might incommode

me, I purposely left it there, but hired a boy to bring me

home. When we reached the gate at the entrance of the

woods, I told him he could return, as I preferred going the
remainder of the way alone. He seemed surprised, but com-

plied with my request. I had never heard of the new house,

and as I drew near I was puzzled, and fancied I was wrong;

but Tiger bounded forward, at first angrily, then joyfully,

and I knew I was right. All about the house was so dark,

so still, that a dreadful foreboding filled my heart,-a fear

that mother might be dead. I remembered the little grave-

yard, and instantly bent my steps thither. I saw the costly
marble and the carefully kept grave, and a thrill of joy ran

through my veins, for they told me I was kindly remembered

in the home I had so darkened. But another object riveted

my attention. It was a, fresh mound, and I knew full well

who rested there. Nevr have I shed such tears of anguish

as fell upon the sod which covers my sainted mother. In

the intensity of my grief I was not conscious of Fanny's ap-

proach until she stood near me. The rest you know ; and

now, father, will you receive to your home and affection one

who has so widely strayed ?"
" Willin'ly, most willin'ly," said Uncle Joshua, as he fold-

ed her to his bosom," and if I'd done as I or'to, a heap of this

wouldn't have happened. Oh, I didn't or'to do so, I didn't ;
16*
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and I air't goin' to, any more. You shall live with me when
Sunshine's gone; and we would be s6 happy, if your poor
mother could only see us and know it all."

From that time, nothing could exceed Uncle Joshua's
kindness to his daughter. He seemed indeed trying to make
-up for the Lpat, and frequently would he whisper to himself
"No, I didn't or'to do so. I see more and more that I
didn't." Still his fondness for Fanny was undiminished, and
occasionally, after looking earnestly at both his children, he
would exclaim, "Hang me, if I don't b'lieve Sunshine is a
heap the handsomest; " but if these words caused Julia any
emotion, 'twas never:betrayed.

From Julia's story, there could be no. doubt that the
maniac girl was laid in the grave, which Uncle Joshua had
thought belonged to his daughter.. No tidings of her had
been heard, although one gentleman thought that he once
had met with a girl answering to her description-in the stage-
coach between Lexington and Cincinnati. All search in that
quarter was unavailing, and over her fate a dark mystery.
lay, until Julia suddenly appeared and threw light upon the
matter. The afflicted father (for she had no mother) was
sent for, and when told where his child was laid, asked per-
mission to have her disinterred and taken to his family burial

place. His request was granted, the grave was opened, and
then refilled and levelled with the earth. The monument
Julia took care to have carefully preserved as a memento of
the olden time.

As will be supposed, Julia's return furnished the neigh-
borhood and surrounding country with a topic of conversa-
tion for many weeks. At first nearly all treated her with
cool neglect ; but as she kept entirely at home, curiosity to
see one who had, as it were, come back from the dead, tri-
umphed overall other feelings; and at last, all who came to

see Fanny asked also for her sister.
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Among the few who at once hastened to give the peni-

tent gill the hand of friendship, was Kate Miller; and as she

marked her gentle manners and the subdued glance of her

still somewhat haughty eyes, she wound her arm about her

neck and whispered, "I shall in time learn to love you dear-

ly for the sake of more than one."

Julia comprehended her, or thought she did, and an-

swered, "Oh, Mrs. Miller, that one dreadful crime has trou-

bled me more than all the rest. I killed him, your noble

brother, and from the moment I deliberately determined to

do so, I became leagued with the tempter, who lured me

madly on. But I outdid myself, and was entangled in the

snare my own hands had laid."

"It is ever so,?' answered Kate. "Our most secret sins

'will in the end surely find us out."

Lest the reader should think us guilty of exaggeration,

and so credit nQthing we have written, we must tell them

that Julia was not wholly and entirely changed. But that

good influences were at work, no one- would doubt who had

seen her once and who saw her now. Even Judy, w mo had

predicted all manner of evil for her colored brethren, when

rJulia should be sole mistress of the house, now changed her

mind, and admitted that "though Miss Julia wasn't to be

named the same day 'long of Sunshine, she done pretty well,

considerin'." Occasionally flashes of her hasty temper ap-

peared; but, like "heat lightning," they did no harm, and

were followed by no thunder, Uncle Joshua having ceased

to act in that capacity !
Before Dr. Lacey and Fanny returned 'to New Orleans,

they saw Florence Woodburn, with a happy, loving heart,

give her hand to Frank Cameron, who ever cherished for

his young wife a tenderness as deep as he ever could have

felt for Fanny Middleton. When he took his bride to New-

York, she was received by his mother and sister with a pro-
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fusion of love, so perfectly overwhelming, that poor Florence
was guilty of several misdemeanors. We cannot do better
than to give a part of a letter which she wrote to Fanny
two weeks after her arrival in the city.

