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Waire the regular march of civilization, spread-
ing like a “fire among the trees”—to use the

fine comparison of a native poet— has devoured

the huge forests of North America, and ‘Ijeplaced‘
them with cultured territories fifteen hundred
miles' deep from the Atlantic coast, in the nor-
thern part of the State of New York, girt by

‘a belt of villages, rich pastoral, and wellfarmed
- agricultural, districts, lies a region still nearly

as wild as when Cooper spoke of it as unknown
save to the Indian and the hunter.

A few years ago it happened that I visited
this romantic country with an artist. We were
both fond of sport, and both extremely domestic

in our habits. So we took with us not only
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our guns and fishing tackle (although, strictly,
I was a borrower there) but also the fairer
companions of a summer excursion we were
just completing. Naturally, a good many. pic-
. turesque scenes and lively incidents grew out
‘of this, and as I was then fresh from the pub-
lication of a romance, I planned, and wrote the
commencement of the present story, while not.

yet out of the woods.

Tt was here, in fact, that “ Alban” should |

havje begun, and the youthful life of the hero

should have been made an episode. The world

knows, that, on the contrary, it swelled under

my unskilful hands, into a narrative longer than
would have been needed - for a complete story;
and perhaps I ought here to say a few words
in regard to it.

It is the mental history of a young Puritan, .

and the most beautiful and best-drawn charae-
- ters in it are Puritans, who lived and died such .
and if an element of satire mingles in the lovely
picture of their piety, remember there is no true

satire without a basis of sympathy and love.
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It is a glimpse of the human heart, seen like
the blue sea off soundings (Which has puzzled,
imd worse, our landsmen critics) with an ugly
and awful Facr of human nature ever and anon
surging up to the surface, like a monster of the
deep, and showing its dark form for a moment
in the leaping sun-light, then disappearing to -
seek its native depths. It makes you dizzy —
the unsteady motion, the sun dancing in the
firmament, the masts describing segments of cir-
cles ih_ the sky, the good ship “heeled over,”

“and almost laid on her beam ends, under the

press of her cloud-like canvass, and threatening

every moment to take in a flood over her bows,

and the sight of these sea monsters sporting m
the brine? Yet out of these visions and per-
ceptions of nature, ( our own abysmal nature
in a turmoil) and the strugg]e to maintain the
balance of the soul, spring virtues and a purity

- of conscience of which the world has but a faint

1dea
The sentiment that « underhes ? the narra-
tive is the beatty. of justice, and 1ts necessity
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to man. The most absolute need of humanity
is justice—inward righteousness. This intimate

.and. inextinguishable desoin of every creature 7

endowed with the capacity of virtue, is that
- which alone explains the present movement to-
~ wards a system which pretends to possess and
“dispense all the treasures of spiritual life. In
this view you may perhaps condemn the direc-
tion in which relief has been sought, but the
thirst. itself you must sympathize with and ap-
prove. It is sin, after all, (if there be such a
thlng,) that we wish to get rid of, and sanctity
- that we wish to acquire,

- But pray, who implanted this infinite sense
- of need, and what is its source beneath the sky ?
Nothing is more certain than that no stream can
rise above its fountain. Even the rain deséends

from Heaven. The tide swells from the attrac. 7'

tion of the moon and the sun. Never from

mnature has proceeded the craving for a super-

natural good. The Sun of justice alone by his
powerful attraction has drawn up this mysterious
spring-tide, — His attraction, joined to the influ

Al
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ence of that lesser but nearer Orb, whose light,
though only reflected, makes Her “fair as the
Moon.” That mysterious attraction in the spir-

itual sphere is called — you know — grace.

Let us not, then, fear to trace this divine

‘operation in a human heart. Let us put aside

the superficial notion which demands an earthly
chivalrous perfection in a hero. Natural virtue

‘has been the theme of a thousand novelists, and

is a pretty thing enough; but infinitely more

beautiful, in- our: eyes, is the virtue which rises:
on the ruins of natural weaknesses. This is a
study worthy not of men but of gods.

But since you like nature, let us turn to her,
too. Neither in her forest solitudes, nor in the

paradisiacal ‘majesty and loveliness of man, is o

she estranged from. us. Art too, is ours, and
the endless varlety of manners in the social
state ; with wit, if we can command it, and gro-
tesque humour, which the generous and fearless |
artists of the middle ages built into the roofs of
cathedrals; and the grace of the ancient Pa. -

gan mythology, which those of Italy, under the
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patronage of Popes, nailed, as it were, like a
. trophy, to the bronze doors of world-renowned
basilicas ! |

In regard to the present volume, it may
be necessary to observe that the scemes and
manners it describes are all' real, althongh I

have. used a romancer’s hcense in placing my
Indian village.

The incident of the ba,ptlsm at the stake,

spoken of in one place, is related by Charlevoiz,
but Father Isaac Jogues, who performed it, was

not martyred at that time, although his com-
| panions were.

This holy missionary was, however, after-
~ wards put to death by the Mohawks, and his
body thrown into the river of that name; and
those who like to comnect other associations
than those of mere natural beauty with our
- own eountry’s scenery, ‘may call to mind, as
they are swept along the beautiful valley of the
Mohawk, that the body of a Christian martyr
has rolled down those far-gleaming waters,
when they passed through wild woods yet de-
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voted to heathenism; and roved by the fiercest

of all the native tribes.
- I have also, it will be seen, alluded to an-

other actual character, Catherine Tegahkowita,
~ the saint of the Iroquois, called by a French

Canadian bishop, the Geneviéve of New France.

‘She died in the odour of sanctity, about the

vear 1680, and many miraculous cﬁljes are
affirmed to have been wrought at her tomb.
About the same time, or rather a little subse-.
quently, arose the persecution in which ma,ny.
of her nation and of her own sex suﬁ,’ered death

and tortures for the name of Christ, in the man-
" ner spoken of in the story, where, indeed, the .

circamstances are much softened.
I must also acknowledge my obligation to

~ Mr. Headley’s “Life in the Woods” for one

striking incident, and in one place for a trait of

~ description so beautiful that I could not tesist

the theft. It is so long since I read the book
that T have a right, perhaps, to use any thmg
that 1 remember. |

The moral of the present tale, or continua-
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tion of a tale, is the old adage that Maitckes are
made in Heawen : — for this is a lovesstory, or if
you please, the dénouement and unknotting of
one. A truelovers-knot will never untie, till it
is pulled in a particular way, and then it slips
as easily as'a common bow. So, despite the
above-quoted article of all true lovers’ faith,
you must .expect the sweet and chainless human
, will to have its play; and may the practical
deduction of every ome of us be, that in all | -
circumstances it is best to make not only a just, CHAPTER I.

THE FOREST.
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but a generous use of ours, leaving the result to
the boundless resources of the All-good.

An lateat silvis?
Dum dubitat, vidére eanes; primusqne Melampns,
Tchnobatesque sagax latrati signa dedére, '
’ Ovip.

 New Yok, Sept.,, 1852, -

An hour passed by without a sign
“Of buck or doe in range appearing.
: Vigil of Faith.

It was one of the first days of October; the hour was

| . about, three, post meridiem. A thick, whitish mist, the

- o : - clearing off of the equinoctial, had veiled the sky all
' ' day, sometimes had descended in heavy showers, al-
ways had curtained the summits of the sweeping
mountaing, and made opaque the motionless lakes,
rendering faint and uncertain the reflection of their
 'wild islets and wilder shores, thick with virgin forests,



14 | THE FOREST.

then just in the perfection of that autumnal g]ofy’

peculiar to the western hemisphere. So rich and -

vivid, indeed, were the tints of the boundless foliage,
that even under that sullen fog the nearer shores of
_the lakes and slopes of the mountains seemed bathed
in a glowing sunset. The patches of hemlock wind-
ing among the frost-dyed deciduous trees, appeared
like the shadows of clouds on a lofty hill-side.
The mountains were the branching spurs-of the
- great Adirondack chain, which  runs south-westerly
from the northern extremity of the state of New
York, and divides the waters which fall into the
Atlantic from those which empty into Tiake Ontario.
The lakes 1mbosomed in their deep locks, and ‘the
mnumerable sisters of which freshen all the recesses
of the Adirondack, pour out their abounding waters
chiefly through the  Racket and Sacondaga rivers,

giving source in the one to a great feeder of the St.

" Lawrence, and constituting, through”™ "the other, the
high reservoirs “of the Hudson. ‘

But your attention is more immediately directed

"to a thickly-wooded point at the lower end, or outlef,

of one of these wild lakes. Pine, spruce, hemlock,

and cedar, here mingle their stiff branches and dark

foliage 'with oaks, beeches and maples, as if they .

" were all of the same race. Below, the scene is
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choked with underwood and ‘huge“ fallen trunks;
some deeply-mossed and decaying, . others newly
fallen. As the light grows stronger by gazing, you

‘perceive, sitting upon one of the latter, a man, ap-

parently (as ndvelists say) of middle age. He was
not remarkable in height. A -spare, but well- -pro-
portloned frame, was set’ off . by a hunter’s dress of-

. dark gray cloth, with large pockets and huge horn :

buttons, carved with stags and guns. Beneath his
fur cap appeared a sufficient quantity of black, some-

‘what curling hair, a little neglected, perhaps, and a

regular aquiline face, dark naturally, but by exposure

~perfectly bronzed. MThe eyes of the person we do-

scribe were dark-gray and piercing, and their glance

-was perpetually directed, either over the lake, nearly

the whole expanse of which was visible from the

" elevated spot where he was stationed, or down a
particular line through the woods on his lefi, where

a sorﬁ of track was distinguishable by the ‘effects of
browsmg on the green underwood.

Under the partial shelter of a tall hemlock at
some. two arm'slengths from this individual, stood
a younger man—indeed, comparatively a youth—
taller, and equally slender, but showing a finer type .
of his species by a more symmetrical development of

the‘ shoulders-and an elegant massiveness of the chest.
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His garb was. fashioned much like that of his com-
panion, but newer and more trimly worn; his rather
. loose and easy:hunter's jacket or frock, of dark green
cofdtiroy, being buitoned up to the throat, and for
a cap he had a large gray felt hat, picturesquely
slou?hed So far and in respect of the tawny shot-
bag and horn potvder- fAask slung at his waist, he
had the exterior of a hunter or backwoodsman, but
his features, refined by meditation, and his thought-
ful dark blue eye, as ‘much as the clean gloss of his
chestnut hair, and the whiteness of his hands, and
of the'exposed portions of the neck, plainly testified

that he belonged to civilized life.- He grasped -a

double-barrelled gun with a careless air, (a heavy
rifle, which evidently belonged to his companion,
rested against the hemlock,) and he cast fewer
glances at wood or lake; his eye being oftener di-

rected to the richly-coloured eminences that rose to -

. & mountain-height round the shores .of the latter,
making it just like a punch- bowl |

- % 8ix hours we've been here, Morrell, and haven't
heard a dog.” ,
- “The rain has spﬂed the scent,” replied the elder
of the. pair. “I guessed likely it would. Or may-

be the dogs i running at the other end of the-

lake.”

.
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“ Any way, should n't we hear the dog before sce-
ing the deer? TFor I see you keep an eye always on
the lake or the runway.”

“Maybe not. Very often the first notice you get

is the deer jumping through the brush, and splashmg
‘into the water.” : ‘

“Ah, I wish one Would come jumping down the

- runway,” said the young man, looking at his caps and

feeling the hammers, which were half-cocked. “I’d
have fwo chances at him any way. I say, Morrel] do
you never chase the deer ?”

“ Sometimes in winter, where the snow lies. Youe
wouldn't kill a deer a month, that way, at any other
segson of the year, unless it was by pure luck.”

“We have not had much luck so far. One little °
doe at Long Lake.”

“ And that hauI of trout at Plseco ”

“True; that was splendid. Eighty-four trout in
three hours with the fly, Welghmg nmety eight pounds.
That was sport, certainly.”

“ You won’t often see better.”

“I sha'n’t soon forget it. Why, the water was
in a perfect foam with their leaping round the boat.
Such beautiful fellows! Do you remember, Morrell,

- when T had two whappers on at once, and you threw

down your rod fo take them in, that a fellow snapped
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at your fly as it lay on the water, and had like to

have carried off the whole concern, rod, reel, and
all]”
| T ain’t every day, at this season of the year, that

one gets such a mess of brook trout. But I have cat

trout enough for one week. I want to taste some
venison. We are bound to have a deer to-day, if it is
only for the dogs " "

“We ought to have somethmg to pay us for stand-

ing four hours in the rain.”

“Hark! Mr, Atiaérton,” cried Morrell, “there’s a

« dog, —TIt’s Courtney’s!”

It came faintly over the water; then it became
more distinet, & deep incessant baying echoing among
the hills. Atherton showed great excitement. |

. “Keep cool,” said Morrell, taking his rifle from
the tree against which it was leamng “I want you
to kill this deer.”

“Is it coming into the lake, do you think ?”

“Can’t tell yet.” .

There was a sudden leaping of a dark form out

of the low wood lining the shore; then a splash
- “There’s the deer!” said Morrell.

They sprang down the bank. Morrell had. to hold
_ the young man back. |

“Not so quick. TLet him get a little way out, mto
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the lake. If he sees or hears us, he will put back and

‘ten to one he’s lost.”

- A shallow, fragile, flat-bottomed boat, constructed
of very thin plank, and capable. of holding scarcely
more than three persons, lay partially drawn out of the

~watery so as to be secured by its bow resting on the

sand. Morrell made Atherton enter, and take the seat
in the stern; then cautlously pushed the boat out, and
lightly sprang in. |

“The deer is going up the shore, instead of put—
ting across. I am mighty afraid we shall miss him,”
ke said, paddling out softly and slowly into a reach
of shallow water covered with lily pads—the broad,
beautifal, dark-green leaves of the water-lily.

For five minutes such was the course taken rby
the hunted animal, who had come straight down to the

lake, and was now evidently meaning to foil the scent

by swimming a certain distance along the shore, and

then faking to ‘the woods again. But another boat
emerged from the shelter of a jutting point crowned
with pines, so as to head him off, For a moment he

_seemed doubtful whether to go ashore again at once,

or boldly cross the lake. But Morrell now rose in his -
boat, and, putting one hand to his mouth, imitated the
baying of a stag-hound. The deer, which had not seen
Morrell’s boat, “instantly and decidedly turned from the -
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Shore, and struck across the wide rippling sheet for the
opposxte hills.

“We've got him, by Jove, ‘and a_mnoble buck!
As fine a pair of horns as I ever saw!”

Still it was a hard chase; for the deer, soon discov-
ering this second enemy, redoubled his exertions, and,
the distance the boat had to get over being twice that
to be swum by the animal, the ‘chances were against
their getting a fair gun-shot before he would touch bot-
tom and begin to jump again. On the other hand, the
rival party, who had been watching the lake, were
dashing on to head him off, if possible, and shortly
the two boats and the deer were crossing the lake

in a line, so that neither party dared fire on their strug-

gling game, for fear that a scattering buckshot might
take effect on the other. The deer would have been
lost but for Morrell’s tremendous rowing. His sinewy
frame rose and fell in the slight cockle-shell with a
force that nearly threw it out of the water. They thus
gained about thiee yards on the other boat, and turned

the buck a little off his gourse, so that the three were
no longer in a line. Atherton sat in the stern, his gun

cocked, trembling -with anxiety, and giving notice
every minute to his copler companion of the rapid
approach of the beautiful animal to the shore.

" % Do n’t shoot me,” said Morrell.
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“No” said Atherton, “but I think I could hit

- him now. Hal's boat is out of the range, but he’s a
- good way off. He’s very near the lily-pa.ds now | ”

‘ Fire, then,” said Morrell.

'The youth raised the gun to bis shoulder. The
buck gave a little bound in the water at the sight: the
boat -also leaped forward at the.same instant. Crack
went the report. The deer rolled round on itself, and
the great branching horns sunk in the water. In a
minute the boat was alongside, and Morrell had cut
the ﬁng creature’s throat. Its soft, upturned, beauti-
ful eye met Alban’s, . _

“You've put it into him well. Three shot in the
back of the head. I%y George! Mr. Atherton, that
was first-rate. I expected to lose him, fully; and ses,
in another minute he would have been jumping. .
Ah, ah! but we were bound to have him, for we have
been four days at Louis, and we couldn’t live on that
salt pork any longer, no how you can fix it.”

Henry. Atherton came up, with a. guide rowing,
One of the dogs was in this boat.

«“ A fine buck, eh? Good shot, Alban, How

“beautifully he sank back the instant you fired. One .

minute go full of life, and the next floating here.”
“ It was your dog, Courtney,” said Morrell, address- '
mg his fellow-guide.
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~ The dog—a stag-hound of pure blood —was al-
ready in the lake, and swimming towards the boats.
_ Morrell, showing great strength, lifted the body of the
deer into the boat without assistance. The dog was
also taken in, whining and ‘panting, and then both
parties set out, as théy said, for “ home.” '

It was a row of some two miles up the lake. The

sun came out feebly, and gilded the wild scene. All

‘was wood from the water's edge to the lofty and
finely undulating ridge of the mountains, except two
or three white spots among the deep-coloured foliage,
which marked projecting cliffs. The lighter boat first,
and then that containing the deer, turned in at a point
marked by an aged hemlock, profusely hung with long
gray moss, like some old Indian chief with wild gray
hair, The boats dragged in the water grass; the guides
jumped in, mid-leg deep, to draw them ashore; the

young sportsmen disembarked ; the guides lifted out

~ the deer.

They dressed it immediately on the bank, feeding
the dogs with the offal. The dog which had brought
the deer in, lapped the blood. Finally, the saddle, (that
is, in the language of the lakes, the whole of the two .

“hind quarters) was suspended by the delicate hocks
from the branch of a young tree, and Morrell took the
remainder on his shoulders. The young men, who had
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watched the operations with interest, shouldered their -
guns, and Courtney took Morrell’s rifle as well as his
own. So they moved on in Indian file, by a path, (if
such it could be called,) ascending gradually through

the wood, and which was indicated merely by a chip

cut off from the trees at intervals on the line of sight.
In about five minutes they reached a small clearing, or, .
rather, circumscribed thinning of the forest, where a
fire of logs smouldered in front of an open shanty of
gray bark, upon the bank of a gui‘gling brook.

- The whole party applied themselves to the prepara-
tion of the evening meal.” The forest rang again with
the blows of Morrell's axe, and the crash of the young
trees, as he folled' them for fuel. Alban Atherton
replenished the fire, throwing on fresh logs with a
vigorous arm, and bringing those a,lreaciy half burned
into such a position that the air speedily kindled them
into a fierce crackling blaze. Live heaps of beech and
maple coals presently dropped under the flaming logs.
Meanwhile, Henry Atherton had suspended a kettle
of water on a forked stick to hang in the hottest fire,
and Courtney cleaned a frying-pan, by boiling water in
it, while Morrell cut slices of fat pork, which he placed
on 2 huge chip of white hemlock instead of a plate. A
tin téapot was produced from the shanty, and promised
a grateful beverage. o




i otk 5 A S L A B A i AR ARG G, i a . N
7 3

24 THE FOREST.

A great piece of bark, laid on four uprights stuck

in the ground, and much warped by ‘rain, was the
table, and a log served for chairs. White chips were
the plates. 'While Henry was cutting bread taken
from a canvass bag, and Alban was producing some
white sugar from a brown paper, voices were heard
at the water-side: the dogs barked; presently the new-
comers appeared - St. Clair, and the guide who had
put out the dogs. This arrival produced a hubbub
of conversﬁtion- quecstibns about the deer;  about the
other dog who had chased a noble buck into Piseco,
as the new gmde averred; and congratulatmng from St.
Clair on Alban’s success.

In the midst of this the three cousins seated them-
selves at the bark table, and the guides served their
repast. The first course was brook trout:—the de-
licious yellow meat was offered in the frying-pan by

" Courtney. Morrell filled the teacups with rude civility.

This was followed by steaks of venison, made tender
by pounding, which possibly might not have been S0

savory as if they had been dressed with wine and

currant jelly, and served on silver heaters in New
"Yor-k; but caten with the appetite of the forest and the
lakes, were relished as wild meat is never in cities. A
pitchy, smoking, bright pine torch, and the flaming
fire, lighted this joyful evening meal. The guides suc-
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ceeded their masters, and the latter, flinging themselves
upon the balsam boughs of their shanty, discussed the
events of the day and the prospects of the morrow.
The flame of their fire, and its curling smoke bright

with sparks, went up before them among the trees.

. The shanty, which may require description, was
but a sloping roof of bark, laid on rafters of sapliﬁgs,
the lower part resting on the ground, dnd the other
open to the air. The fire was built opp031te, so that
the heat, reflected against the interior of the roof' beat
down on those reposing beneath'; for this rude shelter

was only adapted for repose, not being sufficiently

elevated even in front to allow a man to stand upright
under it. The floor was spread with fresh balsam
boughs, forming a soft and fragrant bed, whercon the
young men and the guides soon stretched themselves
side by side, with their heads under the cool roof, and
their feet to the fire. The dogs enjoyed a separate and
ruder shelter opposite.

But first the guides- rebuilt the fire for the nighi;.
Huge logs laid one on another, and supported by stakes
driven into the ground, formed a.chimney back. Two
large stones wére, the andirons, on which the long green
maple fore-log was placed. The wood was then piled
on to burn all night and keep the shanty as hot as

could be endured. The last ceremony on the part of
2
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the guides was to pass from one to another a certain
mysterious black leathern, or elastic, bag or “botle,
which they applied to their mouths, absorbing a
draught probably intended to counteract the danger of
taking cold in their bivounac.

' 8t, Clair, who had been tramping the woods all day
to belp start the dogs and watch the runways, fol-
lowed the example of Morrell and Courtney, by pulling
off his boots and stretching himself upon the balsam

- to Isleep. Henry and Alban Atherton strolled out a
little way into the forest, where they could mark the
wild effect of the shanty fire. The third guide, Dun-

can by name, had departed, having a cabin of his own.

on the other side of the lake, on whose shores he was
the sole permanent dweller.

' “We could not have brought the Tadics here,” said
Henry Atherton.

-4 QOh, impossible!” rephed Alban. “What a fear-
ful screech that owl has, You would say there were a
hundred fiends in the forest.” | )

“ They would enjoy thls scene,” observed Henry.

“The fiends!”

\ “ Who. was talklng about fiends? I was speaking
of the ladies.” | |

_“Oh, yes, they would have enjoyed-it, I dare say.

What do you say, Henry, to going on to Indian
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Lake, before we return to Hart's? For my part, I am
just in the humour for it. I should like to penetrate
as far as Racket Lake, of which they talk so much.”

“If it were not for leaving the ladies so long.
They would think it was bardly treating them fairly.”