"Dear FAN.:-
"Why, in the name of all the Wood.-

burns and Camerons that ever were or ever will be, didn't
you tell me what kind of mussy, fussy, twisted up things both
Mrs. Cameron Senior, and Mrs. Cameron Senior's daughter,
are. Why, the very first evening of our arrival, Mrs. Senior
met me on the steps, and hugged me so hard that I really
thought she was opposed to the match, and meant to kill
me at once. In her zeal she actually kissed off both veil
and bonnet, and as the latter disappeared, and she got a
view of my face, on which the dust and cinders were an inch
thick, she exclaimed, 'Oh, bootiful, bootiful ! Why, Frank,
half hasn't been told me.'

"By this time what little sense of propriety I ever had
entirely left me, and I burst into a long, loud laugh. Frank
put on his very longest Sunday face, and said softly, 'Don't,
Florence.'

"But Mrs. Cameron apologized for me herself, saying,
'Hysterical, perhaps.'

"I have since asked her forgiveness, and she pretended
to forgive me, but I don't more than half think she has, for
between you and me, Fanny, I actually think she intends to
roast me alive, and all on the plea of my having come from
Kentucky, where she imagines the thermometer is always at
the boiling point. She keeps the hottest fires I ever felt,
and if by accident I open the window for a breath of air, she
shuts it down with a bang, that would make me start, were
I not so perfectly weakened by heat. I don't know what
will be the end of all this, but I think by the time this letters

l
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reaches you, you may safely think of me as being done

brown ! If I am not roasted, stewed, fried and baked by
New Years, Frank and I are going to keeping house. Oh,
won't that be nice. I shan't have a fire again in a month,
sid the first thing I do will be to open all the doors and

windows in the house !
"Gertrude pleases me well enough, but I shall like her

better when she marries a certain Timothy Towzer, or some

other awful name. Mr. Cameron I like very, very much,
and call him father too ; he is exactly like Frank, and the

only silly thing he ever did was when he married his wife.

Do you suppose any body will ever say so of Frank? iMais

n'importe, he says he's suited, and thinks he loves me quite
as well as he ever did you ."

The next letter which came from Florence brought the

intelligence that Gertrude was married to a Mr. Somebody

and gone Somewhere, Halifax perhaps ; that Florence and

Frank were keeping house, and that Mrs. Senior came around

every day to see who had called, and if Mrs. Junior had a

cold.

Two years after Florence again wrote that Mrs. Grandma

now came twice a day and petted little Frank until he ac-

tually began to look and act just like her !

The reader is perhaps anxious to know whether back

across the Atlantic, Ashton brought his Spanish bride. Yes,
he did. Mr. William Middleton accompanied him to the house

of Sir Arthur Effingham, whom they-found to be dying ; his
property was gone, and he feared that he must leave the

youthful Inez to the cold charities of the world and a miser-

ly brother. When Mr. Middleton made himself known, the
dying man pointed to Inez and said, "You once loved the
mother; care for the daughter when I am gone, will you ?"

"I will," answered Mr. Middleton, "on condition that
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you consent to having a young friend of mine share the care
with me." At the same time he presented Ashton. '

Sir Arthur recognized him immediately and answered,
"Willingly, most willingly, I was a fool to spurn you once
as I did."

In a few hours Sir Arthur was dead, and, Inez was an
orphan. But her grief was soothed by the presence of Ash-
ton, who, a few days before sailing for America, made her his
wife. During the voyage Mr. Middleton informed Ashton
that as soon as he reached home he intended making his
will, by which he should bequeathe his property to Inez. Said
he, "I have spent so many years of my life in India, that I
find the climate of New Orleans more congenial to my feel-
ings than a colder one would be, consequently I shall pur-
chase a house in that city, and as I todk upon you and Inez
as my children, I shall insist upon your living with me if
you have no objection."