“We should be gone two weeks instead of one.
That would not be much. But I think it would be
possible, if you wished it, to take them along —say
by the state road to Louis, and then in boats.”

“ What is that moving on the rlght?” whispered
Henry Atherton.

Something was certam]y moving among the trees,
though concealed from them by brush. The young
men held their breath. Presently it emerged into the
gleam of the fire, —one—two dark elegant forms de-
fined against a light background of illumined brush
—a doe and her favgi?n.' | |

“ Beautiful! do n’t disturb them,”

A low growl was heard from the chienté, (as
Cooper calls it,) where the dogs slumbered. The doe .
started away., At her first bound the whole wood
rang with the furious and sudden voices of the hounds;
quick as .a flash, three dark, sinewy forms were seen
flying over the logs and brushwood; the hunters
statted up from their beds of balsam. .

- “Range! Sport! Turk! Here, sir! Back, sir!”
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The clearing was in an uproar, which it took some
time to subdue. Tv&o_ of the dogs soon returned; the
third was out nearly an hour. Henry and Alban
Atherton took their places by the side of St. Clair,
who had slept through it all. Towards morning the
fire g‘ot. low. Henry took cold, and snored. Alban
was awakened. He perceived that it was either snow-

ing or raining. He got up, dragged a long heavy log

to the fire, and threw it on. Courtney started up with- -

out really waking, helped him with the log, and flung
himself back on the boughs. Alban was thirsty and
feverish—a common result of a thorough wetting in

the ‘day, cured by a venison supper. A tin mug, full

of water, stood on the bark table. e filled. it fresh
from the brook, drank once, and aga.in; and then re-
sumed his bed. This time he slept soundly iill
morning light. Roused By the clatter of the guides
Iﬁreparing a venison steak for breakfast, he threw

aside the covering from his feet, and sat up. By the
fire, and gazing at Adm, stood an Indian, in a blue

shirt, buckskin leggins, and a toga-like blanket. -
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CHAPTER II.

Look, underneath yon jutting crag
Aro hunters and a slanghter’d stag.
Who may they be 2 ' But late you said
No steps these desert regions tread.

' Zord of the Bles,

‘A GENIUS, the lover of tranquillity m'plzxyful with a.

mirth which shocked the solemn hypocrisics of the
world, and mingling satire with sympathy in a way
that was little understood — presided over the earlier

~portion of this tale. We were then forced — it was no

enchanter’s freak —to reverse our wand, and call up
from the deep a demon of unrest, with batlike wings
and discordant cry. A veil, not of soft rain-eloud, nor
of sunshiny Jmist, but of lurid and sulphurous fumes
from the infernal lake, with many an indistinct and
horrid shape, half-revealed on its Iﬁtchy volumes, was
drawn over our life-landscape. Tt has been lifted —
those who knew not what to make of thé apparition
should rejéice——and we find ourselves again, after a
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brief space, in the sensible and natural World on the
wild border of civilization.

It was a wilder region then than it is now, not only
in the depth of its nearly unbroken forests, but in the
character of its inhabitants. It was not even then
absolutely unvisited by sportsmen, but they were few
in number; some scattered Indians and hardy trappers

chiefly disputed it with wolves and bears and crowds

of deer and moose. T.he' most advanced post of any
thing like civilization was a soft of inn upon the
neck of land dividing Pheasant and Big Buck Lakes,
rendezvous of hunters, trappers, and the few ad-
venturous sportsmen of whom we have spoken, and

the proprietor of ‘which conducted a considerable

commerce in game and peltry. = A few of the more

trustworthy and intelligent of the ‘trappers, desigf' '

nated by bim, discharged, when occasion required, the
office of guides to those who visited the region in
quest of sport, and such were our friends Morrell and
Courtney.

 How did you find us out?” 1nqu1red Atherton of
the Indian.

“ Me saw the smoke of your'ﬁre.”

“Why do you wish me to accompany you to your
| villa,gé rather than one of my companions?”

“ Exactly,” said St. Clair. “That is what I should |
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like to know; for Morrell says that those Indiang
beyond Racket are extremely jealous of any white
man visiting their villages, or intruding on their hunt-
ing grounds.”

The Indian, after a moment's silence, crossed his
arms on the breast, and said courteously, regarding
Alban— “The young chief sleep so, .and when he

wake, do s0,” making the sign of the cross,

“ Your people are Catholics, then ?”

“ Catholiques — yes.” | ’

“Is the white man who is sick among you a Cath-
olic?” mqmred Alban,

“Non pas,” replied the Indlan with qmckness
“The sick chief is a long time friend of my people,

‘but he i like the Indians of the South River before the

blackgowns came. He offers the Great Spirit only the
pipe of peace,” —imitating with one hand ‘the upward
wave of smoke from a calumet. “But the little squa.w
down at Saratoga Catholigue —he say.”

The Indian alternated between the dignified and
figurative style attributed to his people on solemn occa-

sions, and the simplest broken English,

“Yes, little squaw Catholique,” he added Wlth
empha51s

Henry Atherton and St. Clair laughed with one
another, and the Indian gave them a glance.
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“ And he wants some white man to come on with
her.”

z Yes, he pay much money.”

pl

“ He wants a servant, then,” said Alban, Who had

seemed to hesitate. I am not a person of that kind.

You must find one at Saratoga, unless one of these
guides will answer better.”

“Q@ot very good guide now,” replied the Indian

rather coldly. |

“ Here is a person, Henry, of Whom I know nothmg
but that he is a sportsman, and his daughter a Cath-
olic, hag fallen sick among the indians, and sends one
of them to Saratoga to hire some onc to come on
with the young lady; and the meséenger, without
even a letter 1o prove his character, finding me by the
~‘way, profests that I am the very individual required.
Really, although my sympathies are much’excited by
the story, supposing it to be true, T am scarcely war-
ranted in yielding to them on such a call.”

- “Of course mnot,” said Henry Atherton; impa- - -
* tiently ramming down a charge of buckshot; — *you-

do n't dream of it, do you?"”
This rather settled the matter. Breakfast having
“been despatched, the young men were ready for a fresh

start. Duncan —the guide whose cabin was on the

shore of Louis--being an inferior sort‘-of fe]ldw, had
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been sent on at an early hour, to back the venison
killed the day before, about sixteen miles to Hart's,

- then a mere house in the woods, as has been said,

but furnished from the winter Iakes with an abundant

.supply of ice for the preservatlon of game. One man

being required to start the dogs, the absence of
Duncan left but a single guide -for the boats which
were to watch the lake. Hach of the young men
had already tried a day’s tramping with the dogs, and
not one was disposed to undergo the fatigue again with
so slender a chance of even a distant shot.. But Henry
Atherton, proud of his skill with the oar, offered to
take a boat alone. A son of Duncan’s—a white-
locked twelve-year-old — undertook to row for St.
Clalr and Courtney. was assigned to Alban. The
Indian maintained the taciturnity of his race while
these arrangements were being made, but when he
came to draw his birch canoe out of a sheltered nook,

it was discovered that he had a white companion and

a dog.
“Me hunt too, at Louis to- day," sald he,
. This disturbed the arrangements, but at last it was
amicably settled that the Indian’s dog should be put
out by Morrell with -the others, and that the new-

-comers should join in watching the lake. The white

"stranger was a man of ordinary appearance, attired in

¥
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an oil-skin cap and box coat, and armed with a heavy
rifle. |

They dropped down the lake. Henry Atherton

took Pine Point— the same &tation which he had oceu- -

pied the day before; and it was about opposite this that
Morrell got out with the dogs. The Indian, gliding
a good deal faster than Courtney, went straight to the
point where Morrell -and Alban had watched the day
previous.

“ Cunning them rascals are!” said Courtney. “He

knows the best place as well as any of us, T guess.

But that fellow with him don’t look like a real sports-

man. He has done many a day’s work in his life, I -

reckon, by his hands, but it wasn't in the ‘woods.
Well, since” that plaguey Indian has gone to the outlet,
the bost we can dois to take the island; and ‘perhaps,”
added he, phllOSOphlcauy, “that is as good as the
other.” _

An islet of rock, partly covered with bushes; rose
‘in the middle of the.lake, about half way between
the outlet and Pine Point. St. Clair also moored 4t
‘this station, whence, indeed, the whole of that end
of the lake could be most conveniently watched.

“I hope you will get a shot to-day, St, Olalr,
said Alban,

“I'd like to shoot that fellow in the box-coat for
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~coming in to spoil our sport. Your Indian friend,

Alb, said nothing about him when he was trying to
persuade you to accompany him on a fool's errand to-

' I'Racket'.”

“Tt was irrelevant matter,” said Alban. “Indians
do not deal in the superfluous.” | 7
They were scarcely settled at their posts before the

| cry of the dogs was heard,‘follévmd by a shot—the

sharp, though distant, crack of a rifle echoing among
the hills, | |
“Morrell has killed a deer on the Jump!” cned
Courtney, starting to his feet.
The dogs now continued to be heard for hours,

‘one while approaching, then retiring. It was very

exciting, as the appearance of the deer, and probably |
of more than one, was momently expected. Courtney
distinguished the voices of three separate dogs. - Fi-
nally, one of them, the Indian’s, appeared among the
willows that edged the lake above the outlet. The

~ Indian cressed over with his boat, took the hound in,

and -paddling back through .the lily-pads, put him
ashore again at the runway. 'The creature instantly
sprang away into the forest, Whi(_zh, a little to the rear
of this point, was low and chiefly of frowning hemlock,

A halfhour more passed. The sound of the dogs
was become more faint, yet Courtney restlessly sur-
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veyed the surface and borders of the lake. He made
St. Clair and Alban get into the boats, in order to be
ready at a moment’s Warhing, and allotted them each
a portion of the shore to observe. ‘

Alban did not in his heart'believe that tﬁéy would
see any thing that day; he felt rather disposed to go
and enter into conversation with the box-coatéd stran-
ger, to ascertain if the latter knew any thing about the
man alleged to be sick among the Indians; with this
thought he left off watching, and looked up at Court-
ney, who stood on a flat ledge of rock projecting over
the water. Suddenly the latter's countenance changed. -
He made a slight exclamation, and sprang down the
rocks to the boat.

“The deeris in the lake.”

In fact the Indian’s canoe was already‘ gliding
stealthily out among the lily-pads. The deer had
entered ou the same side of the lake where the buck

had come in the day before — the opposite side to that'
on which Morrell had started the dogs. It was a buck,

with huge, spreadmo' antlers that bore up nobly over
the water as he advanced into the circle of his enemies.
He was swimming straight across, which of itself showed
that he was a powerful animal, and yét unwearied. He
had come in quietly and silently, and was so nearly
half way over before any body perceived him, that the

T
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Indian was not in a condition to cut him off; but
Courtney and Alban, being in the middle of the lake
already by the position of the istet, had a better chance

of success, ‘ ‘
As on the previous day, the two boats soon got into

a line with each -other and the strongly swimming

game. Courtney rowed furiously, but the man in the -

* box-coat played in a frightful manner with his heavy ’

rifle, pointing it directly at Alban, who called out re-
peatedly — “ Don't shoot me, stranger! Mind what you
are about!” And the box-coated stranger, being at
the most beautiful rifle distance, dropped the point of
his barrel andflook.ed confounded.

They headed off the deer, who scarcely turned.

“He’s bound to-go ashore — that deer —ain't he?”
cried Courtney.

“Shall T fire?” sald ‘Alban.

“Let drivel”

The report rang. The buck leaped half out of the
water, but kept on his way, though bleeding profusely
from the neck. The Indian was now motioning to his
white companion_ to rriajk,e use of his rifle ; but it was

- with some difficulty that the latter could be persuaded,

crying out,that he was not near enough; but he fired,
however, just as Courtney got his boat round again,
to head the deer a second time. It was quite in-
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effectual. The ball went dancing over the water for
rods beyond the buck’s branching head, Courtney
rapidly came up again.
“Give him the other barrel!” he cried to Alban,
Alban, who was now in a regular paroxysm of the

- buck ague, fired nervously, and almost w1thout taking

aim. The leaden hail rattled among the great tree-

like horns, and cut the right ear, but touched no vital

part, and the deer swam on, - Courtney, maddened,
rowed up and closed with him, for the game was now
nearly out of deep water, and if he once touched
bottom, was lost, for the guide had left his rifie at
" the shanty. The excited backwoodsman caught one

of the antlers and struck the deer’s head with an oar, -

The mighty buck fought with fary. He knocked the

side of the fragile boat with his horns; he got under it

8o as nearly to overset it twice, till Courtney, fearing
to be swamped, qult his hold; but the deer also, tanght,
by this short but severe conflict, abandoned the purpose
of going ashore in spite of all opposmon and struck
out to run up the lake,

“Now we are sure of him,” said Courtney. « Load
again, Mr. Atherton.”

“I bave no more buckshot,” replled Alban, much

agitated. “I never counted on mlssmg a shot, even

if I got one.”
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“Load with fine shot,” said Courtney, wildly.

'Alban did so, but came near putting two charges
of powder in one barrel, and two of shot into the other.
All this had passed in almost the same time that it
takes in relating. And now St. Clair hove within
rifle shot, and fired beautifully. The ball glanced off

" one of the horns, and flew skipping over the water,

close by Alban’s boat. All three boats were now in
pursuit, and the box-coat, having had time to reload,
prepared to fire again ; but just then Henry Atherton
who had rowed out alone from Pme Point, was di-

rectly in front of the deer, and seeing the rifle raised

towards him, shouted,—**Don't shoot me!”—and the
stranger lowered his rifle again, and seemed to aban-
don the chase in’ despair. _ o '

" Henry Atherton now passed to the right and let
the deer go by him, then throwing down the oars)
took his gun and fired without effect. Although a
good shot, and cool in most circumstances, he could
not keep sufficiently so in this. exciting momert, be-
sides which his arms trembled with rowing. St. Clair
fired again, the ball entering the fleshy part of the
neck, drawing blood from the silent and resolute
swimmer ; and Alban, getting another side-shot, gave

~ his fine charge with a steady and perfect. aim, in

hopes to finish him. But this deplorable shot only
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cut the ear almost to pieces, and closed the right
eye. ‘ '

sight. “Get out of this, Courtney.”

But now the Indian, following close, closed with

the deer, and catching one of the horns, was about
to cut its throat, when Ienry Atherton, who, having
dropped astern, was. now come up again, called out,
dropping the oars and raising his gun,—“ Halloa,
there! no butchery! Drop off, while I fire!”

The Indian, not wishing to run the risk of a scat-
tering‘ charge' of buckshot, let go. The deer, ex-
hausted as he was by the chase and loss of blood,
followmg still that deep instinct of escape which no
~ hopelessness can quell in a race that God has made

to fly from its enemies, swam on with renewed cour- -

age. Just the back of the head, with the wide-
branching horns, could be seen above the water.

“I wish he eould get off)” said Alban, watching
his cousin. “Tt is 'too bad ‘to kill him after such a
chase. He deserves to escape.”

Henry’s second barrel spoke quick and sharp. The
whole charge entered the fatal spot just behind the
horns, The head and branching horns sank like lead.
The Indian closed in again, seized the tail, and broucrht
the ant]ers to the surface.

“Misery!” cried the young man, shocked at the
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“ Now who does this deer belong to?” asked the
ingenuous Courtney, as his boat- came gliding along-

side.
“To us, of course,” said the impudent box-coat.

“Qur dog brought him in. See, there he is. whining

. on the shore.”

Such was the case. The Indian's black hound
whim‘peréd ‘on . the shore of the lake, at the point’
where this noble buck had entered. The latter ap-
peared a gigantic fellow, with a fine gray coat turned
up with white, and the antlers, now you could look
at them coolly, seemed as large as moose-horns.
'i‘here were no fewer than fifteen prongs, or tines,

" some of them very singular. The Indian and his

white companion towed: the body ashore to dress it at
‘once, as well as to make good their claim,

“They’ve got the deer, but you killed it any
how,” said Courtney, looking at them rather blank.
“I'm blamed if I believe that black dog brought
the deer in. Why, he wasn't out more than half an

" hour, and it isn't certain that he was after a deer at

all. . We shall know when Morrell comes.”

u ﬁenry killed him,” said Alban.  “They never
would have got him if it hadn’t been for us, that’s
certain.” B _ .

. “Certain,” said Courtney.. “But ho!l—there’s
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another deer! and coming in at the same place]
Now I am sure that big buck is ours.”

There was no time to be lost in conversation
Courtney’s boat took the lead. The point was to
hiead off the deer (at the distance it seemed like a
doe or yearling) without frlghtemng him too soon,
But in this, notwithstanding all exertions, they were

not successful. The animal saw the boats, and turned

back. Alban, who had loaded again with buckshot .

obtained from Henry, fired ineffectually just as the
game touched bottom among the lily-pads, The
yearling went frisking, and kicking up its light heels,
‘up the wood-lined shore, and disappeared. A dog
opened almost immediately among the hemlocks,
“There! Morrell's dogll I knew it,” said Courtney.
Extrgmely puzzled, the hunter rowed quite into
the outlet. In a few minutes he came upon his
own dog among the willows on the opposite side,
and took him in. This confirmed his previous
opinion. The two -dogs had each brought down a
deer —the fine old buck and the yearling, and - Ais
dog had lost the scent in the outlet. Nothing could

be plainer. Discussing this matter, they rowed back

into the lake. Courtney stood up in the boat to
survey the surface. “I vow, there’s another deer in
the lake!” he exclaimed.
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Sure edough, the little head, with two straight
horns like ears, was seen at a great distance bobbing
on the water. It was going up the lake There
was another chase, almost as exgiting as the former.
For St. Clair and Henry, moored at the island,
having relaxed their watch, did not see the deer,

which passed them unmolested. Then . Courtney

came up, pulling like a man insane, and they also
started in pursuit. Courtney’s dog beginning to

_speak, he threw him overboard. Then the Indian

and, the box-coat left their booty to join the chase.
It was distressing to see the poor animal distracted .

‘amid so many pursuers, first taking one course and

then another, when, had it kept straight on from the
first, it might easily have evaded all. The exertions
of Courtney, and the fact that no one else for a long
time saw the game, brought Alban first within gun-
shot, and taught, as well as calmed, by experience, he
was deliberate. Tt was only a side shot, for the
Indian’s boat had. just turned the deer, but it was
effectual. It was the same yearling which had come
in before on the other side of the lake; a fact that
Alban at first could not credit, until he saw Morrell's
dog following in the water; both ammals having in

: that short interval swum the outlet and made a

detour through the woods of nearly two miles. In
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about twenty minutes more, Morrell appeared on the
shore with the saddle of a doe that he had shot in
the hills; and then it was ascertained that the big
buck really belonged to the other party, for Morrell
| could give an account of all the dogs. In all this
excitement Alban entirely forgot to make the in-
quiries that he intended, of the Indian’s companion.

- “ Well,” said Henry Atherton, as they discussed
their supper by the red fire and torch-light, “we
‘have had a successful day at all events. Our party
has killed three deer, and one of them the biggest
- ever seen in these parts, ‘you say, Courtney ? Tt

happens to have been brought in by the dog of

another party; true, it is thedr deer; but we killed
it for them, eh?"

“ TJzey never would have got 1t " said Oourtney,
sif you had n't wounded it by that first shot for if
ever a deer was bound to go ashore, it was that
buck.” | : ‘

“How he fought 'you, Courtney !” Alban said,
“1I declare I thought he would have stove in the
boat.™

“ Aye, that buck was bound to go ashore,” said
- Courtney.

“It was a beautiful shot of yours, Henry, that
"ﬁnlshed ]:nm ? said St. Clair,
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“First-rate | ” said Courtney. ‘

“The beauty of it was,” said Alban, “that Hal
had first to row, and then to fire,”

“They are welcome to the deer, since ‘their dog
brought it in,” said Henry Atherton, complacently.
“We have got venison enough; but I wonder if

that chap in the box-coat would sell the horns. I’d

give him ten dollars for them, Morrell.”

“] guess you can have them for that,” said Mor-
rell, with a shrewd look. ‘

In pursuance of this 1dea, Henry Atherton crossed
the lake with Morrell to Duncan’s shanty, where it was
understood the box-coated sportsman. was going to
spend the night.. St. Clair took it into his head that
he would have a night row on the lake. Alban sat
under the shanty, and stirred aip Courtney to tell sto-
vies of hunting and trapping. There was the exciting
narrative of the first deer he ever killed, when a mere
boy, all alone, with nothing but an axe, on Lake Piseco.
How he got a rope noosed ‘round thé horns, (for it was
a mighty buck 1) and how the deer got into the long
.shallows of Piseco, and began to jump with the boat
after him, and so on, quite thrilling to hear. Then the
way they hunted moose in the winter, and how they
slept in the snow ; the number of deer and moose they
killed merely for the pelts, leaving all the meat in the
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woods, which Courtney agreed was a shame; and the
horrible, but regular method of hunting the deer in
packs, practised by the wolves, Alban could not but
reflect on the singularity of hearing these wild stories,
on so wild a spot, so little knawn yet within three
-days’ journey of New York. .

“I have heard,” said Courtney, “that in the old
‘countries a man can’'t go into the Woods and klll a
deer, without having permission from somebody.”

~ “Certainly,” said Alban. “You have heard what
is true.” | | '

“That seems mighty queer,” said Courtney.

Now was heard some loud shouting ; the dogs
started and dashed. into the forest after & while voices

were heard from the landing. - St. Clair had not been - |
able to find it, but had happily encountered Morrell |

coming back with Henry Atherton. They had not

effected the negotiation for the big horns, for the box-

coated sportsman was gone ; but Duncan had returned
from Hart's, bringing notes from the ladies. There
was one ‘for Henry Atherton from his wife; and
another for Alban from Jane, to whom he had' gal-
‘lantly sent the venison he had killed. The last read
as follows:

THE FOREST. .47

& Lake Pheasant, Oct. 8, 1835.

“DEAR COUSIN ALBAN,—
“I am delighted to hear of your -success at Louis,

~ The compliment you have paid your cousin Jane in

sending her ‘that beau-tchi-ful saddle,” as Mr, Hart calls
it, is highly appreciated, I assure you. Mr. Hart has
put it in ice. He says it is the finest and fattest venison
he ever saw in his life. I shall be proud enoigh to
send it in portions to my friends, who are all yours.
We ladies mope sadly here without you and my cou-
sins, particularly Mrs. Henry, which is natural. There -

are many vows for your safety, and speedy return.

“ Your affectionate Cousin JANE."

“You and Hal are in luck,” eried St. Clair with
some humour.  “You have each killed a buck, and
each has got a letter from a lady.”

" “It’s a shame that Mary Atherton did not write
you a note,” said Henry. =~

“I thirk she might.”

“ And so my Indian friend was not at the bhanty?”
observed Alban to Henry Atherton, restoring Jane's
note to the envelope, and placing it carefully in his
pocket-book, the podket book itself in his bosom.

“Noj he went on to Saratoga 1mmedmtely after

our last race.”
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“That was very 'cute in him,” said Courtney. “Ile

slept all them three hours we was watching the lake '

before the big buck came in, as them Ingins do, with
one ear and one eye open; and now, you see, he will
get through the woods by dayhght and foot it all
night on a first-rate road with a moon till four o'clock.

Won't he be walking into Saratoga by daybreak? I

guess likely he will; and all the same for him as if he

= = . L . . ] 1]
* had started from Louis this morning at six o'clock.’

“Well, to-morrow - is Saturday,” said Henry
Atherton; “I suppose we shall return to Hart’s in

the afternoon, of course.” ,
“T think so upon the Whole " said Alban, 1nv01

~untarily putting his hand to his breast-pocket. .
“We can get up early, and have one race before -

we start,” said St. Clair. -

They had their race, on a cold, showery day,—
truly a race, for Range ran a deer from one ex-
tremity of the lake to the other,— Courtney and
Alban following in their boat, hearing the incessant

cry of the hound, now loud and year, as the deer

ran close to the shore, now faint and remote, ag
it took the back of a well-wooded hill, till finally
‘the sound was lost among the loftier eminences that
lay beyond the inlet. The other dogs were equally un-
successful. Their voices were heard among the hillg,
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but the deer were not seen. They either would not

take the water at all, or they sought refuge in some
other lake. At noon, then, our party cooked and ate
their last hurried meal at the shantj; they concealed
the various utensils against the next time; the guides
shouldered the saddles, the luggage, and their own |
rifles. They recrossed the lﬁke, hauled up and secured
the boats, and away all together through the forest,
a tough, rough tramp, of some seven miles, At

- length they struck what by. Courtney was called a.

road, where a lamber wagon received them and their

.heavy load. It rained torrents all the way. Their

driver - was an old, white-whiskered Canadian, with a .
cap of bearskin and a face like a fox. The seats of
the wagon were the chip-bottorned chairs of . the
country, lashed two and two. They drove furiously.
At one moment the wagon inclined about forty-five
degrees to the right; the next to the left; now they
thundered down a hill washed bare by floods; then
dashed threugh a miry valley up to the wheel-hobs.
They were drenched outwardly by the raﬁn, inwardly

by perspiration, which- the labour of keeping their

places caused to stream forth in abundance. Alban
and Henry managed to protect themselves partially
by gathering round them the comforter under which

they had slept at Louis. Finally it grew dark, and
.3
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still on they dashed, neck or nothing, over the broken
~and miserable road, flying with one wheel in the air
over the rock, and half-capsized the next moment in
‘a gully, but nothing it seemed could overset the
lumber-wagon, Drenched and soiled, with slouching
hats crushed over their eyes, and dark, untrimmed
beards, they sprang’ out at the long, low, piazzaed
stoop of the forest inn, But three lovely women were
on the steps, to give them, in spite of all, the warmest
welecome that affection and consanguinity warranted.

“T . declare,” said Mary  Atherton, but offering
Alban in turn her cousinly lips, “you are positively
not kissable.”

%Do you think so, Jane?”

"Jane laughed.

“You are a perfect fright.”

“ Well, then, T will posﬁpone my kiss till I am
shaved and dressed.”

“Qh, no, take it now,” she answered in a low
voice of suppressed pleasure. “You have got back
safe. I am so glad.”
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CHAPTER III.

True to his church he comes ; no Sunday shower
Keeps him at home in that 1mp0rtant hour,

CrABBE,
Quince. Ts all our company here?

Bottom. You were best to call them éenerally, man by man,
acoording to the serip.

Midsummer-Night's Dream.

- I return to the loves of Leonard and Margaret.
" The Doctor,

SUNDAY is a day which ought to unite all hearts,
and bring together those whom variety of occupa-.
'tion and difference of circle and station separate on
the secular days of the week. It is, indeed, a beauti-
ful idea, as even the mere philosopher muist acknowl]-

edge, that men should believe one day in seven to

- have been divinely set apart for a common rest from

labours and the pursuit of gain, with an obligation
upon» all of uniting in a common act of worship,
and meeting, for that end, as equals before. their
Maker, under a common roof. Sabbaths, and temples,
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and the solemn public zites of religion! What would
civilization — what would’ humanity be — without

‘them? Divided by the pursuits, and alienated by the

strifes, of the market and the forum, where shall we
learn the unity of our nature, our destiny, and our
duties — where re-enter into the vast and simple fellow-
ship of our %ind—if not before the altars of our God?

Sunday, unfortunately, was not a day that united

- our friends, the Athertons, but rather on which some
of the deep incompatibilities between them, latent on
other days, became apparént, At Babylon, at the
very start of this tour of pleasure, Jane, we may
remember, had been saddened “to sit by herself in

the old square pew, where she and Alban, in the old -

times, occupied opposite corners;” and on all their
Sunday stations in civilized districts, at least three,
and sometimes four, hostile and unsympathizing rites
bad divided the attendance of this party of six near
relatives. At Take Pheasant, indeed, there was no

opportunity for such a separation.

They were situated here somewhat like Lady Alice

“and her friends at Chamouni, except that they had no
Mr. Courtney to intone the Church of England service
~ for them in the apartment, suppose, of Mrs. Heﬁry
Atherton; () nor was there a rural church Whe.re‘ a
Puseyite damsel could join a Catholic peasantry in
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singing the Rosary and hearing a sunrise mass; but
to make amends, there was a little parlour at Hart's,
(as there was, our fair readers remember, in the
Alpine inn,) where Mr. Henry Atherton proposed to
read the morning service of the Episcopal Church at
half-past ten; and there was also, at no great distaﬁce,
a small, clap-boarded country school-house, where, in
the winter months, the law of “the State of New
York, and the genius of the people, maintained a
nursery of rudimentary education for the young in-
habitants of the district; and which at all seasons
served for such religious offices as might be per-
formed. at long intervals by a Methodist itinerant for

- the benefit of a scattered population. It is the zeal

and rude enthusiasm of these travelling preachers,
which have alone kept up the very name of Chris-
tianity in many a lonely region of our half-settled

“country. If any of our friends had been disposed to

profit by Wesleyan ministrations, they had the op-

portunity, for this very Sunday was that of the
itinerant’s visit.

The rain of the preceding eveﬁing had- changed to

- BNOW. - The roads, never more than tolerable, were in

an awful state, On a fair Sunday, previously appointed,
the sparse congregation would gather in from many an
unsuspeeted nook in the heart of the forest, from many
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a log-hut beside the wild southern road ; but so fow -

persons collected on this day, that the preacher con-
tented himself with a hymn and prayer, and postponed
the sermon to another occasion. But Henry Atherton,

having informed Mr. Hart of his intention to hold an

Episcopal service, had quite a congregation of guides,

hangers-on, domestic help, and so on, including the
~ itinerant himself

The latter was a sandy-haired, smooth-shaven indi-
vidual, meek in expression as a ewe. In him seemed
no clerical affectation. A narrow white neckcloth was
the only mark of his order, to which he added yellow
trowsers, a plain blue coat, and a large old straw hat,
lined with faded silk. Me seemed good and simple-
minded ; he had “never seen this order of worship
before,” he remarked, although he had often heard tell

of it. Henry redd one of Mr. Soapstone’s discourses,
which had been copied by Mary Ellsworth in. the days

of that young clergyman’s popularity, and having ex-
changed his sportsman’s gear for a suit of black, passed
universally for a minister of * the Episcopal order.”

- 'We regret to ‘say that most of the audience showed
a strong disposition to sleep, and of this number were
our friends Morrell and Courtney. The sermon, indeed,
made them prick up their ears at ‘ﬁrst, particﬁla.rly as
Henry read it with great animation, but as it was rather
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over their heads in ‘point both of thought and style, the
attention soon fell off again. Those, on the other hand,
who could appreciate both the beautiful service and
clever sermon, were fidgetty from observing how little
either was suited to the capacity of the majority present.

“If the whole had been in La,tin,"’ observed St.
Clair, “it would not have been much more unintelli-
gible” | | |

“And if it had been in Latin it would have been
vastly more .imposing,” rema.rked‘Alban.* '

“ Mummery, I know, is more imposing to a certain

‘class of minds than a reasonable service,” retorted .

Henry,

“ Which is the more reasonable service for an un-
educated people—one that they can understand and
enjoy, or one that they panndﬁ?” answered Alban.

“I wonder what the Methodist parson would have

said to a mass —holy water, candles, Latin and all[”

cried Henry, waxing warm.
“ Come, Hal,” said his sister, “don’t quarrel with
Alban because your service has been a failure.”
“What do you mean by calling it a failare ?” cried
Mrs. Henry, reddening. “If people have not cultiva-
tion enough to appreciate it, the fault is in them, not in |
the service.”

“The mistake, cousin Mary,” observed St. Clair,
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courteously, was in offering so fine a service to people

destitute of the cultivation which is so necessary.”

“ Precisely,” cried Jane, with a malicious smile to -

George. “ Now, for my part, I like the Episcopal form
very much, but I should not like being tied to it year
in and year out; and I am sure cousin Mary Ellsworth
herself will allow that to such a congregation as her
husband had to-day, a warm extempore prayer, and &
jingling hymn or two, would have been far more
acceptable.” |
“That is just the drift of what T observed a moment
ago,” said Alban, smiling — “ that there is no rite of
worship capable of interesting and edifying all classes
alike, except the mass.”
This remark drew on a warm -discussion, which be-
' came so unpleasant at last, tha:ﬁ the ladies, agreeably to
their instinet for the preservation of peace in such cases,
deemed it best to separate the combatants, St. Clair
was bitter; Hal lost his temper and was downright
insulting to Alban, who certainly said some very pro-

voking things, with more provoking coolness. Jane

quoted Scripture, with amusing simplicity and appro-
priateness ; Mrs. Henry appealed to the Fathers (not
. that she quoted them) but was positive that the Primi-
tive Church was patterned exactly after the Anglican ;
and Mary Atherton rather scoffed at the whole thing,
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and particularly laughed at Alban for trying to con- |
vince her sister-in-law. .
Alban perceived the ridicule, and was the first to
retire from the field. Soon he was walking up and
down the piazza, in front of the windows. Henry won-
dered at his infatuation ; St. Clair protested that he had
no patience with Him; Mrs. H‘enfy thought he was

‘great deal too positive; Jane believed that Alban was

perfectly sincere, and was sure he would one day find
it out, if he was really in the wrong ; Mafyl Atherton
affirmed that he only talked in that way to be singular,
and she wondered that they encouraged him in it.

Just then the sﬁbject of their conversation tapped
on the window-pane, and invited them all to come out
and take the air before dinner,

It was snowing fast, and blowing in gusts. The
ladies shuddered, and shrugged their shoulders; but
the young men thirsted for the open air, (though St.
Clair had already a rheumatism, caught in the soaking

~drive from Loms,) and their fair companions naturally

would bear a good deal for the sake of their society,
So, presently, they were all pacing up and down the

- verandah, rapidly, arm in arm, in pairs, reoardless of

~ wind and sleet.

¥ This is glorious ! ”

“ Perfectly splendid!” maid the lady, with a laugh
g%
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“You feel the cold, perhaps?”

41 will tie this handkerchief over my head — just
to keep my hair from blov'ving.”

. “How people can bear to live in-doors I can’t un-
derstand.”

“ What will you do when you are immured in a
lawyer's office in New York ?”

“Well, what I can to keep up the out-door spirit ;
—ride every day, (my father has bought a horse,) boat
in summer, and get every year some Weeks for the
woods.”

“T am glad you feel the importance of taking care
of your health,” said the lady. *I'should not like to
see you become one of those pale scholars that we read
of in novels, and who, I notice, always end by dying
of consumption. I want you to be distinguished,” she
continued with ‘a sweet emphasis and slight laugh,
“but I want you to live!”

“You are very kind, my sister.”

“Js it so very kind to wish my brother not to dle? "

He looked down upon her from his fair manly
height. |

“To tell ydu the truth, it is not certain that I shall
begin the study of law quiﬂé yet.”

“What then?”

- %My education is hardly finished enough to attack
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~a profession. I have a notion of spending at least a

couple of years at some foreign university, to mellow

" my scholarship. After that, if my funds hold out, I

should like to make a little tour of the principal coun-
tries. The noblest fruit takes the longest to ripen: (I
have dlready confessed to you that I am very vain:) —
let me, if I am worth any thing, hang yet awhile and
mature on the boughs of studious leisure.”

. These illustrations did not please the girl of nine-

- teen so much as her “brother’s” generally did. Truly -

he was very panent' A couple of years at a foreign
university ! then a little tour! then three years in the
study of law — six or seven in all, before he could pos-
sibly be settled! Ier heart beat proudly, as it had
dgne once or twice, or more times, before, on this § jour-

- .mey, ab thmgs which Alban had said. She was almost -
- tempted to drop his arm. But that would never do.

There was nothing for her but concealment of such
feelings. Had Jane inferred that her cousin was indif:
ferent to hér, or cared for her as a sister only, (as he
pretended, snd she herself pretended to think,)) the

pang would have begn sharp but short. Resentment
~ for her slighted affection would have extinguished the
+ - faint, chill flame of a maiden’s unsolicited love.

But was it faint and chill ?
We must remember that Alban did not appear -
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to Jane as he does to us—if we have read his earlier
history. She deemed him an ingenuous and inexpe-

rienced youth; tender, indeed, in his feelings, but
~ shy to all ladies, even to his cousins; and yet, withal,
- one in whom broke out, now. and then, a strange
_knowledge — a penetration — and a calmness of manly

resolve — that puzzled her, and made him a mystery.
To her was he kind, nay, devotedly attentive, yet '

never breathed a word, or directed a glance that con-
veyed more than brother's love. And Jane had

well concealed, or thought she had, whatever feeling

she might admit for him beyond a sister’s affection.

Nor was this precisely because she feared that so

he loved her not. She attributed his coldness to his
high religious principles, and perhaps excessive virtue,
To her, indeed, he stood upon a lofty pedestal, quite
above human infirmity. She was a weak, fond girl;
he 2 scholar, a genius, and a hero. And yet with
so much in him that was homely, too, and gently
familiar; and now and then a glimpse of ardour that

surprised! He occupied her thoughts, in brief; and

a female nature, pure and susceptible of attachment,
did the rest.

Yet we should do wrong to omit among the

causes which had fanned Jane’s innocent preference

into a passion, her knowledge of her cousin’s early,
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and, as she had been led to suppose, unchangéd fancy
for her girlish self, the wishes of their friends, their

railleries, and the notion, which was rife among them

all, that her gentlé influence was the destined instra-

ment of Providence to reclaim him from his perver-

. sity-in matters of religious belief. So she loved him

~—do maidens need a cause for that?
And Jane had found it out. The blameless secret
was known unto herself So she reflected on her

cousin's speech about his future career.

‘“ He certainly loves me better than he does any -
one else,” thought she. “If he cared for any body
too much, he would not feel this insulting content-
ment. I have let him be too sure of me. And yet
I am as willing as he to wait seven years. Haven't
I loved him as many as seven already? I am not in
a hurry to be married. I wonder if he thinks I am.”

At this thought the maiden’s cheek began to
burn. It was not the first time, of late, it had told

‘tales. The’ youth marked the changes on that en-

gaging face, and, certes, he must have been both dull
and void of feeling to notice them not; though in

" the cold air he might account for the reddened

cheek by another cause. But the half-averted eye -
and tremulous lips were expressive interpreters of

the dubious glow that spread between them, and,
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truth to say, our friend had learned to read in &
~ woman’s face as in a book—to do which truly
and well requires the calmness which is taught by
experience, joined to the sympathy that cannot be
taught at all. Alban marked the changes, we say;
but just then the dinner-bell rang. Jane, who had
caught his glance, and instinctively withdrawn her
hand from within his arm, hastily joined the other
ladies, as they retreated to their rooms, with a con-
fused feeling of fear and a strangely beating heart.

At dinner, both Alban and Jane partook spa-
ringly of Mr.. Hart’s delicious venison, although
cooked and served that day in the most approved
style. And they avoided each other's eyes.

The pﬁrty sat longer than. usual, and the day was

so dark and stormy that candles-—long, running -

tallow candles— were brought on before they left
the table. -And the gentlemen staid after the ladies

to smoke;-——an innovation in those parts, and one

which would have proved highly inconvenient to
Mr, Hart’s family —indeed, would not have been
allowed for any body by its female regents — unless
the house dinner had been despatched at an earlier

hour.

The gentlemen were scarcely alone before Mr.

Hart, who was postmaster -as well as innkeeper,
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brought in a letter for Mr. Alban Atherton —a
letter of many post-marks, just arrived from Sara-
toga: for the weekly mail had got in. The letter
was addressed in a large, tremulous, old hand, but
very legible, and the seal bore  shield charged with
a mitre and pastoral staff,

The young man broke it open quickly, and read

it with eagerness. Before he could quite have glanced

at the concluding words and signature, he roge im-
petuously, and exclaimed that he must start for New
York on the morrow. ' \

“Well, you can’t set off this minute, Alb,” said
8t. Clair, “What is in the wind, man?”

- “You know that this is the letter I have been
expecting all the journey. [ declare I feel compune-
tion to have been spending my time in hﬁnting and
fishing and summer idleness, while such a question
hung undecided.”

“ What question, Alb?” asked Henry.

“IT is no matter: — you would not understand
my feeling about it, Hal.”

Alban paced the floor rapidly.

“Jt is true,” said he, as if to himself “that I
bave been trying by this means to allay my imi)a.-.'

. tience and distract my thoughts; but now I return

to New York forthwith,”
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CHAPTER 1V.

He was ﬁfocee_ding in this wild manner, when his invective was inter-
rupted by the man in black, who entered the apartment, introducing his
niece, & young lady of exquisite beauty. .

’ Citizen of the World.

“ B8he is my rival in the affections of Antonio.”
LZover's Surprise,

As the ladies proceeded" along the open, windy

“hall to the sitting-room, they perceived that there

had been an arrival. The great covered wagon in

which they themselves had come to Lake Pheasant,
stood before the door. A boy was bringing in a
leathern travelling-bag. When - they reached the
parlour, they found two females in possession of it,
and sitting by the fire. As it was the common
sitting-room .of the inn, which hitherto they had
exclusively' enjoyed, solely because there were no
other lady boarders, they ‘had no right to object.
But Mrs. Henry Atherton shrugged her shoulders,

“Let us go up to my room,” she whispered.
“There is a fire there.”
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Mary Atherton asséntegi,l and both ran up stairs.
Jane, after a moment’s irlresolution, thinking that
Alban. would probably soon leave St. Clair and
Henry to their cigars, waved her hand to her com-
panions, and sauntered into the parlour.

One of its female occupants rose to make room
for her. Both were shawled and hooded, but their
cloaks had been thrown aside. Jane acknowledged
the civility of the stranger with a slight bow, and
turned to the window. The . covered wagon, after
being unloaded, was soon driven into the stable-yard
adjacent, and the horses having been taken off, was

- run under the wagon-shed. The new-comers were

going to stay all night then; but what busi-
ness could females héwe in this purely sporting
region, unless they belonged there, or (a very rare
case) accompanied their husbands, brothers, or other

male relatives? Yet now Mr, Hart came in, in his .

good-humoured bustling way, and took such orders

about their supper, that Jane understood “that they .

were both. strangers and alone. They- had asked
for a room with a fire, Mr. Hart -was sorry that the

~only bedroom with such an accommodation was

already occupied, but the parlour where they were
wag the common sitting-room of all his boarders, and
he hoped they would make themselves quite at

o e e e oo Mmoo R
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home in it while they staid. Mr. Hart treated

them with great respect, but that signified nothing, —
females, however unprotected, would be so treated
in' all the American back settlements. They were

both young,' and the one who acted as spokeswoman -

had a sweet, firm voice —a pui‘e, thorough-bred New
York accent. As soon as Mr. Hart disappeared,
this young lady took off her hood, and let her
shawl fall over the back of her chair. Jane, still
standing by the window, and Iooking at her unob-
served, saw that she was ot only young but
beautiful—a faultless native profile, but the extreme
regularity of which was relieved by the softness of
seventeen, a fine dark 'éye, shyly glancing, and the

whole crowned by a profusion of very dark hair,

gloriously disordered by travel. A hand of snow was
quickly raised to the last, when the stranger rose
 hastily and came to the glass; her ‘comb fell out, and
dropped to the floor. Her companion picked it up.
% Give me the other comb, Margaret,” she said.
Margaret produced a comb such as was required,
from a travelling-bag that lay on one of the chairs, and
the young lady drew it through her long raven tresses

till they became glossy as silk, when twisting them -

together with a dexterity that girlhood can alone com-
mand, she skilfully fastened them, with the aid of fillet
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and comb, in a graceful classic coil. The stranger was
clegantly, but very simply, dressed in a habit of fine

gray cloth, and all this action betrayed to Jane’s obser-

vant eye the beauty of her shape. During the process
she regarded Jane occasionally, and bore the latter's
frank observation with perfect composure. |

“ Are you staying here?” she asked.

Jane assented.

“ And other ladies?”

“Two besides myself. ”

% And your husbands, I suppose.”

Jane blushed:—“ One of the other ladies is mar-
ried —a bride. We are a Weddingspérty.”

“ Are there young gentlemen?” said the stranger,

with a faint expression of annoyance.

“Two in our party.”

« My father left us at Saratoga about three weeks
ago, while he We_ﬁt to the Adirondack lakes, to fish
and shoot,” said the young lady, appearing to think

that some account of herself was necessai"y. “He was
then convalescent from a severe illness, and yesterday
morning a messenger reached us, with the servant who
was with him, with the iﬁtelligence that he has been \
taken very sick again among the Indians, away beyond
Racket Lake. I am going back with the Indian mes-

~ senger. We have come thus far without much diffi-
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culty, although the road is shocking, but how we are
to get on beyond this I do not know.”

“I don’t believe that you can get on at alll”
exclaimed Jane. *The gentlemen say (for we talked
of going with them to a lake only seventeen miles
distant) that it is quite impossible for ladies.”

“The Indian messenger says that it is very easy for-

a squaw,” returned the young lady. “We can proceed
a part of the way bn horseback : after that we go in
canoes, 'The only difficulty, I understand, is at the
places where they are obliged to take the boats out of
“the water ‘and translaort them round falls—but T am a
. very good walker.”

“But are you aware,” asked Jane, *that it will

take you two or three days to reach Racket? You

must sleep in an open shanty-;—if you can find one —

at least two nights!”