Ashton had never. looked for such good fortune. Years
before, he had been of rather reckless, dissipated habits and
his appearance still showed. marks of having lived too fast.
But recently he was very much changed, and with a Nellie
for a sister and Inez for a wife, he became a substantial and
highly respectable man. Mr. Middleton purchased for a
winter 'residence a house near Dr. Lacey's, and between
Fanny and Inez there sprang up a strong ardent affection.
Inez had never had a sister and she readily turned to Fanny,
who reciprocated her love.

The spring following Dr. Lacey's return to New Orleans,
Uncle Joshua was thrown into a great ferment by a letter
from Fanny, in which she said it would be impossible for
them to visit Kentucky that summer, and that they would
spend the season near the Lake, where she urged her father
and Julia to join them. This last proposal was out of the
question, as Mr. Middleton was sure he could not exist in a

climate where the thermometer stood a degree higher than

it did in Kentucky rnd Julia felt a decided aversion to New

Orleans. So for two weeks Uncle Joshua fretted because

Fanny could not come, wondering what was in the wind,

and making himself and every body else generally uncom-

fortable.
At last Julia, whom her father now honored with the

appellation of his "Gale," suggested that as they could not
see Fanny and would not go to New Orleans, they might
take a trip through the Northern States, saying that she

knew her Uncle William would be pleased to accompany
them. "Well, we'll see," said her father, who seemed rather

pleased with the idea.

The result of his seeing was that about the middle of

June a party of three stepped from the Diana at Cincinnati,

and took the morning train for Cleveland. In the features

and dress of one of the individuals we readily recognize Un-

cle Joshua, who, with a little pardonable pride managed to

let more than one fellow-traveller know that "he was a heap

richer than he looked to be;" that "he owned fifty niggers

and as many horses;" that "the handsome young lady with
the dark blue travelling dress, buttoned with real gold but-

tons, was his daughter;" that "she had a sister married to

Dr. Lacey, of New Orleans ; " and lastly, that "the gentle--

manly looking man, who accompanied them land seemed to

know so much more about marners and travellin' than he

did, was his brother Bill, who made his fortin' in the Indies

and was now livin' on the interest on't."

They were an interesting group and attracted the atten-

tion of many, who wondered why Julia should seem so sad

and her father so frequently called her his "Gale." They

went through the Northern States, visiting the principal

cities and watering-places, Where it required all of Julia's

watchfulness and forbearance to keep the father straight.

'5
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Twice the old gentleman lost his temper, because she insist-
ed upon his having a clean 'collar every day. "No use don't "
said he, the morning after their arrival at Saratoga, as on
the piazza they were reasoning the matter. "No use on't,
I never wore none at home, and they make me feel so starch-
ed up and stiff like."

This was said in the hearing of two ladies both of whom
were coolly inspecting our friend through an opera glass.
With a suppressed giggle they turned to enter the house, the
eldest of them saying, "Do, Gertrude, try and find your fa-
ther and ask him who that old savage is?"

"Ho, my fine madam," said the "old savage," "I can
tell. you and save you the trouble. I'm Josh Middleton,
from Kentucky, and this is my daughter Julia."

"Fanny Middleton's father," said Mrs. Cameron, imme-
diately changing her manner and offering her hand while
Gertrude flew to Julia's side, overwhelming her with a thou-
sand questions concerning "Cousin ,Kate," and Fanny, the
latter of whom, "we were so delighted with."

But neither Mr. Middleton nor his daughter could be
talked over, and before they left the Springs Mrs. Cameron
decided that the father was "not half civilized," and the
daughter "quite ordinary looking."

About the middle. of September our friends started to
return home. At Cincinnati they called upon Miss Dillon
who was delighted at again seeing "Lucy Brown." Several
of the old girls were there, but they seemed somewhat
awed by the elegant appearance of their former companion.
Before leaving the city Julia and her father visited Jenny's
grave. On it there bloomed a fair white rose, which Julia
gathered and still preserves as a memorial of her young
friend.

The last week in September they reached home greatly
to Uncle Joshua's satisfaction, as he said, "he'd been so
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cramped up and purlite, that he hadn't more'n half enjoyed
himself, and it had cost him a heap of money too." For a

long time after his return he tried hard to introduce upon

his plantation the same conveniences, order, and thrift, which

had pleased him _so much at the North, but like all other

slaveholders he was obliged to give it up, saying, that "if

--he would have niggers, he s'posed he must put up with nig-
ger fixin's."

During the winter, Fanny wrote frequently to her father,

urging him to visit her ; but this he declined doing, and ear-

ly the following' May, he stood one evening impatiently
awaitingthe arrival of Ike, who had gone to Frankfort with

the expectation of meeting Fanny and her husband. Every

thing had been put in readiness. The parlors and best

chamber were opened and aired. The carriage and carriage
horses had been brushed up, a new saddle had been bought
for Fanny's pony, and a new dress for each of the black wo-

men, and every thing and every body seemed expecting a

joyful time. With praiseworthy perseverance. Julia had at

length coaxed her father into one of the offending collars,
and for the twentieth time he had in the same breath de-

clared, that "he wouldn't war it, and that he'd gin up look-

ing for Sunshine, for she wasn't coming," when from the group
of woolly heads perched on the fence in the rear of the

house, there came the glad cry, "Thar, that's Ike. Some-

body's with him. They're comm'."
In an instant the collar was forgotten, and as the car-

riage approached the house, Uncle Joshua looked wistfully to-
wards it, trying to catch a glimpse of "Sunshine," whom he

had not seen for nearly a year and a half. But only the
face of a little negro girl was seen looking from the window,
and Uncle Joshua exclaimed, "Now, what's possessed them

to fetch that yaller gal ! I've got niggers enough to wait

on 'em."

fit
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But the " yaller gal" knew very well why she was there,
and so ere long did Uncle Joshua. The steps were let down,
and there, blithesome and gay as ever, Fanny sprang from
the carriage and ran into the arms of her father, who kissed
her again and again, holding her off to look at her and then
again drawing her to him and saying, "You're handsomer
than ever."

During this process the yellow girl, Rose, had brought
from the carriage a mysterious looking bundle of flannel
and white cambric, which now in Dr. Lacey's arms, was
crowing with delight as its little nurse bobbed up and down,
making at it all sorts of grimaces.

"What the , no, I forgot, I didn't mean so. But,
what-is-that!!" said Uncle Joshua, releasing Fanny and ad-
vancing towards Dr. Lacey, who proudly placed in his arms
a beautiful nine months old baby, saying, " We have brought
you a second Sunshine."

Then through the house there echoed a laugh so long
and loud that all the blacks, who were not on the spot,
hastened thither and on learning the cause of the disturb-
ance, they, too, joined in the general joy with noisy demon-
strations. "Oh, a baby, a little live baby, and Miss Fanny's
baby too ! How funny !" said Bob, as his heels flew into
the air, and he went through with a set of gymnastic exer-
cises, which would have done credit to the most practised
circus performer.

Meantime little Anna Lacey, on whose account all this
rejoicing was made, was amusing herself by burying her lit-
tle chubby hands in her grandfather's hair. Fanny remon-
strated, but her father said, "Let her alone ;-let her work.
She may pull every hair out of my head if she wants to.
But what made you keep it so still? Why didn't you write
about it ?"

"Because," answered Fanny, "we at first thought you

would surely visit us in the winter, and we wished to sur-

prise you; but you did not come, and then I took a fancy to

keep it from you until we cane home, so I did not write,

and I made Inez and Uncle William promise not to. Per-

haps it was wrong, but I shan't do it again, for I did so want

to tell you."
" All right, all right," said Uncle Joshua, "and to-mor-

row I'll go after Kate and her boy, and have 'em all here

together."
But when the morrow came he found it impossible to

leave his new Sunshine, and Ike was sent for Mrs. Miller,

who came gladly to see her old friend. All that afternoon

Uncle Joshua sat with his grand-daughter on one knee and

little Dick Wilmot on the other, dancing them up and down

in a manner highly alarming.to their mothers and highly
pleasing to the babies. The next day Kate returned home.

As she was stepping into the carriage Uncle Joshua placed

in her hands a sealed package, saying, "Wait till you get

home before you open it." She did so, and then found it

to be a deed to little Richard of a house and lot which Mr.

Middleton owned in Frankfort., Accompanying the deed

was a note, in which was written, "Don't hurt yourselves a

thankin' me, for it's Julia's doin's. She first thought on't

and put me up to it, though she don't want you to know it.

I reckon she did it because the boy is named after poor

Dick."
When next Mr. Middleton went to Frankfort, both Mr.