“Qh! I have thought of all that!” said the youncr
lady. * Margaret here will be with me. If I can find
some respectable guide—an elderly, married man is
what I should prefer—in addition to our good Indian,
I sha'n’t min'& those things.” ,

“ You have a great deal of courage—more than I
should have. Have you no mother or sister? ”

“No sister. My stepmother is at Saratoga. Her

health is too delicate for such a journey, My father, -

@
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you know, is not aware that I have been sent for.”
And here the young lady covered her face. \

“Do you expect to find your father very ill?”
asked Jane with sympathy. _

“If I find him living,” she answered.

“You have indeed a great deal of courage. Why,
if your father should unhappily not be living, — how
will you ever get back? What will you do ‘among the
Indians — strangers and savages!” exclaimed Jane.

“They are not savages,” said the young lady.
“Nor shall T seem a stranger to them.” |

It immediately occurred to Jane that the gentlemen
would be proud to form a guard of honour to escort
this brave daughter on her adventurous journey. It
would take but a week to go and return. But Alban

" —what would;, he think of her? A romantic adven-
 ture of that sorﬁﬁwas dangerous! Jane glanced at the

beauty of this young creature, whose courage and filial
love made her already too interesting. She was strong-

| ly tempted to say nothing further. For a moment she

wished :that the stranger's room could be got ready
before the gentleman came in, and that her story might
not transpire. . “Jane wrestled in'vain with these un- ,
generous impulses. She scanned her new acquaintance
from head to foot with the inexorable criticism, coun-
terpoised by the truth-telling fears, of a rival, It was

?
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a young lady all over——mmple, graclous, spirited, and
fascmatmg ,

The unexpected, familiar recognition by our own
friends, of those who are strangers to us, produces a
‘singular impression, While Jane was yet revolving

these thoughts, and settling in her own mind how she
should manage to hold her own against this dangerous .

intruder, the gentlemen came out of the dining-room of
the inn into thé hall, and at the same time the ladies
came forth from their room at the top of the stairs to
speak to them. " Then' the ladies des¢ended half-way,
and they chatted in whispers. The ladies affected un-
willingness to come into the parlour.. The gentlemen

declared that this was absurd.” Jane ‘went out to them, -

shutting the door after her.

% Halloa!” said St. Clair, who had looked into the
bar-room just opposite.— “ Here is that Indian fellow
who got the big deer from us at Louis.” —And ap-
_proaching the rest, and lowering his voice,—“1I

should n't Wonder, Alb, if the ladies in the pdrlour

were the very party that you were to escort to Racket,
or somewhere.”
“Let us go in and see.” ‘
“ Remember ydur létter, Alb,” said St. Clair.
~ “What will you bet, Hal, that he does n't go to Racket
- with these people instead of to New York,”
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“To New York?” said Jane.

“T have received a letter since dinner,” said Alban |

“Let us go up stairs and talk that matter over,
said Henry Atherton.

“Yes, do!” cried Mrs. Henry and Mary‘Athertoﬁ.

“You had better come in_and see the young lady
in the parlour first, and hear her story,” said Jane.

“What, she has been telling it to you' the forward
thing | ” said Mary Atherton,

“Iet us make up our minds what to do in the first
place, and hear her story afterwards,” said St. Clair.
“No good will come of that plaguey Indian, I am

certain, since he got away our deer.”

There seemed a general disposition to adjourn up
stairs, and hear the stranger’s story from Jane, buf
Alban demurred.

“It is not courteous, Let us go in and see her
first.” ,

“What, all of us!  That would be rather cruel.”

“She is pretty self-possessed,” Jane said, “and

- really beautiful.”

“That alters the case,” said St. Clair. .
. So the gentlemen deciaed to go in, and the ladies
perforce assented, Mrs. Henry with niatron dignity
leadmg the way.
" Rapid exclamations followed.
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“ Mary Ellsworth ! Is it possible?”
“Why, Mary De Groot!”
They embraced, Miss De Groot kissing Mrs. Ather-
ton on both cheeks.
o Mary! Miss De Groot!”
“ Alban]” —She gave him both her hands.
St. Clair and Henry also cla.lmed her acquaintance.

She shook hands with them bo’oh and then sat down,

hid her face in her handkerchief, and cried. Mary

Ellsworth poured forth a million of questions. The
gentlemen understood the mattef better, and Henry -

~ Atherton answered for Miss De Groot. Alban turned
to Margaret, with ill-concealed agitation.

- « How do you do, Margaret? Are you alone ?

You and your young lady? No one but the Indian
so far. Ah, very welll we will take care of you. Of
course I shall go to Racket with you, or wherever it is
you are bound. We will take a couple of trusty guides
from this place. Really), you had no idea of our being
here! Why, you must have been at Saratoga when we
were. — Exactly ; you were in a cottage at the United
States, and we were at the Pavilion.”

“ My young lady will be so glad to see you, sir,”
replied Margaret. “Many is the cryin’ fit she’s had
last night and to- day, thinkin’ of the journey she was
takin’ all alone by herself But she kept sayin' that
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Almighty God would send somebody to protect her,
and sure enough He has sent you, sir, and I'm think-
ing He knows who is best.”

When Miss De Groot had recovered from the first'

-effect of this unexpected meeting, she gave a more full
account of her journey and its motives, and told how

she had been unable to procure a suitable person at
Saratoga to accompany her, all ‘which appeared very

‘rational. She addressed none of her observations to

Alban, nor did he say any thing directly to her. Bus,
hé looked at her almost all the time, and sometimes
their eyes met, when Miss De Groot’s were mstantly
withdrawn, Jane saw and heard all.-

4
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CHAPTER V.

Ros. Why, whither shall we go?
Cel. To seck my unele in the forest of Arden.

Ros. Alas, what danger will it be to us, .
Maids as we are, to travel forth so far?
As You Like It

WHEN the bell rang for tea, Henry Atherton offered
~ his arm to Miss De Groot. Tea at Lake Pheasant was
what breakfast and dioner were—an affair of trout
and venison, and served in the dining-room. Though a
superfluous meal in general, it was not so to the newly-

arrived traveller. She was too much accustqmed to -

inn usages in the country parts to give more than a
glance at the abundance with which the table was
covered, but being hungry, she blessed herself, and
accepted s_omé venison. - That rapid motion did not
escape the watchful Jane, and if confirmation had been
needed of a suspicion already too strong, when Mary
De Groot’s hand crossed from her left to her right
breast,~— like a white dove sofily alighting— as
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sharp a pang shot thro.ugﬁ the bosom of the jealous
girl, as if a iponiard had been pIungéd into it. As for
Alban, she fairly hated him,

The ladies, with the exceptlon of Miss De Groot,
declined both fish and game, however tempting, with
sarcastic emphasis. St. Clair pressed the offer of sev-
eral kinds of tart, (m the vernacular, pie,) with cakes,
sweetmeats maple syrup, hot rolls, rice-cakes, and so
on, but in vain, '

“Cousin Jane, let me preva.ll on you to try this
pumpkin pie.”

“No, I thank you, George,”

- “Cousin Mary 2"

“No, I thank you, cousin George.”

“Cousin Mary Atherton ? 7 — with increasing ani-
mation.

“No, I thank you, George.”

“Miss De Groot, you surelj will not refuse.”

“Rea,lly, Mr. St. Clair, I fear that T must. But I
mean 1o eat ‘SOme Tice- cakes presently, with maple-
syrup,”

St. Clair turned to the smart American girl who
waited, but who of course (a.nd very properly) con-

sidered herself the equal of any body present.

“ Pray, Miss Jemima, are we obliged to eat all that

is on the table?”
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“ Not if you ain’t a mind to, I guess.”

" #T only asked,” replied George, because, if we
were, I was going to beg you to call in Mr. Hart, to
make these ladies eat their share.”

This, as Miss Jemima afterwards remarked, “ made
her snort right out,” and also spill the tea she was
handing Miss Atherton. St. Clair kept up a pretiy
steady fire of similar jokes, perhaps not very brilliant,
but which made every body laugh all the same; the
principal point of every jest being the effect of such
mere absurdity upon Miss Jerima, and another “young

lady ” who presided at the teapot which stood upon a

side-table.  Yet an occasional flash of deeper and
brighter humour —a mirth of the heart— betrayed
itself in St. Clair's jests, like a sparkling trout rising
among a shoal of frothy minnows, and giving its golden
speckles to the sun. Nor was he ever o happy within,
as those jests betokened.

“ Come, Atherton,” he continued, *we must both
stuff ag much as we can, I think that you and Alb
and I can easﬂy get down a pie “apiece.”

But when he proceeded, accordingly, W1th a mani-
acal stare, which nobody else could assume, to take a
whole one upon his plate, Jemima ran out of the room
in & convulsion, whereupon St. Clair gave a frank little
laugh, so delightfully unaffected and friendly, that all
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laughed with him, and tears came to the eyes of Mary

De Groof, for whose benefit this flare-up was princi-
pally intended.

“You are charming to-night, George,” said Jane,
leaning forward with both elbows on the fable, in a
genial, Bacchante way which she had at times, and
throwing‘ back her soft ringlets.

“It is you who inspire me, cousin Jane,” he replied.
“Ever since I saw your eyes so bright on the stairs,
that T could not tell whether they were blue or green,
I have felt like another person.”

St. Clair. stopped,_ as they were going out of the
dining-room, to ask Jemima, with great seriousness, if
any body else was to “eat” after them; and receiving

‘a giggling affirmative, rejoined,

“Oh! are they to come yet? How. you relieve
my mind! ‘Well, Jemima, do impress upon them the
necessity of making a clean sweep of what s Teft.”

Mary De -Groot laughed merrily when she caught
Alban’s eye in the hall. St Clair offered his arm
pompously to Jane, and they went in together to the
parlour, with a thousand ridiculous airs. Here Alban |
neglected a good opportunity to place himself by Miss
De Groot, but, taking a seat at some distance from

‘her, opened the subject of her journey. He took for
granted that he was to aceompany her, and Mary, by
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silence at least, acquiesced. Mrs. Henrys new-mar-
ried propriety took the alarm, of course. She com-
municated her doubts, in whispers, to Mary Atherton
and Jane, and then to Mary De Groot herself.

«Mr. Alban,” said the latter, immediately, *the
Jadies think it will not be quite proper for you to be
my escort to Racket Lake, and perhaps they are right. "

“We will all three accompany Miss De Groot,”
said Henry Atherton.

«T protest against that” cried his wife, crimsoning,
““What are we to do — left here alone ?”

“Miss De Groot cannot be suffered to proceed
alone on such a difficult eipedition; that is elear,”
answered Henry.

“T thank you all for your kindness,” said Mary,
“but I beg that I may be permitted to go on with
my Indian guide and Margaret.”

“As far as I am concerned ” observed Alban,

springing up at the same time, and beginning to pace
the room, “it is of no use for any body to talk. I
shall accompany you, Miss Mary, to ‘join‘ your father,
1f you go, whether you desire my. company or not.
If you conclude to give up the enterprise, I shall pro-

ceed without you. Your father is my friend; he is

smk among strangers; it is sufficient. So no more

need be said.”
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“I shall be away by daybreak to-morrow,” said
Mary. “You may be assured of that, The very first
question I asked Mr. Hart on our arriving here, was
how far he could send us with horses.”

“ A pretty story to tell your father,” pursued J
Alban, “that T let you come through that wilderness, |
as one may say, alone, for fear of some imaginary
impropriety. If one of my cousins,” added he, sink-
ing his voice, “will join us, so much the beitef ; but I

- go at any rate.”

“I shall be dehghted to be of the party," said St.
Clair. “I want, of all things, to see Racket. I am
pretty well rackefed already,” added hie aside, with a
kind of sweet contortion,

-1 referred to our lady cousing,” replied Alban.
“If one of them would venture to accompany Miss
De Groot on this journey of filial piety, it would be a
true woman’s kindness in my opinion.”

“Oh, no, that would be the most unreasonable
thing to expeet,” exclaimed Mary. “I have not the"
shadow of a claim upon your cousins:— Mr, Alban,
you forget.”

“That you are a young lady like ourselves, and
in such a trying position, is claim enoug ;" said Jane,
who had been listening with breathless interest. Jane
was much flushed. |
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“It is impossible for me to go, Mary, or I would
with pleasure,” said Mrs. Henry, in a low voice.

“The ladies got round Miss De Groot, and con-
versed in whispers. ' Henry and St Clair consulted
apart,

“If Mrs. Henry could bear such s Journey,” ob-
served Mary Atherton, “it would be just the thing.
Her husband would be with her, and Jane and I could
remain here with perfect propriety till your return,

under the protection of Mrs. Hart. But, really, I feel -

sensitive about joining such an expedition with only
George and Alban.”

“But why?” demanded Jane. “We should not
scruple travelling under their protectlon to New
York.

“It is very different.”

“What is the difference? I don’t see any,” said
Jane. | ’

“«Will you then accompany Miss De Groot? You
and Alban ?” said Mary Atherton.

Y George is to be of the party,” said Jane.

% QOh, yeé, George -is to be of the party.”

“You would be a more suitable perlson' than I, I
allow,” said Jane with spirit, “but I thoughs you

objected.” : o

“I% is true that I am older than Alban, and it is
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well known that George and I have no fancy for each
other,” remarked Miss Atherton.

“Will you go then, Mary ?” said Mrs Henry

“Will you go then, Mary ?"” said Jane.

“If you and Jane think that I had better: —but
Jane wants. to go herself.”

“Nol” cried Jane,

“ Perhaps,” resumed Mary Atherton, with an air
of generosity, ** Miss De Groot may have a preference.
If so, I beg that she will express it. In my heart,
Miss De Groot, I am dying to be of the party, and
;30, for a different reason, is Jane. Choose between us.”

“Oh! no! Icould n’t do that.  You are both too
kmd and I could never so far offend one as to prefer
the other,” replied Mary De Groot.

“You have reasons for preferring me, with which
Jane cannot be offended,” answered Miss Atherton.
“She is too ﬁea.rly of your own age, (seventeen or
eighteen, I guess,) and too pretty, to matronize you
well.- I am older and plainer, and I am not in love.
with Alban, which J ane is.” \ | I

“Believe as much of that as you like, Miss De
Groot!” said Jane, with a pretty toss of the head,
but growing pale. |

‘Miss De Groot turned her dark gray eyes full
upon Jane, with a piercing scratiny, The laster

4* '
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played nervously with her ringlets, looking down.

Miss De Groot withdrew her inscrutable glance.
“T choose Jane,” she said. “She will excuse my

calling her 50, since I am not a.cquamted vnth her-

other name.”
“ Always call me Jane!” .
“You are not offended, Miss Atherton?” pursued
Mary. |
“Not in the least” replied Mary Atherton,
regarding her with a mixture of curiosity and
disappointment. .

. The gentlemen came forward; Henry Atherton
was delighted with the conclusion arrived at, and
St Clair, who was to be of the party, was ev1dently
not displeased at it.

Mr. Hart was called in, and h1s co-operation

secured. Morrell and Courtney were to be the

guides, in addition to the Indian. - As soon as all
was settled, Miss De Groot consulted her watch, and
pleading her two days' travel, and the early hour at

which they must rise on the morrow, bade them all

good-night.

THE FOREST.

" CHAPTER VI.

Ros. G Jupiter! how weary are my spirits }
" Tbuch, I care not for my spirits, if my legs were not weary.
Bos. Courage, good Aliena.
Cel, 1 pray you bear with me ; T eannot go no. farther. -
. As You Like R,

By the earliest light, old Durand, the Canadian,

might be seen upon the ‘piazza of Mr. Hart's inn
pacing to fro in his long, trailing overcoat, and whip
in hand. His white-whiskered, fox-like face, and

" furry cap, gave him the appearance of a wild animal

prowling about the door. At the stoop was drawn
up the lumber wagon, with six wicker chairs for
seats, and a board laid across the front for the
'drivef. There were three horses attached;.and the
spaces under the chairs were choked with carpet-
bags, comforters, and other impediments for the forest
journey. The youthful fare breakfasted in haste; buﬁ,

" although the hour was so early that candles stood on -

the table, Mrs. Hart had provided abundance of hot
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bread-cakes, with a rasher of bacon and-eggs, and
fragrant coffee, with hot milk and fresh-drawn cream.
The pies, cake, and sweetmeat, of the preceding- night,

> mza.dew a figure also, but passed, as before, untouched.
But St. Clair was absent, The morning had found

him with either a pleurisy, or a rheumatism so aggra-
vated, that he could hardly turn himself in bed.
This misfortune excited great commiseration and

many regrets, which on the part of Alban and Miss

De Groot, in particular, were expressed with great
liveliness. |

“Poor Georgel” said Jane, hastily swallowing her
" eoffee. “I am really sorry for him, What a disap-
pointment|” ‘

There were no means, however, of mending the
matter, and no time for regrets. The ladies kissed
each other; the gentlemen shook hands; Alban ran
up to St. Clair's room to bid him good-bje, in his
~own and in the ladies’ name. Finally, they all got
in, T};_g young ladies were placed in the two middle
chairs, where the jolting ‘was expected to be least;

ATban and Margaret were over the front wheels, and

the two guides (Morrell and 'Courtney) behind. The

Indian had gone on at an earlier hour. The men

had thei;v rifles, and the dogs 'Wept scampering ahead
n great spirits, as the old lumber wagon dashed away
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‘over the broken road, white with yesterday's snow.

The sun rose, and threw a beautiful light over the
patches of clearing along the lake; and the deep
green or golden tints of the unshorn hills ‘showed,
with a brilliant and strange effect, through the white
mantle that lay over them.

A slight embarrassment flushed the cheeks of

Alban and Miss De Groot, as they exchanged the

last greeting, and drove away from the friends they
were leaving behind; nor did it immediately depart

as they clattered along in the jolting wagon; but

Jane, much gayer in aspect, had an eager, excited air,
like a child who, even at the moment of setting out
on a ride, féars to be left behind. A more imminent
peril soon engaged her attention; for, with no small
degree of moral courage, as we have seen, she was
physically timid. |

“It - will kill me to be 'so jolted,” cried she, at
first, turning pale, and grasping her cousin's chair.

Then, when the wagon suddenly canted into a deep

hole, — 7
~ %Oh! T shall certainly be thrown out. Do, Alban,

‘make him drive slower.”

Alban shouted to thé " old man to dfive more

gently.
“ Ouz, ous,” cried the deaf old- Ca.na.dla.n, turning
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round his foxy, furry face, with a grim smﬂe and
drove faster than before.

Jane was soon half frantic,  “Dear Alban, do
make him stop” |

He succeeded in stopping Dura.nd and reasoned

with her, . .

“My. dear Jane, this kind of wagon can scarcely,
by any possibility, be overturned, We came just in
this style from Louis, after dark. The old fellow
knows what he is about, See the firmness of Miss
De Groot.” | ‘

“It is of no use reasoning with me, Alban,” Jane
‘replied.  “I cannot help being frightened to death
when the wagon turng over.”

“ But the wagon does not turn over, child.”

“ Let me change places with you, Mr. Alban,” Miss
De Groot said. “If you could ‘support your cousin,
she would feel less alarm.” |

“Oh, you will fall out, sitting there forward,” said
Jane.

But the exchange was made, Miss De Groot gen-
erously insisting. They dashed on again. Jane was
still nervous, but no longer scrcamed. When they
bounded over a rock or dipped into a gulley, or went |
canting along the side of a bank, at an-angle of forty-
ﬁve degrees, she contented herself with slight exclama-
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tions of fear. Under these circumstances there could
be little conversatlon Miss De Groot had enough to .
do to keep her new place, and Margaret slipped down
into the straw on the bottom of the wagon. Once a
partridge ran across the snowy road, and Alban got
out, went into the wood with Morrell, and shot it. By

“and by the road became so bad that the wagon could

- no longer get on as fast as a man could walk, when the

guides leaped out, and pushed on afoot.

The ladies would gladly have walked too; but the
miriness of the road put it out of the question. Even
Margaret, to- whom a bog should have been a native

~ element, after wading a short distance in the mud,

miring her stockings and losing a shoe, gave it up
and resumed her seat in the straw. In this way they
scarcely made two miles and a half in an hour, and the .

. commonplace difficulties of the journey began to be

severely felt.

About noon they reached a. small prairie, where
Morrell and Courtney were waiting for the wagon to
come up. The wheels rolled smoothly over the grassy
track, which soon plunged info a wood, and became
obstructed with roots of trees. The old Canadian
turned out at the first clear space, and came to a halt.

g Here the ladies take horses,” observed Morrell,

.coming up. =
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“Thank Heaven!” said Mary De Groot.
- They rested here about*an hour: ; during which
time they lunched and the horses were fed ; and then

they got again in motion. ‘The guides led the way, |

laden with carpet-bags, prowsmn -sacks, extra-cloaks,
and coverlets, and their own rifles. The three females
~ were mounted, to the great terror of Margaret, who had
never sat on a horse before in her life. Old Durand
was obliged to lead her pony, _The path sometimes
- plunged into deep ravines; at others it crossed marshy
brooks ; as they proceeded, it grew more and more
entangled with roots and fallen trees; often it was very
difficult to distinguish it from the surrounding forest :
yet the guides pressed on without hesitation, They
rested every hour, At the first stopping-place, the
drum of a partridge called Alban and Morrell again
into the woods. A shot was heard, and then another,
and they returned with two fine birds. The woods
were. alive with pigeons, of which they took little
notice, after they had shot about a dozen for supper.
By and by they came %o a broad swamp, or rather
arm of a lake, which overflowed the low lands. The
forest was filled with water. Here it was necessary to
cross on trunks of fallen trees, which formed a series of
dlzzy bridges, resting on piers of mud and snag. The
horses had to be swum over in the deepest parts. Here

E " ‘
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Margaret Dolman showed herself unexpectedly brave |
and steady, by crossing' on the logs without assistance.
Jane declared it was quite out of the question, her |
crossing —she should certainly fall in, —and asked if
they could not make a raft, but finally assigned a hand
to her cousin and one to Morrell, and was 1ed safely_
over. Miss De Groot, with some girlish laughter,
crossed between Courtney and old Durand. So they
mounted again, and on, over higher grounds, the rising
shore of a lake. The path was smoother and more
solid beneath their feet.
“Mo judge by what I feel,” said Alban, toiling uP
an ascent, beside Miss De Groot, “you m.USt be horris

bly tired.”

«You are on foot and carrying that heavy gun.”

“Tt is no joke to shoulder it for three hours on a
stretch, and keep up with horses on such a path.