Miller and Kate remonstrated at receiving so much at his

hands, but he replied, "You may as well take it, for if poor

boy Dick had lived I should have gin him a heap more,
and a house won't come amiss to you and Katy. I s'pose
you're too good abolitionists to own niggers, so I'll lend you

Luce, who'll be mighty tickled to come and live with you,
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for she thinks there's only two ladies in the world ; one's
Sunshine and t'other's Kate."

In a few days Mr. Williim Middleton, Inez and her hus
band, came from New Orleans. The greater part of the
summer they spent at the house of Uncle Joshua, where, to-
gether with Dr. Lacey and Fanny, they formed as happy a
party as one will often find.

Julia alone seemed not to share the ,general happiness.
She could not forget the past, and whenever Dr. Lacey was
present, seemed under a painful restraint. Frequently she
would steal away, taking with her Anna, and if he were
present little Richard, whom she seemed to love even better
than she did her niece. For hours she would amuse them
in her own room, much to the satisfaction of the little ne-
gro girls who had the charge of them, and who spent the
time in a manner far more congenial to their tastes.

During the summer Lida Gibson wrote to Fanny, saying
that Mabel Mortimer, having lost both the Doctor and Mr.
Ashton, had at last taken up with her brother John, who
had danced attendance upon her for several-years. "As
for me," said Lida, "I have reached the advanced age of
twenty-two without ever having had an offer, so I have
given up in despair and am looking forward to a long life of
single-blessedness."

"Fetch her up with you next summer," said Uncle Josh-
ua, "and if Bill Jeffrey is alive she'll have a chance to
brag of at least one offer."

In November Dr. Lacey again went South. Uncle Josh-
ua accompanied them as far as Frankfort, clinging till the
last to little Anna, whom he had petted till she vas near-
ly spoiled. Dreary and desolate indeed seemed'the house
when the old man returned to it. Every thing reminded
-him of the absent ones, and when he accidentally came up-
oi a bauble with which Anna had played, he was entirely

overcome, and laying his head upon the table, cried like

a child.
Softly a dark-eyed girl approached him, and throwing

her arm across his neck and wiping away his tears, said,

"Father, don't do so. They'll come again, and besides that,

you are not all alone, for I am left, and you love me a little,

don't you ? "

"Yes, yes!" said he, and drying his eyes, he drew- her

near to him, and added, "thank God, who restored you

to me, my Tempest, my Gale, my Julia."

FINIS.
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THE HEIR OF REDOLYFFE.
A TALE. 2 vols. 12mo. Paper, $1 00; cloth, $1
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course of the story. The death of Guy is one of the most touching 1
read. * * * The work is one of absorbing interest, and what is still b
taught in its. pages is eminently healthy and elevating. We common
cordially."-Corn. Adv.
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other hypothesis. It is eminently a book to send the reader away m
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Guardian.
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LIGHT AND SHADE;
OR, THE YOUNG ARTIST

A TALE. BY ANNA HARRIET DRURY, author of "Friends
" Eastbury," &c. 121no. Paper cover, 50 cents ; cloth,

"&It 's a beautiful and ably written story."-Churchman.
"The story is well written, and will be read with much pleasure as

Lansingburgh Gazette.
"A novel with a deep religious tone, bearing and aim-a most att

Springfield Republican.
"We commend her books to the young, as among those from

nothing to fear."-New-faven Corier.
"A. very well told tale, mingling the grave and gay, the tender and

proportions. It displays a genius and skill in the writer of no ordinary

mI.

THE DEAN'S DAUGHTE
Or, THlE DAYS WE LIVE IN.

By Mrs. GORE. 1 Vo1. 12mo. ,Paper, 50 cents; cloth,

"The 'Dean's Daughter' willdoubtless be one of the most success
season. It abounds in all those beauties which have hitherto distingui
novels. The management of the incidents of the story is as clever, th
liant, the satire as keen, and the conversation as flowing, as in the best
Daily News.

"It will be read with pleasure by thousands"-krald.
"LIrs. Gore is perhaps the wittiest of modern novelists. Of all .h

later times have taken in hand the weapon of satire, her blades cer
renehant. A vapid lord or' a purse-prou citizen, a money-huntingor a toad-eater, a hwA'rbug in short, male or female, and of whatsoever c

may be, will find his pretensions well .castigated In some one or othem
pages; while scattered about In many places are passages and scenes o
ness, showing that our authoress is not insensible to the gentler qualiti
mnd is mistress of pathos in no common degree."-Exzamner
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