%7 could easily carry your gun in my lap. Let me
try,” said Mary. |

“Thank you! You don’t suppose I Would let a

woman carry my gun for me!” N
¢ But just for a little while! to see 1f' I can, Comse,

I would like to do it.”
¢ You will soon have enough of 1t ? gaid Alban,
laying it across her knee. *Take care what you do!”

he cried, catching it, and half stopping the horse.
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" “You w'il be dragged off the horse by the first tree,
and get a terrible fall, if you go that way to work.”
“I understand now. Let me keep it, I pray you,”

said the young lady; and she rode on, turning away

_ her face.

He fell back and accosted his cousin, who was pale.
“ How soon shall we get to the boata??
“In another hour.” |

“ Oh, I shall never be able to endure another, I

.am nearly dead with fatigue. Why may I not get off

and walk? T could easily walk an hour.”

“It would take you two hours to walk the distance
that you will ride in one. Bear it a little longer, my
dear Jane. See how well Miss De Groot keeps up.
She is even carrymg my gun,”

“I see that she is,” replied Jane.

" Miss De Groot looked back and proposed another .

change. She was riding (what had been given to her
as the best horsewoman of the party) a man's saddle —

an old-fashioned pillion ; —one of the stirrups being

passed over to supply the place of a horn.

“I find it very fatiguing to ride so,” said she,
smiling. “But let me have Jane’s horse, Mr. Alban,
and do you mount mine, and také up your cousin
behind you on the pillion. It will rest us both.”

“I can never-sit on a pillion,” said Jane.
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“Indeed you can,” replied the youth, lifting her
off the saddlé. “And yon fallen tree will serye for a
horse-block.” ‘ )

So the change was made.

« Now clasp me tighter, my fair cousin, or you will
surely slipioff' There! that's right. Now don’t you

 feel secure ?”

They made a pretty picture as the party defiled
through the leaf-strewn woods.

“ Let me not think of any thing but the great end
of my journej! " said Mary De Groot, turning her eyes-
from them as she followed on her new palfrey. ¢ Mo-
ther of Mercy! obtain for me that I may merit by
acts of i)erfect self-renunciation thy compassion for my
dear father, and thy protection for myself.”

The one hour extended to nearly two. They

" gaied a point whence soveral lakes were visible at

once, imbosomed in a magnificent sweep of coloured
hills, from which the October sun had already cleared
the snow. ‘_ They descended for some twenty minutes
through a clean grove of purple-clad oaks. In the
Fall of the leaf, the penitentiai season of Nature, the
young oaks wear violet chasubles, like priests in Lent,
‘The party at length emerged upon the shore of lake,
some miles in length, and overlooked by the loftiest
and wildest summits they had yet seen. Under alow
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‘shanty, or rather booth, composed of four uprights sup-
porting a shed of dry, yellow boughs, sat, motionless as
a statue, the Indian Pierre. The bank was high and
stecp, and below stretched a narrow beach of sand
where three light canoes were drawn up,

The ladies were lifted off their horses; even Miss
De Groot confessmg herself helpless after the last two
hours. : :

“I can well believe it,” said Alban ;- * and now,”

~ he continued, while they leaned against a tree, regard- |

ing the boats below, which promised a prolongation of

‘the journey, “do not quite despair, I am going to
allow you a half-hour’s rest before we start again. We
will spread the comforters, lay carpet- bags for pﬂlows,
and leave you.”

“A thousand thanks,” said Mary De Groot, 1n the
sweetest and most courteous: toné, in - spite of her
fatiguae, |

The horses were stabled beneath a spreading pine,
on the fine, soft floor formed by its droppings. It was

too late to think of threading back the forest and

fording the swamp that night: but old Durand was an
ancient trapper, and to him a shanty roofed with dry
boughs was a luiury—the superfluons, The guides
and Pierre barely allowed the half-hour to elapse. The
Indian, as they stood upon the beach, pointed out to
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Alban the long shadows of the western mountains
already covering the feet of those on the eastern shore
of the lake. He returned to the ladies.

Miss De Groot had sprung to her feet at the first

rustle of his footstep on the dry leaves of the bank,

Jane lay on the coverlet, under the‘booth, with a cloak
thrown over her.

“She says that she must stay all night where she
is,” observed Mary.

“No doubt: yoﬁ are both very tired,” at_lswered‘he.
«You will rest, however, in being rowed up the lake,
nearly as well as here, and we shall find much better
accommodations, they tell me, on the opposite shoref"

«T does not appear to me possible to stay here,”
said Mary, who was trembling in every limb.

- % (Certainly not. If it should come on to ram, a
shower would drive through those boughs in no tlme.
At the other end of the lake, I am informed, the;'e
is a regular bark shanty.”

He went under the booth, and knelt by Jane, She

never opened her eyes.
“ Remember, Jane, that the Atherton blood flows

in your veins. Will you be less courageous and hardy

than Miss De Groot.” , |
- wY¥ou shall not be ashamed of me, Alban” She

threw .off the cloak, and he aided her to rise.
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The guides carried down the Val'_ibus impedimenis.

Alban conducted his cousin down the bank, followed

by Miss De Groot and Margaret. The latter were
consigned to Pierre; Janesto Morrell; Atherton him-
~self, ‘and the luggage, were conducted by Courtney.
Jane had here another little fright; for the canoes
were 5o light that they danced in the water like egg-
shells at the least motion, and it seemed that the
softest tread of a lady’s foot would go right through
their thin bottoms, or a pound weight too much on
one side overset them; they were the likest to fairy
‘barks that any could conceive. Mary De Groot
stepped into hers like a sylph, and sank into her
place in the stern without disturbing the soft equi-
librium of the buoyant craft; and Alban placed, his

cousin. The three canoes were soon but specks on

the lake to the eyes of old Durand, who watched

their progress as he heaped his crackling fire with dry

) brushwood.

THE FOREST.

 CHAPTER VII.

Ttur in antiquam silvam, stabula alta ferarum.

Procumbunt pices ; sonat icta seeuribus ilex.
VIRGIL,

Lysaﬂder Here is my bed ; Sleep give you all his rest!

Hermia, Wxt.h half that wish the wisher's eyes be pressed.
Midsuminer-Night's Dream.

ATHERTON could not resist a feeling of anxiety when

he perceived the last gleam of rosy sunlight lift off

the summits of the eastern mountains, and tinge

~ alone the long streamers of cirri floating above them,

while yet a part of their liquid, gliding journey

- remained unaccomplished. To land the females on a
~ wild forest shore, and conduct them to a bark shanty

in the woods, after dark, was at least an embarrassing
prospect to contemplate, on the score of its mere
physical difficulties, apart from the feminine fears of
his charge, and the fatigues they had already under-
gone. ' ‘
Yet the gleam of twilight had nearly faded from
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the lake, and the evening star shone bright and not
unattended, in the clear expanse above the black and
jagged proﬁle of the western mountains, when the
skiffs successively touched the smooth sand of a long,
tongue-like point. | o

It was not possible to draw up the canoes ‘upon '

the shore, as the guides were wont with the light,
but far less delicately constructed boats to which they

were accustomed ; for a hasty step, as we have said,

would have sufficed to go through the bottom of one

of the former, when not resting in a yielding element; '
and it was an affair involving some tact to effect a

disembarkation of the ladies without a wetting of foot
or gkirt. It was at length accomplished, however,
and the party proceeded up the point under the
guidance of Pierre. At its termination a high bank
presented itself, which, overtopping their Eeads, and
projecting more above than below, appeared an in-

superable barrier to feminjﬁe progress. Indeed, but .
for the long, snaky roots which pierced it, offering a -

hold to the climber, it would have been difficult
even to a man, ’

" Pierre quickly ascended it, and appeared to expect
the rest to follow; a squaw with a papoose lashed to
her back would have done so easily; the white men
were puzzled. |
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“We never can get up there,” said Jane.

“ And you certainly cannot stay here all night,”
returned her cousin. “ We must get you up some-
n ‘

how. :
The .simple Courtney suggested that they might

clamber up- by the aid of the roots, if they were
“boosted” by Mr. Atherton, from whom he appeared

to think they would not scruple to accept that assist-
ance. Margaret, 'in her Celtic innocence, deeming
this method feasible, made trial, and, assisted by
Courtney himself, in the manner he had suggest‘éd,
actually gaiﬁed the top of the bank; but the success
of this experiment had rather the effoct of exciting
the mirth of the young ladies than of encouraging
them to repeat it. Their laughter, however, was short

‘and painful, for the detention was a serious matter at

that hour; Pierre, from above, was impatient to a
strange-degree for an Indian: the other two guides

- were bewildered, and seemed without resources.

«I have it,” said Atherton, breaking from a
revery. *Courtney, run and fetch one of the boat
seats.” - : |

A gseat was brought, and by Atherton’s directions
two of the men held it so that a lady could step
upon it, when it was gradually raised, till, assisted

by two more upon the bank above, she could easily
5 - -
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sprihg upon the mossy and crumbling edge. Night
had settled upon mountain, shore, and lake when
this difficulty was overcome. And théy stood di-
rectly under the eaves, ag it were, of a forest of
impenetrable gloom. | -

~ Pierre plunged directly into it.

“We ought to have torches,” Alban said.

“If we know'd where to get ’em,” observed
Courtney. ’ '

“Qh, this is frightful!” said Jane, but in a re-
signed tone. ,

The way ascended rapidly, and was proportionably
fatigning, being much obst.ructed, t00, by fallen trunks
of trees, and frequent underwood, and from time to
time by ledges of rock, which it was necessary to
make a circuit to pass, and that by rude climbing,
while the darkness was of an intensity, of which those
unaccustomed to the American forest can form no idea.
But for the absolute necessity, it would have seemed
impossible to procéed. Regular path there was not a
vestige of, and had there been, it would have been
dimpossible in that midnight darkness even for an

Indian to follow it. The only guiding circumstance

was the sound of rushing and falling waters on their
left, which grew more distinct as they advanced; and
. once the sharp, terror-striking cry of a wild animal
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was heard, and every now and then a screech-owl
caused the forest to ring with his fiendish alarum,
The wild noises, the rayless gloom, the precipitous’
and broken nature of the ground, and the labyrinth
of logs, mouldering trees, and half-dec;.yed branches,
softened by occasional springs of trickling moisture,
of which the oozing mountain was full, struck the
females with dismay, and inspired uneasiness in the

stouter heart of Atherton, for his tender charge,

though not for himself.

" When this laborious and frightful progress had

been continued for about twenty-five or thirty minutes,
which seemed at least an hour, Jane, who had borne
it all far-more uncomplainingly than any of her
previous sufferings, juét as the ground was getting to
ascend more gradually, suddenly sank down upon a
half-decayed trunk, and partly buried in the soil,

~over which she had just been helped, and in a voice

of distress declared that she could go no further.
The party came to a halt.
“What is to be done now, Mr. Atherton?” asked

- Morrell.

“ How much further have we yet, Pierre?”
“ Leetle way — leetle way!”

“ How long will it take us??”

“ Five minute — ten minute.”
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Tt us make a Id&y’s chair and carry her,” said
Miss De Groot. | 4 '

“The two men are heavily laden already,” re-
marked Atherton. ¢ Pierre’s hands are full with the
guns,”

“But I will help you make a lady’s chair, Mr

Alban, I am pretty strong.”

“Youl” exclaimed Atherton. “I thank you I
can carry her very well myself.” '

So saying he caught her up.

“Now, Miss De Groot, take hold of my cousin’s

shawl to conduct ug; and follow Mr. Morrell.”
They moved on again. Once-Alban tripped and
came down up'on one knee. He rose without having
| dropped his burden. Over logs, and around them,
through a deep brook, wading to the knee, (Mary
leaped lightly over it)) up a dry water-course rough
“with stones, he laboured with the half-fainting girl in
his arms. At length he staggered into a small clearing,

where, under a low shanty, he knelt and set her. down..

‘What passed there we are not supposed to know, but
it is our belief that before she unwound her weak
arms from his neck, Jane thanked him in the most
expressive way that a cousin could; and the ardent
answer of the youth was not unwithessed.

“Tt has been a hard day for her, but it is over
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now,” said he, rising, and yielding the place to Miss
De Groot, who was already close by their side. |

_ The guides unloaded; the coverlets were spread
on the shanty floor. Pierre struck a light from the

flint. Dry leaves and punk caught the spark; dry

brushwood burst into a light, crackling blaze. Frag-

ments of pine, reeking with pitch, next burned fercely.

Morrell's axe already resounded. A young beech
crashed, and, sweeping down, enlarged the little clear-

ing. "The long, green branches wer'e'lopped off and

fed the growing fire, and soon, the tree itself, cut .

into logs some ten feet long, was piled on in regular
order, and the - flames curled irresistibly round the
mossy, lead-coloured bark. ’

As soon as the fire was kindled, the Indian gave
himself no further trouble; but the white guides, with
Margaret, fell to preparing supper; and Alban, who at

~ Louis had always enjoyed the fun and romance of
~ participating in these labours, now looked on with as

little disposition to assist, as was evinced by Pierre.
He was not idle, however, nor, in spite of his recent
toil, surrendered himself yéf to ignoble rest. Manjr
and grave, in truth, are the thoughts which océupy

the LrADER. - The buoyancy of youth sustained itself

in his heart, yet the consciousness of authority made
him serious. "
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. The slanty was smaller thénu that at Louis. On

the other hand, as the scene became illuminated by

the fire, there appeared on one side a dining-hall of
superior pretensions,  Stout poles, driven into the
ground, supported a bark canopy, beneath which was
a table of the same material, but, being iarotected from
the rains, smooth and unwarped. The seats were logs
squared with the axe, and cushioned with bark, the
rough side up, and curling-finely over the edges. This
lake was celebrated for its speckled treasures, and
every year it was visited by a small club of adven-
turous fishermen, who had buils this shanty (so Mor-
rell said) only the last Spring.

As usual, the site had been chosen near a spring

of purest water, which, welling forth abundantly,

formed a’deep and clear fountain, celebrated among

the hunters (as it appeared) for its coldness and

abundance. 'Doubtless it was distilled‘ in deep, sunless
clefts of the mountain, where the winter’s ice and

snow never wholly melted. There was somet’hing
| mysterious in that cold, clear, and full current, gush.

ing out of the rocky side of the superincumbent -

mountain, not like an ordinary spring, but rather the
escape of a subterranean brook — the dark and gurgling
flood of some long and labyrinthine cave, here bursting

into light. The overflow ran over a surface of rock,
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‘and £l into a second basin, worn by itself in the

cliff: for the ground, on that side, descended almost
precipitously to the lake. Alban explored these
localities with the aid of a pine torch. It could not
but strike him as an extraordinary spotf, and one
that must in after times become famous. The vast
and toppling weight of the mountain lying above, and
sweeping up-to the stars; the broad loke spreading .
below; the steep, circumambient forest; and that

cold, gushing fount, made the locality impressive.

Returning to the camp-fire, Alban was struck‘w:ith
the picturesqueness of the scene it afforded. Morrell’s
gpare, sinewy frame, and eagle look, bending. over

~ the flame to prepare the evening meal, and Courtney’s

heavier, although more youthful form, and surly but
honest aspect, as he assisted in the same ‘operation,
contrasted with the apathetic bronze figure of the

Indian, 'sitting as motionless as if he had really been

cast in metal ; while the softer glow of the fire warmed
and illuniined the interior of the shanty, where a red
shawl, twisted into some gré.ceful lines, marked the
reposing form of Jane, and Mary De Groot, sitting
with her feet gathered beneath her gray robe, regarded
the group of guides with an abstracted air. On every
gide, the straight boles of the forest canght the light,
and were defined by it against the hollow darkness
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beyond. Over head, the patch of dark-blue sky

with ‘stars, was intercepted only by the gray smoke -

that contmually went alofl; br1ghtened by many a red
spark.

The repast being ready, Margaret stuck a lighted |

tallow-candle, which pro;riised to run famously, into a-

- notch of one of the uprights of .the dining-table
canopy. Alban and Miss De Groot placed themselves
at ‘the table, for Jane refused to stir. Courtney’s

‘brawny hand extended a frying-pan of trout, red.

and fragrant— Pierre’s contribution from the lake.
«Will you say- grace?” asked Alban, with a
smile. |
Miss De Groot complied. The gmdes speculated
on this incident over their cooking.

“She’s a professor, I reckon, and he is n't,”

observed Morrell.

“ No,"” answered Courtney, “I guess he’s a pro-
fessor, but not a member.”

“Well, I thought he was a professor,” said Mor-
rell, simple with all his wooderaft,

Margaret offered Mr. Atherton tea, but to her
 mistress a mug of water from the jce-cold spring.
To the trout succeeded the plumpest and tenderest
of the partridges shot in the morniﬁg, -gerved by
Morrell in tempting style on a hemlock chip. .
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“Morrell is an adept in forest cbokery,” observed
Alban, - '

- “I should really enjoy this, if ydur cousin could
be prevailed on to partake of it with us,”™ said Mary.
“It distresses me to see that she suffers so much.”

Jane, however, accepted from Margaret -a cup of
‘strong tea, sweetened with loaf-sugar, but of course
unmollified by milk. Alban rose, and approachmg
his cousin, good-naturedly compelled her to eat some
savoury morsels of partridge with which, laughing,
but rather despotlcally, he fed her. She submitted
like a wearied child, half crying, but when, revived
by the stlmulatmg taste and odour, she demanded a
dry biscuit, he let her off,

“A good night's rest will restore her,” he said,
resuming his seat with a moist and tender gladness
in the eye that did not misbecome his manhood.

“Y trust so,” said Mary, quite fervenﬂy.

“We all need it.”

“Where are the guides to pass the mght?” a.sked
Mary.

- #They will build another fire presently, some rods
off under the trees; and bivouac by it.”

“We shall hang a shawl from the roof of the
shanty to make a little: apartment for you,” |

“The shanty is sacred to your use.”
5%
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L But you are not accustomed to sleep under the
open lsky It would be a misplaced delicacy, that
should occasxon your being disabled by a pleurlsy,
like Mr. St. Clair.” :

“ Hang your sha.wl in front, if you like,” replied
Alban, rather abruptly. “It will serve to keep off
the smoke, which is sometimes ‘annoying. But no
one will come inside of your fire, after you have
retired, unléss to replenish it. Your tent is taboo, to
| every thing in the shapé of man, of course.”
 “You are very chivalrous,” said Mary.

.41 know what is due to two lovely women, in the
camp which is honoured by their presence.”

~ “You treat me as if I were a child, to make me
* say grace,” she replied with a smile, as both seemed
to have finished their repast. 7

- Atherton coloured’ slightly, and presently per-
formed - himself the duty of chaplain, but not without

a certain embarrassment. It was, indeed, a curious

trait of his, to be self:possessed in important and un-
~ foreseen conjunctures — awkward and nervous in slight,

formal acts. Miss De Groot smiled as she rose from
her log seat, and they vacated the table for the guides,
- the Indian;, and Margaret.

Mary resumed ‘her place at Jane's side. Atherton

half-reclined upon the hemlock boughs at their feet.
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Jane, in spite of her tea, or perhaps, in her exhausted
state, in consequence of it, had fallen asleep. Sweet
is repose after labours, and the talk of friends when
free after long restraint.

“ How does being a Oatholié wear with me, do jrou'

“ask, Mr. Alban? Really, the question is a strange one

to my ears. I had almost forgotten that I was ever
,any thing else,”

“You have been in a convent since I saw you.”
“As a boarder,” replied Mary, with a slight em-

. phasis.

“I had heard as a postulant,” said Alban lookmg
at her,

“You heard wrong,” replied she, with some quick-
ness. |

“I had it from so good a source that I could not
help believing it,” he responded.

“'Well, it was not true,” said Mary, Iookiﬁg away.

“You have changed a good deal in personal ap-
pearance since I last saw you,” said Alban, regarding
her $or the first time with a young man’s frank: admrraé
tion; “though, indeed, I should have %nown you any
Where.” — And he smiled.

“T have grown taller; it was natural at my age.”

“You have shot up— not like a weed, precisely —

but like a young rose-tree. It is not only in stature
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‘that you have gained, but” — with a demure look —

1: : ”
“in other no less graceful dimensions.

“ Thank you, sir,” replied the young lady, bending
- very low and laughing sweetly. *There was room for

improvement in both respects. I was a slight little
thmg

“You have not led a very ascetic life in your con-
vent, I conclude.” |

“ No, only a simple and plain one.”

“The good nuns permitted you to laugh sometimes,
T conclude, since you have not lost the habit. "

¢ Qh, indeed ! I laughed a great deal. Those Who
measure their piety by the length of their faces would
be sadly out of place among those excellent sisters.”

Tt is consoling to find that the convent agreed so
well with your mental, as well as your bodily health.”
 «On! it agreed with me perfectly —as you see.”

“What convent was it ?”

« The Ursulines at Quebec.”

« What! Not of the Visitation!” exclaimed Alban,

involuntarily. -
“T do not understa.nd you,” said Mary, with a puz-

zled air.
“No maitter,” answered Atherton. Pray, what

took you so far as Quebec, may I ask?”
“Why the Charlestown convent was burned last
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year, you know, and it was a choice between Canada
-and Marjland. Papa, for some reason, preferred the
former, perhaps on account of the season.” -

“ The dress of the Utsulines is White:,. is it not ? ¥

“TIt s ,

“I had a notion — that is to say, I dreamed (a re-
markably vivid dream)—that I saw you take the
white veil ; and I afterwards learned that the dress of
the nuns, as it appeared to me, was that of the Ladies

of the. Visitation.”

“ My mother was educated in their most celebrated
-convent in France,” said Mary. |
“Pray describe the Quebec convent,” said Alban,
“You mean the building ? ”
“ Every thing.” | |
. “Well, the house’ consists of three stories, d1v1ded
into long galleries, with cells, halls, and chambers
ranging on both their sides. In the highest story are
the cells of the nuns, each having a bed, a little desk,

- and a chalr and hung with paper pictures of the saints,

In the middle story is a large room, finely painted and
adorned, where they pass the day together, at needle-
work, embroidery, flower-making, and so forth, They
dine in- a refectory, and all are silent except the nun
who reads. Then there is a room fitted as a chapel,
where they pray, and a noble hOSpltal ‘where they
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tend the sick. The whole day is laid out so as to be -

occupied with labour or prayer, or deeds of mercy to
the neighbour, 1eaving only what is necessary to sleep,
food and recreation.” '

‘“ And the heart 7"

“Is full too— with the Heavenly Spouse!” said
-Mary.

This tone seemed more natural to her than her
previous gayety — so- that Alban involuntarily glanced
at her ga,rb': but though so plain, it bore, like her
gra%fully arranged hair, the marks of studied elegance,
as of one by no means disposed to neglect the graces
‘which make her sex attractive. There was something,
however, in the air, and which had even moulded the
figure, of this young lady, that expressed an habitual
-resistance and conflict: — a bright resolution in the eye,
an heroic carriage of the head, a noble expansion of the
chest Ben_eath its grave and simiple vesture. In regard
to the object of her difficult journey, it did not appear
at all singuiar, or out of place in her, that she showed
little or no depression of spirits, that she was cheerful,
and open to lively enjoyment of ‘the scenes through
which she was passing. Graéjous, ‘too, as she‘ was to
- Atherton, her very friendliness expressed a perfect
oblivion of the past. No shade of reserve conveyed
a tacit reproach; or revealed a hidden sensibility.
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She was perfectly natural, in short, and ‘unconstrained,
and seemed more so every moment,

Suddenly she turned the conversation so as to sat- .
isfy her own curiosity in regard to himself.

“ How long is it, Mr. Alban, since you were received

_into the Church ?”

“TI entertain just a shadow of doubt whether I haw're
ever been received at all.” '
“How?"
- “It is an uncertainty respecting my baptism, which
I have never been able to clear up. T was but last
night that I received a letter from my uncle, Bishop
Grey, which leaves me, indeed, in as great a doubt as

‘ever, but makes my course plain, The next priest I
* ineet will set the question at rest for ever, by the act

of a moment.,” ,

“Then in all this time you have never been to com-
munion?” said Mary, with a look of wonder and sym-
pathy. , L |

“That has been the trial —besides a little fear I

~ have been in for my soul ; particularly once or twice

on our journey, when I had & narrow escape with my

life. But a grave Sulpician -—a learned, wise, and alto-

gether delightful man, whom I met in Montreal —
quieted and encouraged me on that score. He ap-

-proved of my caution, which some clergymen I have
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met blamed and said that I should be rewa.rded in the,
end for my patience.”

“T am sure you will.”

“The heavenly Artist knows the exact moment
when the metal is ready to be poured into the mould
of eternal cha.rlty \

“ Most true,” said Mary, not without emotion.

“What,” added she, again abruptly changing the.

theme — “ what is your cousin’s religion? ”

“She is a Presbyterian, and a very pious one.”

“You were brought up together, I believe.”

“We passed several jears of our childhood under
the same roof.”

“ You naturally love her very much,”

«1dor

¢ She is only your second eousiﬂ, I believe.”

“ That is all.”

“Do you hope that she will become a Catholic ? ”

« Tndeed, I see no present probability of -it.”

“But she cannot be invineibly ignorant, after being
in your society for some months.”

“Light shines sometimes very gradually into the
soul.” |

“ That is not my experience, nor yours, Mr. Alban,”

“It shone upon ws all at once, I know,” she said, —
“But see! the guides are building the other fire in
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*the woods,” once more changing the conversation ab- |
“*ruptly. “I should enjoy this life, methinks. And

here comes Margaret. Jane, too, stirs. Tt is time, I
think, that we ladies pitched our tents for the night.”

She drew forth her rosary.

. " May I not join your devotions?” asked Alban,

“ Assuredly. Margaret and I generally say the
third part of the Rosary; after that, we sing the hymn
to our Lady, and her litany. Shall it be so to-night?”

“ As you will” |

“Don’t you read a ~chapter in the Bible?” de-
manded Jane. |

« Very often. There is a bible in my sac de nud,
Mr. Alban, if you would like to read a chapter for our
edification.” = ‘ \

Atherton took it, and Tead the fifth chapter of St
Luke, at which he chanced to open. |

“What a wonderful chapter!” said he when he
had finished. “How many mysteries of our faith are
alladed to in it]  Clrist teaches Jrom Peter’s boat ; sends
the cleansed leper to the priests ; retires to the desert jbr
prayer; claims, as Son of Man, the power of forgiving
sins ;- declares, against the self-righteous’ Pharisees, that he .
has come to call sinners to repentance, and prophesies that
his disciples shall fast in the future times.” - He turned to
Jane with a smile. “See, in this one chapter, my dear
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Jane, the Pope, the priesthood, the monks and hermits,
the absolutions, the' scandals of bad Catholics, and the
bodily mortification encouraged by the Church.”

“It sounded so, hearing you read it,” said Jane.

“ Henceforth, then, Jane, you cannot plead igno-
rance,” said he, affectionately. | , ,

The voice of melody rose on the wild forest, and
~ drowned the murmur of the waterfall. Mary's voice,
not less sv'veetl and rich than of old, was more full-
breasted and powerful: at times it quite ran to waste.
Margaret Dolman had a good native organ of well-
strung treble. The Indian had drawn near at the
- first sign of prayer, and knelt at Alban’s side; and
~when Mary began to chant the litany, his deep, but
not harsh bass —for the voices, even of the male
Indians, are sweet in singing-—-chimed in with power,
Morrell and Courtney stood on the opposite side of the
shanty fire, listening with great attention. Jane saf
retired, beneath the low bark roof, the red shawl half-
wound around her, and her disordered ringlets hangiing
in golden cdnfusion about her face and throat. It was

~ a‘strange harmony of the dark, stern, and rude, with -

the fair, tender, and cultivated forms of humanity:
_a contrast, too, of the beauty of affection, and that
of heroic will.

The guides threw themselves upon a heap of boughs
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by their separate and somewhat distant fire. Margaret
hung a shawl along the front of the shanty, and all was
soon quiet as death, within this simple tent. Atherton
folded his cloak about him, and lay down under the
canopy of the dining-table, where, after removing one
of the logseats, Morrell had heaped for the young
leader a fresh bed of hemlock, and a pillow of balsam.
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CHAPTER VIIL

There by the uncertain glims of starry night,
And by the twinkling of their sacred fire,
He mote perceive a little dawning sight
Of all that there was doing in that quire.
Wxth that be thrusts into the thickest throng.-
Foirie Queens.

Ir yet wanted some two hours of day, and the
B shanty fire burned low, for nearly seven hours had
clapsed since it was built for the night; an immense
- mass of log, reduced to living coals, maintained, how-
ever, a glowing heat immediately in front, and the

- extremities of a great pine, with which the pile had .

been last replenished, were still blazing, when the cur-
tain of the shanty was lifted aside, and one of the fair
occupants stole forth, and rose to her feet.

All the camp was profoundly quiet. The dogs in
their kennel of bark, the guides by their distant fire,
and Atherton close by, on his half-sheltered couch,
were buried in sleep.”

The lady gazed at the last, timidly at first, and then
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_ steadlly The upper part of his person was envelopedl

in his cloak, and hig felt-hat was crushed over his eyes,
but his feet were uncovered ; and in the earlier part of
the night, when the side-heat of the fire reached the
spot where he lay, the young man had taken off his
boots to dry.

“QOh, what an imprudent youth 1 murmured the
lady “How cold he must be ! ” ‘
* Just then Atherton drew up one foot under the

“cloak, but it slipped down again.

“ Proveking!” said the lady. “It’s none of my
business, to be sure, yet Christian charity impels me.
‘What damsel in the olden time would not have con-
descended to do so much for so brave a protector ?”

She stooped under the curtain again, and dreW.
forth a cloak, with which she herself might have been
covered during the night. After a moment’s hesita-
tion, she approached the young man, and kneeling,
waited for a repetition of the movement which she had |
before observed; when, by taking advantage of it, with
a kind of feminine, almost mother-like, tenderness and
skill, she contrived to envelop the exposed extremities
in the folds of the mantle without diéturbing the
sleeper. When this had been successfully achieved,
she gave one look at his face to rake sure that she -
had not waked him, and rising, glided away into the
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dark behmd the shanty, duite out of the dull ﬁre-
gleam.

Groping along the rock, and partmg the bushes that
environed it, she came upon the sheltered platform

beneath that full spring, whose tumbling Waters sung -

constantly in the night.

Let none blame the lady’s kindness. Tt was only the
return (so she deemed) which every noble maiden owes
to the knight who exposes himself to danger and hard-
ship for her sake. Where there is generosity and
devotion on the one side, there ought to be eompassion
and kindness on the other.. Otherwise all the beauty
and dignity of the intercourse of the sexes in high
' clvilization were entirely lost. Such thoughts ennobled,
in the lady’s own eyes, the trivial service she had ren-

dered ; and a princess could not have been more lofty

in her humility than she, while covering Atherton’s
feet with her mantle, And the stockings were stained
and damp withal. ,

The spot where she now found herself has been
already in part described. The rock formed a sort of
arch-overhead, whence, at the height of some ten or
twelve feet, the water poured and dripped into a deep
basin which it had worn for itself in the cliff. ' Then it

lay in a black pool behind as far as the base of the:

vault, while the overflow ran murmuring down a stony
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descent, thickly bordered with busbies and undergrowth.
The forest opened grandly above, with mighty tower-

_ing hemlocks, hung with- straggling moss, and many a
_star shone in upon the grot, and was reflected in the

dark basin. The platform of rock around the basin
was encumbered with ffagments fallen from the arch
The lady seated herself upon one of these, and dipped
up the ice-cold water in the palm of her hand.

«T drink from thy cold veins, O Mountain! Would
that my bosom could thereby become as firm as thy
rocky heart!” |

Whether it was that such thoughts absorbed her
or not, when her thirst was satisfied, instead of going
immediately away, she continued to sit, leaning with
one open hand upon the same stone, and gazing at

the vexed, foamy spot in the basin where the water

- fell. In that natural attitude, with the simple antique

flow of her drapery by the light of the shadowy cave,

she seemed some nymph of the woody and fabulous

Hellag, bending unseen over her star-lit fountain..
How often it happens that having performed some
kind or generous action, in a 'lofty, romantic spirit, we
are presently after assailed with involuntary inward
suggestions in regard to what we have done, which
make us appear to ourselves extremely silly, and cause
‘us to blush at the exaltation of mind which we pre-
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viously experienced. In the imaginative fiction of
ZANONI, the genius of Bulwer has given a terrible
impersonation of this appalling visitant of generous
souls, in the spectral shadow which he there represents
as haunting the threshold of the Ideal. But in the true
~and real super-sensual sphere that lies about and en-
compasses the world we see, the phenomenon is justly
attributed to a real whisperer at our elbow, a living
and malignant, though inirisible,;;?Hépreciator. of our
~noble actions; nor is it this demon’s office merely to
represgnt our good as weakness, but with malicious
sagacity, hoping thereby to discourage us from ever
attempting the like again, to point out the real faults
which bave mingled in the good itself, through the
imperfection of human nature. It might have been
thus with our beautiful and heroic friend.

“Is this thy pride towards one who has once

treated thee so coldly ? —who now, perchance, is de-

voted —even plighted —to another?. Is this thy
vowed generosity and abnegation in Zer favour? With
what a pang would she have seen thy silly kindness?
And thou hast dreamed of the austerest life which is

led on earth by the spouses of Fleaven! Ok, foolish-

virgin! how soon is thy lamp gone out!”
We have noticed the coldness of this fountain,

No doubt it was supplied from 'some frozen reservoir -
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—some glacier adorning a cavern with its blue arch.

What a world was there, unknown save to the chilliest
reptiles! The worm, the newt, and the toad, knew of
it. The fountain itself was inhabited and purified by
the, cold-blooded frog, darting, with a miniature resem-

blance of human motion, like a strong swimmer,

through its clear depth, and hiding his green limbs
in the hollow, fringed with bairy roots that pierce the
earthy margin. But the hand of man could not dip

into it without pain.

Yet now the maiden bared and plunged into it
her tender arm. Down it went out of sight beneath

the black surface which clipped and embraced its
rounded whiteness. That was surely in vain. The

coldness of a mountain source could not chill a loving
female heart, which glowed the more obstlnately be-
cause its warmth was so pure.

All of 5 sudden there was a splashmg in the brook
below, and a rushing among the bushgs, and in & mo--

~ment a number of huge, black forms came tumbling

with awkward agility upon the rocky platform.
Alban was dreaming of an. Arctic expedition, and
thought that he was chasing the white bear over the
ice-flelds of the Pole. Wrapt in skins, he felt not the
keen air; but -the vast, crystalline plain on which he ~
moved was so intensely cold 'that he could not bear
6
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o step upon it. With him was a company of fufry

Esquimaux, among whom he distinguished Morrell and -

Courtney. Al at once, their joyful gestures announced
the discovery of a geyser, or hot volcanic spring, bub-
bling up under the everlasting snows, and presently he

had plunged his feet in the glowing ashes that covered,

so he thought, the edge of the crater, when a familiar
voice behind him uttered his name in a cry of warning.

He waked ; that cry was still in his ear, with a
sense of reality which no dream leaves behind it. He
sat up énd perceived the cloak folded about his feet.
The cry was heard again; his name was called in a

well-known voice. He sprang up and rushed towards

the fountain, but found no one. -
“ Mary!” he cried.

“T have somehow got below the fall, and there are”.
~—a slight hysteric laugh — * some great bears upon

the rock, so that I can't get back.”

The youth darted away. Without uttering a cry,
(which would have brought upoﬁ the scene three
hunters and as many dogs,) he seized a blazing knot
of pine from the fire, and in a moment rushed upon the
rocky platform of the basin. The wild creatures scram-
bled away over the stones of the stream. DBut one of
the cubs, too young to be frightened by the light, lay
~rolled among the fragments of rock, at play with some-
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thing that he found there, and the huge she-bear
turned threateningly on her steps. Yet even her ma-
ternal fury was quelled by the terror of the flame. |

Mary had somehow escaped to the opposite side of
the basin, where she stood half-concealed by the sﬂvery
column of the cascade.

“Come back to this side, and get away as fast as
you can, while I keep this creature off,” said Atherton,
advancing boldly into the stream. o

“While the torch whirled through the air, and the |

fierce animal made sudden rushes forward, and quick

. retreats, rising terribly on her hind-feet when the flame

dashed in her wild eye, the maiden advanced hastily
along the inner ledge of the rock to its termination.
The basin was too wide tdleap é,cross, and the depth
on the opposite side forbade wading. The intense

light that filled the grot showed her, as she paused,

pale, and disordered in attitude and garments, lifting
with the snow-white arm the simple gray robe, mcas-
uring the distance before *her with a bright, resolute
eye, while another maid, her twin and inverted image,
gleamed in the mirror of the rocky basin. And her

- graceful shadow was thrown against the cliff,

It was but a moment; for the cub, which had been

- playing with a shoe that Mary had lost in her flight,

ended by pushing it into the water, and, as if startled -
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at the mischance, ran off, tumbling head-foremost into

the bushes to seek its dam. In a trice all the black
forms had disappeared.

Atherton turned to assist his fair companion. The

steepness of the rock, and density of the bushes on
the side where the waters discharged, allowed no pas-
sage. except for the rough-ooated bears, and least of
- all for a woman, impeded by her long garments. But
”mid:way of the back cliff, and just above the water's
eéige, Alban discovered a cleft where he could rest
his foot. Laying down the torch on a rock, he
spanned the distance with his masculine stride.

“Now for something that you can step upon.”

Among the rocks lay a fragment of a hemlock
branch, jagged and stiff. He brought it and laid it
across the basin. He tried it. It bore his weight.
He planted one foot again in the cleft of the rock.
The- maiden took his hand, and stepped tremblingly
across on the unsteady branch.

“You have lost a slipper — where is it?”
“It has fallen into the water.”

By the aid of the torch it was easily discovered,

and kneeling, he recovered it quickly, plunging his,

arm to the shoulder. He dried the soft velvet slipper
with care. It seemed -that he would have kissed it
a8 he laid it at her feet. If she had been compas-
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gsionate as a damsel in the days of chivalry, and in
a way that would have been approved in the nicest
courts of love and gentleness, he was as brave and

devoted as any knight. Then he held the torch on

high, as if to guard the entrance of the grot, while

the maiden, to whom the shanty fire would be a
" sufficient guide in returning to her place, fled like

a bird startled from shady covert, and he ‘was left
alone under the.overhanging and dripping cave.

The torch still illumined the wet rocks, the hem-
lock branch, the black pool and silvery fall, but the

~ nymph-like presence that lately filled the grot—Ilife,

image, and graceful shadow — was.gone, and he hurled
the flaming pine-knot into the brook. Tt hissed a
moment, and all was blackness.. Alban returned to
the shanty, where all was now quiet ‘as the grave
again, and resumed his balsam couch.

So passed the night at Cold Spring Lake —the
ni'ght of* their first -encampment. The mountain stood
over tﬁém, truly, like an ancient wizard, with his
head among the stars. The waters which flowed from
his cold breast were as if enchanted. The forest was

conscious of a magic as ‘old at least as Eden,
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CHAPTER IX.

. Guiding a wet and sodden boat,
With thing half paddle, half an oar,
I chanced one murky eve to float

Along the grim and ghastly shore
Of such wild water.

Vigil of Fuith.

!

THERE are two external causes which of themselves
dispose the soul to live for the present in the manner
of the Gentiles, and to forget the stern relations which
that present bears to an immortal future. One is the
splendour and activity of cities; the other, the infinite
luxuriance of nature in her forest solitudes. On the
confines of that vast and ancient world, dateless and
‘without a history, which the untamed wilderness pre-
sents, man seems to bélong to the tribes which eat,

drink, and enjoy their brief sum of life, in every
forest, in every wild stream and Iake, or wherever
the sun v1v1ﬁes the moisture of the untilled earth,

and fills the very atmosphere with the motion and
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the ghtter the soothlncr hum and ceaseless enjoyment

of an insect universe. _

" The antiquity of the mountains, and of the woods
that feed on their maternal bosoms, as on the myriad
breasts of the antique Cybele, annihilates the individ-

“wality of him who passes through the old wilderness.

How long have these streams, {00, leaped from the
cliffs in foam? How Iong have these lakes reflected
the stars, or weltered under the bright kiss of the
ever-youthful sun?

The Germans have a popular tradmon that when

‘the Christian Faith overturned the old worship of a

formerly heathen country, the ancient gods fled from
the genial abodes of men to the recesses of the forest,
or hid themselves deep in the heart of the mountains,
coming forth even there, only in the hours of dew

and shadow ; which seems to symbolize that inveterate

“heathenism of lakes and woods, of mountain and cave,

and of the blue-vested night, with her mystic gold-
embroidery of constellations, and her milky star-girdle!
But there is a process by which even the wildest |
scenes im_bi‘bé the lineaments of faith, and become
Christianized, like a hamlet by its rude church, or a

~city by its overshadowing cathedral towers, hung with
sweet-toned bells, The beautiful Horicon was made

a font by the early Jesuit missionaries; the converts
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“of the Indian tribes were baptized in its transparent
waters; and it became Lake St. Sacrament, for an
eternal memorial that there the Holy Dove has dipped
His wings. The acts of sacred penance and the obla-
tion of pure prayers can hallow any spot. Even the

movements of our travellers tended to unheathenize

the wilderness ‘théy passed through. At dawn, at
noon, and at sunset, Mary De Groot and Margaret
never failed to bow their heads for the Angelus, and

as they did so, the wild American forest seemed to
be impressed with the moral image of Southern cities,
where, at the stroke of the wide-sounding bells, the
whole population pauses in its business and its gaiety,
and amid universal silence, gives one moment to the
adoration of the Incarnate Word.

The little camp was éarly in motion. To-day their
journey was to be prosecuted in the boats, and they
were obliged to begin by retracing the last steps of
the night before. All expressed surprise at the ease
of what had seemed so formidable and difficult. Day-

- light and descending ground made such a difference.
‘Jane was considerably rested, although she declared
that she had slept badly for the first three or four
hours, after which she had fallen into a sweet morn-

ing slumber. Mary was fresh as a lark, and eager to .

set forward; which Jane was not, from excessive foar
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of the difficulties of the way. However, she resigned
herself with womanly fortitude to what was inevitable.

The outlet of the lake, which soon presented itself
after they had gained the boats, was narrow and wind-
ing, filled with rocks, and abounding in rapids and
short turns, that made the navigation ‘dangerous and
exciting. The scenery through which they passed
was varied. Sometimes they pierced a frowning depth

of low and seemingly boundless swamp; sometimes

threaded a labyrinth of rocky islets; then the scene

expanded, and precipitous, crags, rising over woods of

vivid foliage, bordered their way on either side. The

“-order of proceeding was slightly different from that

of the evening before. It was suggésted by Morrell
that as the outlets were not of easy navigation, it
would be beiter to separate the females, placing one
in each boat, that in case of accident there might not

be two to look after at once; a piece of foresight
- which threw Jane into a nervous agitation hardly to

be quieted even by her cousin’s going in the same
boat —an arrangement on which Mary De Groot, but
not without some embarrassment, insisted, Every
rock they approached, the unhappy Jane expected
the canoe to strike and go to pieces, and when occa-
sionally they came apparently near being upset by

grazing one sunken beneath the surface, in some of
T . 6*
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the short turns of the channel, she caught her cousin’s
arm with convulsive force, and sank on his shoulder
when the danger was past, trembling like a leaf of the
silver poplar that quivered on the edges of the forest
which bordered their Way She declared, with a pale-
ness that bespoke her sincerity, that it was infinitely

worse than the fatigues of the day before, and that

she would rather walk or ride a thousand miles than
undergo it again. Atherton, indeed, was not without
apprehensions, not exactly of drowning, alt}lough with
those rapids ready to sweep @hen:{ out of reach of each
other, that might bappen, but of disabling their boat,
which would prove a most serious obstacle to the
prosecution of the journey. n

The cousins were rowed by Morrell. Miss De
Groot was in advance with Pierre. Tt is probable that
the Indian was more accustomed to threading a channel
so choked with hidden as well as visible rocks; or it
might be the native dexterity of the race; but at any
rate, his canoe glided along without appearing to en-
counter the mishaps that befell Morrell’s. .

At noon they arrived at a portage, where all were

obliged to land, and the guides transported the boats

round a considerable fall. Notbing could be more

wildly beautiful, 9.1tE.ng'h for the females difficult, than
the walk which they had now to accomplish. At first
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they went clambering over rocks; then they had to
pierce a vast net~woﬂ_§ of vines; at last they descended
as it were a precipice, where the ladies required all the
assistance of their stronger companions, into a grove
lying in the hollow embrace of a huge, rocky amphi-
theatre, like the Colosseum, only incomparably more
vast; at the lower extremity of which, the principal
waterfall poured into a still inferior valley in a single
sheet of green and white waters, that buried themselves
in a cloud of spray, spanned at that hour of high noon

by many an iris. The lofty gray crags tottliﬁg above

against the sky, the crimson splendour of the autumn
grove, mixed with dark evergreens, the sparkling,
foaming, thundering waters, with their brilliant sun-

“bows, made a scene at which all exclaimed with delight,

and even Jane acknowledged herself repaid for her
fatigues and her fears.

- As the guides were obliged to make two journeys
in order to transport the boats below the falls, and
afterwards needed to rest, nearly two hours were spent
at this beautiful spot. On a bank above, commanding
- a view of the principal fall, and of the chasm where the

waters, after their leap, boiled along in many a white
fret and black whirlpool, the travellers took their mid-
day repose and ate their mid-day meal. Courtney had
kindled in a few minutes a fire ‘of dry bonghs, which
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diffused a warmth ever grateful in the forest, but espe-
cially so near a cascade. A coverlet was spread to sit
upon ; cloaks and carpet-bags served for cushions. A
little withdrawn, but near enough to feel the glow of
the fire, some poles cut from saplings, with a blanket
of Pierre’s, a shawl, and a coverlet, formed, by Alban’s
care, an extempore tent. Biscuit and dried venison,
with water from a bubbhng spring, constituted the
repast, and the bank where they reclined contnbuted
the red berries of the aromatic winter-green in great
‘abundance for a dessert. For the last of the partridges
and pigeons, with the remainder of the trout, had been
consumed in the morning. There was a general feeling
that some fresh venison would be acceptable.

“Since we shall be here two hours, why can’t we

_put out the dogs?” Alban asked.

“I’m afeard it might detain ué,” said Morrell, ¢ or
else I would. T’d like amazingly to kill a deer-in the
inlet, or maybe in the lake, for we are pretty near it

1}

“If one of the dogs should have a long race, it
would be bad, certainly. I'm afraid, ladies, that we
shall be obliged to sup on dried meat to-night.”

-#*'We might troll for lake trout as soon as we get

- out of the inlet,” said Courtney.

“We might do that.”
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“The outlet has got to be the "inlet, has it ?" said
Miss De Groot. *That is encouraging, Jane. " Is the
lake we are coming to now, a long one, Mr. Morrell 27 -

“TFour or five miles, ma’am.” | ,

“ And then we shall arrive at another outlet, I
suppose,” cried Jane. “Is it any thirg like this, Mr.
Morrell 27 | .

Morrell confessed that he had never been through -
it. Courtney said it was pretty bad in one place, at
which Jane changed countenance. Miss De Groot con-
soled her with the skill of the guides, and the certainty
that at the very worst, should one-of the boats capsize,
or be stove in, they would but get a wetting.

“But Mr. Morrell acknowledges that he has never
been through this outlet,” said Jane. “And as for a
wetting—T beg you will not speak of it— the very
thought terrifies me. If I get into the water, I am sure
I shall drown, and perhaps be the means of drowning
Alban too.”

“If Mr. Morrell's not being acquamted with the

passao'e is what troubles you,” replied Mary “you .

shall change boats with me. Pierre never ran upon a
rock once this morning. You and your cousin shall go
with him this afternoon.”

“ No, it is not fair that you. shOuld always be cedmg
the best places to me,”

~
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- “You undertook the journey on my account,” re-
plied Mary. “And besides, I am not the least afraid
to trust myself to Mr. Morrell.” — And Morrell, who

‘was just preparing to return for his boat made her a

rude bow.

“I wish I had half your courage, Mary.”

* “Oh, pray don't! I think you a great deal more

charming as you are-—do not you, Mr. Alban?”
“There is something that rather flatters us in a
woman’s ingenuous cowardice,” replied  Atherton.

" “I told you so. It is sadly unfeminine to be so
courageous, and so self-dependent—as I am. Be'con-
tented, Jane.” — And Mary laughed somewhat girlishly.
. “Imust try to pick off a few pigeons for supper,”
said Alban, rising, ‘

“If you find any beautiful leaves, Alban, you
won't forget to gather them and bring them to me to
press,” said Jane, who had collected a vast variety of

these souvenirs, from every place in the course of their
tour,

“Of course.”

He took his gun, and strolled off. Both girls
followed him at first with their eyes, but Miss De

Groot soon averted hers, and directed her attention .

to the dashing fall.
How it plunged on, w1th the visible 1dent1ty of am
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individual and self-conscious thing, and not a mere
phenomenon; the form perpetual, and the substance
never for two consecutive instants the same! Still
plunging! still tossing up its jets of foam, its sparkling
breath of almost viewless spray, that covers the rocks
and woods below with a half-transparent veil. Is there
any other life but that which we see here in its lives
liest symbol? Are we, t0b, but the form of the ever- |
flowing, the imperishable and. eternal substance, as it
dashes down the precipice of Being? Or is there a
soul, too, in the cataract? Is it a nymph, with sunny
locks and limbs of light and mist, who sits upon that
glittering sunbow and dominates the scene?

They are mortals who gaze upon her — creatures
of flesh and blood. But strangely mixed with that
earthly shaspe is a spark of the pure intellectual
lightma, ray, not from the sun, but from the sun’s
Creator. The life which that Light gives shall really
never die: then let it not, even here, be subject to the

creatures! Sparkling on in union with the humblest

“elements, let it still assert its heavenly origin. But

neither must the present lowliness be despised or ig-
nored, for it is full of uses to the spirit itself, and
therein is clrcumscrlbed the sphere of humanity, with
all its opportunities for patience, for pity, and for love.
“The water is never tired of tumbling there,” said
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J"ane, observing her companion’s gaze to be fixed upon
the brilliant cataract. I wish I could be as unwearied
after clambering over these rocks, or as fresh and sweet,
as that white and green water, instead of aching with
fatigue, as I do — to avoid the mention of other discom-

forts, What do you think, Mary? Would you like

to' be a waterfall?” |

“No,” answered Mary,” adopting :the light and
pleasant tone of her companion, “I like my own
human nature best, with all its infirmities.”

“You would like to get rid of the infirmities,
though, if you could?”

“In good time,” said Mary, lookmg upward, but

still smilingly. “ At present, I would rather _keep :

what makes ‘me like my kind.”

“But if you wished to be loved in a romantie,
imaginative. way—to be somebody’s ideal —those
things are very disenchanting, don’t you think ?‘j"

Mary blushed like the sociable angeél interrogated
by Adam — “celestial rosy red, love’s proper hue”—
(if ‘any body needs us to quote the very passage.

“Tt must be a feeble sentiment to be so disen-
chanted,” said she. “For my part”—she paused.
“Qur Saviour, you know, Jane, was subject to all our
sinless infirmities; He was tired, and suffered His
“sacred eyelids to be weighed down with sleep; in His
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. long journeys He was often covered with sweat and

dust, no doubt. We ought to be glad to be like
Him on our pilgrimage.”
“Oh, but we never can,” said Jane.

There ‘was a silence for some time, when J ane,

who had been ruminating on what Mary said, re-

sumed the conversation from a nearer point,
“I wonder,” said she, “that you and Alban, sym-

- pathiziig so deeply in your religious views, have

never formed a more lively personal preference for
each other.” _

This was said in a careless tone, but the speaker
attentively watched the effect of her words. However,
it was so natural for a young lady to blush at such
a remark from a female friend, that Miss De Groot's
beightened colour and forced langh did not reveal
much,

“Bodies similarly electrified repel each other, Jane.
Your cousin and I think too much alike, perhaps, — to

fall in love”

“But you did not always think alike?”

“We have always talked most about religion,
though I remember;. and it is surely repugnant to
Christian delicacy to carry on a flirtation under such a

‘guise. These are things that must be kept apart. I

have heard,” added she, gaily, *that young Protestant




138 | THE FOREST.

ministers woo their wives by talking theology —if

would n’t be the way to win me/”
“But you would wish to marry one whose religious
“views coincided with your own? ” persisted Jane.

Mary laughed.

“Of course. But it is a subject that I try to think

about as little as possible.”

“QOne can’t help thinking about it sometimes,” said
Jane. _
“If one hopes to be married —at least some day;
and especially if one rather connects that wish with any
particular person,” replied Mary with archness.

“Do you mean that you hope for no such thing?”
Jane asked, with spirit, and in a tone of raillery.

“Tn truth, I have no hope of being married, and no

wish for it,” said Mary.

“ Perhaps you wish to be a nun?” said Jane, a
new light breaking upon her, and speaking with a mix-

‘4ure of softness and curiosity. -

“No!" said Mary. “I wish to follow my vocation,
whatever it is, and whenever it shall please God to
make it known to me.

« And pray,” said Jane, “how do you expect the

will of Heaven to be made known to you on this

point?” .

~ Miss De‘ Groot reflected a2 moment, blushed, smiled,
S
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looked down, and replied with a mixture of archness
and melancholy, |

“When three things meet— my father’s wishes, the
entreaties of a constant lover, and the pleadings of my
own heart, and when my consent will neither wrong

nor pain any one else;—1 shall, perhaps, resign my

“maiden freedom ;—but this is idle talk.” .

The guides returned, bearing the last of the boaté.
They bore it down the rocks, and launched it below the
fall. Atherton came in, not having seen a solitary

- pigeon. He had a story of having disturbed some

partridges, but could not get a shot at them. Pierre
was discovered on the rocks below, trying to fish. On .
inquiry it was found that he had been unsuccessful,
and the other guides pronounced that the trout were on
the spawning beds about the mouth of the inlet. So
the traps were gathered togeﬁher, and the party re-em-
barked.

‘When the new arrangement, by which the ladies
were to change boats, was perceived, Pierre “at first
refused to move. It seemed that he considered Miss

‘De Groot as under his special care, nor would he trust

her to any one else. -No one before had presumed to
dispute an arrangement which Alban had made or
approved. Our hero's pride, or his instinct of anthority,
was roused. The Indian was obstinate.
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“T cannot yield to this foolish fellow,” said Ather-
ton, turning to Miss De Groot, “but perhaps, to save
us a quarrel, you will change your mind.”

“By no means,” ekclaimedv Mary, who was dlready
in Morrell’s boat. She rose, and stood in the stern, and
addressed Pierre in French, extending one hand loftily
towards the distant lake. “I go,” said shé, “in the
boat which Monsieur Atherton has approved, and with
the guide whom he designates. Shall I say to my
father that you have abandoned his daughter? What
will the black-robes tell you when they hear it?”

At this appeal, and seeing her resolution to go with

Morrell, the Indian, without a change of countenance,
yielded the point, and they got under way, Pierre still
faking the lead. The afternoon was consumed in the
passage of a long, ‘many-islan&ed lake. On one of the
islands they saw several bears—near relatives, dqubt-
less, of our friends of the grotto. Courtney was eager
to land and have a fight for them in the pre'sence of
the ladies, extolling(the fat and tender meat of the

_young ones; but the more prudent Morrell withstood

the proposition, out of regard to the safety of his dog.

Courtney replied that he would risk his, The young

man’s eye flashed with excitement, which communi-

. cated itself to Atherton, who also longed to shoot a

bear, if only to pay a debt he owed the race. Morrell
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readily submitted to Mr. Atherton, and all were pre-
paring to go ashore, when a look of Mary's reminded
61;1' hero that all needless delay must give her pain:
—for she hoped that evening to reach the mnearest
cabin of Pierre’s tribe, and .hear news of her father,
Athough she said nothing, therefore, Alban under-
stood her anxiety to get on, and he said, — “ No—we
shall lose time— on, on!” to Courtney’s great disap-
pointment.

This turned out for the best; for passing beyond

- the islet, the first thing they saw was a deer in the

open lake. Mary De Groot was the first to see it
Morrell having got the lead at the Bear island. |

Then there was a chase. The ladies were extremely
excited. The most refined natures possess a share of
those instinets which class man among beasts of prey,
and besides this natural venatory propensity, all were
stimulated by the desire qf obtaining that food for
which the open air -develops an immense craving. |
The relentings of female pity only gave a sort of zest

to these stern impulses of pursuit. So far advanced

- was the deer — buck of ten tynes— that it was by

the gfeat@_,st exertions alone that Morrell succeeded in

heading him off, although the Iighf form of Miss De
Groot constituted the entire load of his birchen canoe,

"The hounds, which were with Courtney, kept up a
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constant cry, in spite of all the latter could do to quiet
them.

“ Now,” cried Morrell, when the deer turned and

showed the back of his head in the long direction of
the lake, “we have him. But you must kill him, Miss

De Groot. He belongs fairly to you.” ‘
. “Oh, not for the world!” answered Mary. ¢ Let
Mr. Atherton shoot him. " _ ,

: Alban, who was coming up fast, did not pass any

¢ompliments on the matter. Ounly, for fear of the
buckshot scattering, he took Pierre’s rifle instead of his
own gun. Mary De Groot; closely pursuing, saw the
branching horns sink like lead before her, even before
the sharp report of the rifle reached her ear over the
water. The echoes were yet answering from the hills,
when Morrell caught one of the horns, and plunged
the knife into the unresisting throat.
“The beantiful eye!"” cried Mary.

“This is your deer, Miss De Groot,” said Alban,

coming up.

“It is'Jane’s and mine. I saw him ﬁrsf and
headed him off, as Mr. Morrell says; a.nd by the same
reasoning, Jane, you shot him.”

Both the gnides praised Alban’s shot to the skles
Even Pierre ejacnlated a note of commendation. Tha
ball hajd hit exactly in the right spot in the ear, and
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had ~perforated the brain. The deer was got into
Morrell’s boat by the united exertions of Morrell and
Courtney, and the dog of the former Whlmpered 0 -
for his master that at Miss De Groot’s request he took
him in. Pierre meanwhile took the lead again.

“ Was it really a very fine shot of Mr. Atherton’ s? "
asked Mary De Groot, as Morrell cheerfully pulled on,

“ Beautiful, ma’am. Nothing could have bettered
it.”

Mary could not restrain her exultation. She crim-
soned to the temples, because Alban had killed a buck
with a rifle-shot. |

“I am proud of him!” she exclaimed. *Don’t
you think, Mr. Morrell, that he i a noble fellow?”

Morrell assented of course; both in deference to
the lady's praise, and because Alban was really a

favourite with the guides.

Nothing farther occurred Worthy'of 1101}1(':6 during
the afterncon. The outlet of this lake did not prove
upon the whole nearly so difficult of navigation as
that of the other; the “one bad place” —a reach of
about half a mile‘— was. passed by Pierre without
alarming Jane more than once or twice. Morrell
indeed raneseveral times upon a hidden rock in a

rather perilous way, especially considering the load

‘he had; and there was one spot where the men had
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all to get out, and drag the boats over some shallows
of gravel. Towards sunset, they came out into a lake
which surpassed inyﬁg'%sty all the preceding. A blue,
sky-piercing summit, céntrally r‘ising from a ring of
beautiful hills and wooded promontc;ries, overlooked a
broad, irregular sheet, nearly fifteen miles across, dotted
With islands of rock and mighty timber. The wind,

which had been singing in the forest-tops for an hour
or more, was blowing freshly on the lake; and over
the western shore hung a dark, blue mass of threat-
ening clouds, with a line of saffron-coloured rain be-
tween their edges and the horizon. Lightning gleamed
on the front of the clouds.

Still they were bound to proceed. No su1table
shelter could be found without crossing the lake. The
waves smote their frail boats, as they toiled on; the
sky soon became black; the lightning vivid. About
the middle of the passage, it began to rain in torrents.
They were in more real Jeopardy than in all their
voyage hitherto. Morrell's boat, from the severe con-
cussions it had received in the inlets, took in water

~ freely. Miss De Groot got the rusty tin cup kept for

that purpose, and baled. Morrell wished to throw the
deer over, as its weight sank the boat d®nsiderably, "

and produced half the leakage; but she would not
hear of it. Alban was constantly looking back at

A
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them, in great distress; he was but baling ‘occa,sioiil-
ally. He shouted several times to Morrell to throw
over the deer, which Mary answered by waving her

tin cup. Tt was too rough to effect an exchange with

- a lady from one boat to another, or he would have

made her take his place in Pierre’s cance. Jane being
enveloped in a ‘water-proof cloak, lent by St. Clair,

was secure acramst the rain, but Miss De Groot Was.
soon wet through all her garments.

“Do you think the boat is likely to go to pieces
from these waves striking it so hard, Mr. Morrell?”
said Mary in a sweet tone, still baling.

“Well, I guess it will stand it, maybe, I should n’t
be much afraid, if it wasn't for thaf last t]iump in
the inlet. I guess that racked the old shell consid-
erable.” -

“And do you think the wreck Would smk or ﬂoat
Mr. Morrell?" :

“Well, T guess it\wou]d float.”

“My clothes are so completely soaked that they
would not buoy me -up long, I.fear,” said Méry. —

- There was a fearful creak as the boat fell against a
‘sea.— “It is-not going to break, is it? " |

%No, not yet, I guess. But I really think we shall °
have to heave that buck overboard. You see the

water comes in fast since that last poke.”
7
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“You must consult your own judgment, Mr. Mor-
rell

Morrell lefi the paddle, and with a mlghty effort
heaved the body of the deer over the side, but nearly
capsized the boat in doing so. The waves caught it
on the side, and broke over it as it nghted It was

half full in a twinkling.
tBale, bale, Miss! as fast as ever you can, Whﬂe

‘T keep her to the sea. O my good Lord, if I had
only another pair of hands.”
Mary baled with both hands, she pulled off her

sun-bonnet and baled with that; it took up four times

asmuch water as the cup, st111 the quantity did not
gensibly diminish. _

“There is a place in the side just under your
right knee, Mr. Morrell —no, lower down-—where a
great deal of water comes in. I observed it before
and now I see a little eddymg If you could only
stuff my handkerchief in.’ ‘

Morrell contrived to do so, working with one hand
at the same time. The water now diminished rapidly
under the baling.

“You are almost exhausted, Miss.”

_ % But not quite. I am gaining on the water fast.”

« Rest a few minutes, while I try if I can’t lift this

boat out of the water.”

L
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Morrell threw all his fores upon the bi‘oad paddle.
The boat seemed really td_ fly. They gained upon
Pierre. Courtnéy fell astern, Mary set to baling again
with the cup. Pierre called out to them several times, '
and the minute after the boat stmck not a wave, but
a tock. The bottom was stove inj the fragile shell
of bark was in pieces in twenty seconds. A shriek
was heard from P1erres boat, and another from

Courtney’s.

“Put back, Pierre, Be quick as lightning.”
Alban did not leap in, he did not even rise; he
sat still, white as a sheet, but trimming the canoe

. carefully, and keeping his eye on Mary’s form. She
~and Morrell were only a few yards apart, bui the

latter had either been stunned, or had lost his presence
of mind. Morrell’s dog held Miss De Groot’s dress
between his teeth.- J[éne cried and Wrung'her hands.
As the canog came alongside, Alban perceived that
Mary was insensible; her head and face were quite
under water ; her long hair had got loose and floated
upon it. A wave dashed her into his arms, and he

.drew her into the boat. Morrell seized hold of the
side, and so kept himself above water, till Courtney

came up and took him in. It was nearly dark when:
this- happened.
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CHAPTER X.

The fnend]ly ouﬂaw, now taking me by the arm, conducted me into the -

interior of the hut. My eyes roved round its smoky recesses in quest of
Diana and her companion.
. Rob Roy.

ATHERTON wmhed to go ashore at the nea,rest pomt
.that they mlght build .a fire, and employ without
delay all the means they possessed for the resuscita-
tion of their friend. But Pierre shook his head, and
~ kept on up the middle of the lake. Mary might have

been two or three minutes (certainly not more) under

water. A timid, hysterical girl, who would faint im- -

nediately from terror, might be submerged for’ half
an hour with less danger, than .one so healthy and
co%rageous for two minutes. The continuance of the
full action of the heart in .the- la.tter case, pumps
carbonized blood out of the lungs, and all is over.

At first, Miss De Groot lay in the bottom of the |

canoe, exposed to the torrents. of rain, the water
swa,shmg‘ back and forth around her at every lift of
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the boat by a wave. Alban baled out the_watér. a8’
well as he could in the c_rowded state of the canoe,

‘and Jane eagerly offered the water-proof - cloak in

which she had bitherto beén protected from the wet,
to envelop the person of her friend. With some
difficulty he succceded in wrapping her in it, and

. taking the insensible form in his arms, placed himself
in the bottom of the boat. Her feet being still
' imperfectly protected, he took off his own shag, which

shed the rain, and covered them. This was all that
could be dons for the present. Thus they pulled
on, il it became so dark that they could no longer
distinguish each other’s faces, and Courtney, though -
following close behind, had to be guided by an occa-
sional hoarse cry from the Indian, Eveéry few minutes,
Morrell called out to know on the part of Margaret
how her mistress was, till Atherton enjoined silence.
Notwithstanding the darkness, the rain, the waves,
the occasional bursts of sheeted lightning which re-

_vealed a widely threatening scene, and the" te'laar

which the accident that already had befallen was cal-
culated to infuse, Jane, though trembling, suppressed
ber fears, and wuttered not a word unless of tender
anxiety for Mary's recovery. Despite a deep  con-
fidence ‘which he felt that she W_dﬁld be saved,
Alban’s heart was a prey to the most devouring im-
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patience to reach land, where they might at ]east

ascertain the- truth,

As soon as all fresh«moisture was excluded, be-
s1des that with which her garments were already
saturated, the warmth which- Mary had never lost
began to increase. In the perfect darkness, the first
signs of réturning animation could not be perceived.
She was already conscious before Alban was aware
that she breathed. A faint struggle to free herself
from his arms was the first thing that gave him the
Jjoyful assurance of her life. |

‘

© % She moves!?

“Thank God!” eried Jane, with a singular burst. .

“That is all I care for in the world!”

“Jane!” said Miss De Groot, in a voice so low
that only Alban heard it. ‘

#She speaks to you, Jane.”

s Ma.ry dearest!” Jane stooped down found
her friend's face, a.nd kissed her tenderly. « Keep
ql"et,' dearest;w Alban .is holding you, all safely wrapt
in the oil-skin cloak. We shall soon get ashore.”
~ In effect, they touched the long-desired shore a
few minutes after this, and Plerre leaped out and
drew up the canoe.

* Shanty, Pierre?” demanded Atherton in the
laconic. English which the Indian best understood.
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“ Good shanty— very good 1 "

“@Good path?”

“ Good! —very good1”

“I can walk,” Mary remonstrated as- Alban hﬂed
her in hjs arms. :

“And I can carry you - Why, you are light
as an infant.” _

~ Pierre, with unwonted attention to a squaw, helped

Jane along. There was a narrow sand-beach, then |
an ascending path, soft as the furrow of a ploughed
field. When they reached the top of the bank, they
saw before them, at some distance, the low black out-
line of a hut defined against a blazing fire. Mean-
while Courtney had come up, and the whole party
reached the hut nearly at the same moment. The

~ Indian pushed open a door in the side, discovering

an interior lighted by the fire. Stooping under,
Atherton entered with his silent burden. |

Tt was a log cabin, with one open gable, opposite
which the fire was piled against a rude chimuey-bgek
of stone, designed to aid in carrying off the smdke.
The floor was of hard earth, spread along the walls |
with boughs and skins. Near the fire sat two persons
—a man and woman —both of whom sprang to their
feet on seeing the visitors, and the latter, observing

- what Alban had in his arms, pointed to a low couch
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of skins, where he deposited Mary de Groot. Court-
ney, Morrell, and Margaret‘entered, the two men bear-
ing the luggage, and the cabin was full of persons.
The male occupant of the hut and the guides
exchanged mutual recognitions. |

“You can give us a lodging to-night, Duncan, and

- something to eat, I reckon?”

“ Why, Morrell, we’ll do what we ecan.  But what
* youth is this coming to this part of the world with
three gals? Squaws are of precious little use here,
I can tell you, though I’ve got one to sit by my

shanty fire —but Dorothy is pretty near as strong

to work as I am.” 1

The owner of the cabin was a man past thirty,
above the middle height, with a sallow complexion,
. thin, aquiline features, and a piercing but stealthy
gye. He was clad in the garb of hunters, as it is
seen in the remoter forest—a shirt and leggins of
_tawny buckskin, and a large cap of gray nriarten

His female companion might have been ten years -

younger. Her sun-burnt features, small half:shut,

-llght-blue eye, and flaxen hair, 1nt1ma.ted that she had

been raised on a clearing. Her garb was simplicity
itself, consisting of a coarse white cotton chemise, and

a single petticoat of blue cloth; her feet as well as arms
being bare, and dark from exposure. This simple cos- .
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tume set off a form of that vigorous symmetry which
is only seen where Nature has been developed by
constant exercise, and never subjected to restraint ;
and her quick movements were of ‘a corresponding
gracefulness. She was very much astonished to see
so many females, and offered them assistance with a

readiness that savoured as much of curiosity as' good-
will. ‘ .

Atherton, however, now advanced to the men, who

“were standing and conversing near the fire, and pro-

posed, with a courteous air, that the shanty should be
‘abandoned for a short time to the ladies. _

~“And where are we to go?” demanded the owner
of the hut. “The nearest tree is a hundred yards, and
you'll find it wet enough under the pines to-night, I
guess. If your women-folks wants to change their
clo'es, they 're welcome to tuther end of the shanty, I
spose. Nobody here 1l take the trouble to look to see
what they 're doin’, T guess.”

This “back-turning™ is indeed the established eti- .
quette of log-cabins of a single room, on the rough
frontier, Atherton was not ﬁnlacq.uainted with the cus-

‘tom, but the proposal to adopt it now seemed to him

an outrageous disrespect; and an indefinable insult
in the tone of the trapper stirred his blood.

“Took here, Mr. Duncan!” rejoined he sternly. ‘
¥
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“I will pay you to-morrow what you like for the

accommodation, but to-night I expect to be master
here. These ladies are not used to undress in the
presence of men, whether their backs are turned or
not, nor do I mean that they shall begin now. So
come out of the shanty with us at once.”

- At this the trapper stept back, and took down his
rifle from a pair of buck-horns across which it was
suspended. His wife screamed. Courtney, who had
also looked very fierce during Alban’s speech, seized
his gun. Pierre rose stealthily to his feet from the
position he bad -already taken near the fire.

% Come, Duncan, don't be a fool, man!” said Mor--

rell with an uneasy look. “You’ll be well paid if

you're obliging ; otherwise you Il get nothing at all.”
‘Whether influenced by the consideration urged by

Morrell, or seeing from the fierce and resolute looks

~of the others, that the young man would be seconded

by his followers, the squatter hung up his rifle ‘again
with a sullen laugh. Alban haughtily pointed to the
door, and all went out. It was really asking a good
deal of a man, to make him turn out of his own dry
house on such a night, and stand under a flooding sky.

To this effect Duncan was grumbling, and added some-.

thing in regard to the object of their expulsion, which,

again so nearly approached disrespect to the ladies,
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that Atherton was strongly tempted to knock ‘him

- down. He offered the trapper the oil-skin cloak.

“ Do me the favour to put it on. It will keep you
dry. Nay, I insist upon it. . I am already wet to the
skin, and to me it is useless.” | -

“1 don't mind the rain,” said Duncan. “I didn't
like to be turned- out of my own shanty, Wlthout )
much. as by your leave, though.

~ ¢TIt made you feel spunky,” ;'ephed Atherton, good-
naturedly. ¢ Well, that was excusable. Morrell, do
you take the cloak. You have been in the Iake.” .

“We are used to being wet, Mr. Atherton,” said .

Morrell, “and I never did ketch cold but once. I was
out in the winter hunting moose. Hart had offered
me 2 good sum for some moose-meat to dry for a gen-

‘tleman on the North River, with the same name as -
_your young lady in there, Mr. Atherton, who has come -

so near being drowned this afternoon. Well, I killed

a beautiful moose calf in the woods north of Louis,
maybe fifteen mile. I dressed it on the spot, and set
out to carry in the creature’s meat on my back, pelt
and all. The meat was only the saddle, you know,

- but I reckon it wexghed altogether near two hundred

pound "

“ By George' said Courtney, * That was a [ift.”
“ Well, there was about a foot and a half of snow
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on the ground, and it was an everla,stmg ‘cold night.
‘But I sweab so with that load of moose-meat and
- the skm, that I could n’t have been wetter in a July
rain; and e#ery two or three miles, I got 50 hot and
go tired that I was obliged to lay right down in the =
~ snow and cool offt. Well, T guess I did ketch a cold,
that time-—a regula,i" pleurisy that laid me flat for

one while.”

“1 believe it,” said Alban, laughing.

“I heard that you killed a mighty big buck the
other day at Louis, Morrell?” said Duncan in an
inquiring tone.

The trappers did not scem to mind the rain at all,
now they were out in it.

- “How did yow hear of that? It was a big buck,
sure enough. This gentleman’s cousin killed it.”

“T saw Enoch Duncan at the Sumac Swamp, and
he told me about it. I wonder if it was bigger than
the one I killed the other day with the Patroon. ' That
was the biggest buck almost, I ever saw.”

“How much did the meat weigh?” demanded
Morrell.

s Why, I don’t rightly know, but I should judge
there could n’t have been Iess than two hundred pounds
of it,” replied Duncan.

“The meat of the buck we kllled at Louis, would
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~ have goﬁg over three hundred pound,” said Morrel],

who was not to be out-bragged.
“You don't say! Well, that must have been a
bigger deer than mine. Enoch said the horns of

‘your'n were very large. The horns of the Patroon’s

buck was the biggest I ever see, and I kill my fifty
deer pretty reg’lar every winter.”

“ Well, how big were your horns?” said Morréll,"
cautiously, * Were they as big as them largest horns
that Hart has got in his bar-room ?”

“Yes,” replied Duncan, “I should say they were -

_Blgger than those.”

“The horns of the buck we killed at Louis,” said

Morrell, “were as big as any two pair of Hart’s, Why,

there was fifteen prongs! They were more like moose-
lorns than deer-horns.™ “

“ Like elk-horns, you mean,” said Alban, laughing,

This knocked up Duncan; he gave in that he had
never scen such a deer. |

“He swum very near as fast as I "could TOW &
boat,” said Courtney; “and after there was seven .
gun-barrels into him, it seemed to make no difference.
He showed fight till Mr, Henry Atherton put six
buckshot in the back of his head.”

“Mr, De Groot killed Ais big buck with the first
ghot of his rifle,” said Duncan,
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“Why, that must be your young lady’s father,
Mr. Atherton,” said Morrell.

“Qf course,” said Alban quieﬂy.

“Ts one of the ladies inside the Patréon’s daugh-
ter?” asked Duncan, “If I had known that, you
should n't have asked twice for the shanty, sir. They
shall have it to themselves all night, and welcome.”

Tt was marvellous the difference this information
made. The churlishness of Duncan vanished in a
moment. When the shanty door was opened by Mar-
garet, all but himself went in, and he soon appeared
with some fresh trout and venison steaks. On one
gide of the cheerfully illumined and warm interior,
Alban saw, as he entered, a bright vision.

The bear-skin couch had been laid with their own
covérlets, which an oil-skin had protected from the wet,
and here were seated Mary De Groot and Jane, both
in white. Their robes were, fashioned alike, -néatly
fitting, but zoneless; and mingling sister-like together,
spread over the couch. So much grace and purity
bad certainly never before wsﬂed the smoky old hut,
The scene that followed was rather pretty. Atherton
dropped on one knee to take Miss De Groot’s hand,
which he kissed. She was pale enough, and leaned
on Jane, who supported her with an arm. The relation
which existed between these maidens and their young
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protec;tor could scarcely have occurred in any country
but one where females, as such, were guarded by a
general feeling of dhivalrous respect. The manly quali-
ties which Atherton had recently displayed in the
defence and assistance of his fair companions, took
away all appearance of impertinence from his unusual
salutation. He inquired with the deepest respect how
Miss De Groot found herself, and with tenderness if
Jane felt no ill effects from her wetting.

“I hope you like our dresses,” Jane sald when -
these inquiries had been duly answered.

“I marvel that you ever wear any thing else.”

“J ane“:];as kindly supplied the deficiencies of my
wardrobe; the best part of my resources for a change
being at the bottom of the lake now, along with Mr,

Morrell's rifle,” said Miss De Groot, with a somewhat
" bashful look.

“It is very sisterly, and very right.”

The two girls exchanged glances, and Mary pur-
sued, laying her hand timidly on his wet slecve,

“The least you can do, sir, is to dress for dinner,

| after our example, in the best your wardrobe affords;
but at least in dry clothes.”

“Yes,” said Jane, “we are anxious about you,
Alban ; and see, Mrs, Duncan has rigged up a dressing-
room for you by hanging our wet dresses across the
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| shanty on a clothes-line, —who could ever have ex-

pected to find a clothes-line here? So go, like a good
boy, and make your toilet.” |
«Jt is a privilege on which I have not counted,

but shall be glad to avail myself of it.”

“We get along very well with so young a man,”
whispered Jane, when he was gone.

“Better than if he were older—to my notion,”
ahswered Mary, with a smile. ‘
 “True; he seems more like one of ourselves. And
then Alban is so brother-like.” b '

“Have you a brother?” asked Mary. “Nor L

. Neither of us, then, knows what a brother is like.

Not like your cousin Alban, I fancy.”

“ He is never rade or familiar,” said Jane.

“ Quite the reverse. Ie is 'as courteous a knight
as lady’s heart could wish.”

% Hqual to a Southerner,” observed Jane.

“ And so much authority, when it is needed. You
must obey him, after all. I find that very disembar-
rassing— don’t you? It is really a rare union — that
New England sternness and thoughtfulness of your
cousin’s, and the chivalrous feeling, like the most
geﬁeroﬁ’s Southron, as you say, which he has for us
poor women. I attribute it, do you know, to the in-

" fluence of his faith?”

|
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- “Is it of so recent date?” inquii'ed Jane, with a

slight sarcasm.,

- “The groundwork — the seed — wag in his natural
disposition, I grant you; and his high-toned female
relatives have nurtured it by their influence; but it
is the Catholic religion that has made it shoot out so

- suddenly into such a perfect flower of knighthood ! "

said Mary with a smile.

“Well,” said Jane, “the principal reason why I
have so much confidence in Alban is, that I think he
is so pure-minded.” |

“Nay,” replied Mary, with a reddening cheek, as

if she felt all at once that the conversation was getting
silly, “we confide in him too much if we need that
excuse. We should not waive one maidenly punctilio
in his favour, were he an angel in human shape;—
but hush! our host approaches.”

Duncan drew near, with his gray marten cap in

“hand, to pay his respects to the daughter of the

“Patroon,” as he called Mr. De Groot. He had been
her father's guide at Racket Lake. It was hardly a
fortnight since Mr. De Groot had spent the night in
his cabin on the very skins upon which his daughter
was sitting. Mary started forward with interest at

- mention of her father, but drew back disappointed -
" when she found that Mr. Dunean’s news of him was
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less recent than her own. A question or two elicited

the fact that the trapper had been dismissed by her -

father upon his being taken ill, his services as guide,
as he said, being no longer required. As her father
was not a man to economise in such a case, Miss De
Groot mferred that, except as a mere guide, he could
not have much valued the services of Mr. Duncan.
Nevertheless she said what was proper, and in a very
fascinating manner; thouth ane’s blue eye was loftily
bent on the earth, if such an expression be allowable,
Alban now réappeared in a dry shooting- jacket and
pants, of snow- -white corduroy, Duncan Wlthdrew,
and the young ladies looked up with a welcoming
smile that made the smoky old hut beautiful.

The odour of the broil now Sflled the cabin.
They would have wanted plates at the very moment
when supper was served, if Pierre, with a condescend-
ing forethought in regard to such wants, which he
séldom displayed, had not brought in a lot of pine

chips —the cheap crockery of that region — which he

had just cut, in all the rain, from the nearest tree,
The fatigues and perils, the suffering and exposure, of
the day were forgotten'in satisfying the keen appetites

which these circumstances had rather whetted. They

needed no light but that of the fire. It showed the
countenances of all flushed with the stimulating repast,

¢
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and with the reaction consequent on what they had
undergone.

The offer of the trapper to place his cabin at the
disposal of the ladies, and seek a shelter for himself
and the guides in the forest, was scarcely discussed,
although Duncan repeated it with apparent serious-
ness, On the other hand, the maidens pretended that

their place of repose must be at the further end of

the hut, in order that it might be screened from view
by the extempore curtain which their hostess had
formed; but it was urged, with reason, that this ar-
rangement would both deprive them of the benefit
of the fire, and also expose them to the smoke and
draughts.

“Remain where you are—you cannot be better |
placed,” said Alban. “ With some cloaks rolled up
for pillows, and that fine blue blanket, which Pierre :
has kept so dry in its bark wrapper, to cover your
feet, your couch will be alike comfortable and deco-
rous.”

- Duncan accordingly laid a couple thore skms beside
them, for Margaret, and took what remained for the
guides and himself, but not forgetting to assign the
best to the youthful master. The wearied hunters
lay down in front of the fire without ceremony,
leaving a place next the wall for our hero, who
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presently took 1t after wishing his fair companions
good night. ,

The wife of the trapper had regarded these arrange-
ments in silence. When all had become quiet, as
Alban turned his back to the wall, he perceived Mrs.
Duncan standing on the opposite side of the shanty.
The moment that she caught his glance, she dropped
quietly upon the bare earthy floor, as if she meant to
lie there. His gallantry was shocked, and his heart
pained, at the idea of their hostess being thus neglected,
He urged her by signs to take her place beside Mar-
garet Dolman; and when she refused, would have
risen to give her the bear-skin provided for himself
whether she would or not, but she waved her dark,
~well-developed arm with a gesture of almost pathetic
deprecatlon——a gesture so graceful that it would have
become a princess, accompanied with a sweet, though

wild expression of the sun-burnt features, so earnestlyf.
nnplormg, that with great reluctance he desisted; and
the wife of the trapper, drawing her bare feet under

her blue petticoat, and making a pillow of her swarthy
arm, composed herself to sleep,
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CHAPTER X‘I_.

And thus in words distinet it said :--—
‘ # 8o, Cyra, must it be;
.The duties of a wedded life
Hath Heaven ordained for thee” -
Afl for Love.

Tag hut of Duncan differed in many respects from the
open,lslight tent of bark, under which our fair friends
had reposed the night before, or that which the sports-

" men at Louis had enjoyed. So did the old skins which
formed their hard couch to-night from the soft and

ffagrant beds of hemlock and balsam which the
hunters had heaped in the shanties. The latter were
the poetry of this wild life, but the cabin of the
squatter presented some of its prosaic aspects.

The smoke came in unpleasantly at the gable
end, circulated slowly along the dingy roof, and was '
carried downward by the draught; the high stene
chimﬁey back, and the vast fire heaped agaipSt it,
struck into the interior a heat that was no less dis-
agreeable than the smoke; cold currents rushed along
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the floor o feed this immense combustion with the

necessai'y air. Moreover, the bear-skins were not
~only- Bard, but, as Atherton soon  found, afforded
lodging to other guests—the constant pest of old
. shanties. | |

Against such annoyances, custom and fatigue

‘made the trappers proof. The four men, stretched .

in a line across the hut at Atherton’s side, slept as
Soundly—ﬂwhile a faint steam rose from their clothes,
now nearly dried —as if they had reposed on hair
mattresses, or swung in cleanly hammocks. But
Alban tossed on his hard couch, and vainly invoked

the restorer of nature. His brain began to work,

as lately it had not been wont in the hours of

repose, and many thoughts in regard to their jour-

ney, and its probable issue, the incidents of the past
th days, and the behaviour, the words, and the
looks of his companions, came rushing upon him in
a crowd, ' ‘ ' '

He soon perceived, too, by a gentle rustling from

time to time,” that his fairer neighbours, perhaps
~ from the same general ‘cauge as himself, were equally
unable to attain a state of forgetfulness. A space of
little more than six inches separated the head of his
bearskin from the foot of their slightly elevated
couch, so that he could not but be aware of every
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movement they made, and after a good deal more
than an hour had elapsed since the hut first became -
quiet, he heard them whispering to one another,
He bore this for some time without taking any
notice, withheld by his habitual respect; but at last
hearing a suppressed laugh, accompanied by a more

~ bounding movement, he could resist the temptation.

,no longer, and, rising upon his elbow, said in a low
voice, | ‘ |
| “You cannot sleep, young ladies?” -
“Not a single wink!” said Jane, immediately

- sitting up.

“Is your couch too hard, or do you feel the heat
too much, or is it the smoke that annojs you?”

“ All of them together,” answered Jane.

Miss De Groot whispered something to her, to
which Jane responded in the same low voice in
which she had answered her cousin, “Nonsense! I
advise you to follow my example. I breathe much
more freely sitting up. Since we cannot sleep, we
might as well enjoy each other’s society, T think.”

“Well,” said Mary, lightly rising to the same
posture as her friend, but with -a vivid blush, “if you
think so, I will consider that this is a sofa again.”
And she threw off Pierre’s blue blanket, so that it
just covered their feet. “But if we talk,” added she,
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we shall wake our hosts and the guides, Wlnch it ap-
pears to me, would be selfish.”

“You need not be in the least afraid of that,”
said Alban, rising sofily, and coming to sit upon the
foot of the couch. ¢ Those fellows would sleep throug‘h
a parliamentary debate, much more throﬁgh our whis-
pered conversation. Do you not perceive that not one
of them stirs?”

“ Mrs. Duncan, however, is waking,” said Jane.

«T declare, is she not — lying on the bare ground?”
said Mary De Groot, with an expreséion of horror.

Alban rose and approached the wife of the trapper.

“Go and take my place, next to your husband,”
said he, in a low but imperious tone. “I insist upon
it,” taking her hand..

After a moment’s hesitation — a bright blush
dyeing her swarthy cheek, but Wlth tears in her eyes,
— Mrs. Duncan obeyed.

“What will you do now?” asked Jane.

“We will take one of the skins off from this
concern,” said Mary, playfully patting the couch “and
give it to him,”

* 4Prye!” said Jane.

“Not yet,” replied Atherton. * Let us converse
awhile. Perhaps we shall become sleepy at last.”

#1 wish you would tell us a story, Alban. Do

THE FOREST. 169

you know, Mary, that he can repeat whole novels from
beginning to end. Come, tell us one, Alban.”

“I don’t know any that you have not heard ; bust
Miss De Groot is a famous story-teller.”

“1, Mr. Atherton!” He did not remember her
ever ealling him so before, | |

,“ Yes, school-adventures of your own, and so on
—1I used to think you narrated very vividly.”

“Qh, that was when the fit was on, and I was in

the éonﬁd'ential humour,” said Mary, blushing, “I

could not tell a story of set purpose.”
“When will you be in the confidential huﬁlour,”

he answered, laughing, *“if not at midnight in this

. smoky hut, nobody listening but ourselves, those heavy

sleepers at our feet, and each of you girls able to see

by the other, the same as by a looking-glass, how well

she herself looks in those bewitching little caps !

Come, you must really tell us some story #f your
girlish days, or of the convenf, or of the Virginia
Springs, where you have been this summer —1I am
sure you. have material enough.”

“1 should like of all things a convent story,” said
Jane. “Some beautiful young creature attempted to
be made a nun of against her will, and escaping with
her lover, for instance — come, Mary!”

Miss De. Groot bent down and rested her forehead
8
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a moment upon her hand, with the elbow supported
on her knee,
4T could tellvy"ou a convent story,” said she, looking
up, with a delightful glance at both her companions,
“but not so romantic as Jane would ' wish,— Pray,
_make yourselves comfortable.”
“We are,” said Jane.
“T am,” said Alban, |
%71 might tell you how I came to be acquainted
with the particulars, but you can imagine that, as I
go on. So I will begin just as if it were a story
made up, and a good deal of it will be word for word
from memory as I heard it.”
“ Charming1” cried Jane. “That is just what I
like.” ‘
So in a voice of low sweetness not so ringing and
clear as Jane's, not (of course) so deep and murmuring
as Alban’s, but which fell upon the ear of thé's listeners

like a charm, and with a lulling cadence upon that of -

the sleepers, deepening their repose, Mary began

T Story.

“ About thirty or forty years ago (Mr. Alban
knows the exact year, I dare say) there was a rebel-
lion in Ireland, as every school-girl knows, when
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Robert Emmet, whose beautiful last speech is in our |
reading-books, lost his life with many others, Many
‘more, equally guilty of the crime for which he suf
fered, had the good fortune to escape, and among
these was a young man, the friend of Lord Edward
Fitzgerald, and named De Montmoreney — which, every
body knows, is the name of a fa,mlly in the south of

~ Ireland.”

“They must have been French originally,” ob-
served Jane, who was well read in history,

‘ Normans,” replied her friend, “who came over -
and conquered England first, and afterwards got a
settlement in certain parts of Ireland, (for they never
conquered it,)) and, after a few years, became more

| Irish than the Irish themselves, as Mr Alban, no

doubt remembers to have heard. One of these Mont-‘
morencies, who were great chiefs in their day, Jane,
was stripped of his estate by Cromwell, for the double
crime of malignancy (that is, loyalty to’ his king) and
Popery, (that is, fidelity to his religion,) and afterwards,
in the grateful reign of Charles IL, was thrown into
prison and Lept there till he nearly rotted, - (so my
story says,) for harbouring a priest as loyal as himself,
The rebel } Montmorency of '98 (was it not?) was the
lineal representative of the royalist of 1650, (that’s'a
date I remember in my chronology,) and having been
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“educated in France, in defiance of the laws of his
country, he either had, or thought he had, good reason
to hate the English yoke. How shamefully, Mr." Alban,
England has treated Ireland!” H

“To rob a Christian nation of its means of self-

culture is one of the greatest public crimes that can

possibly be committed — you are rig]it.”

“That is just what De Montmorency said, and
insisted that ‘such rulers were not a government, but
“an eternal, hereditary ‘banditti, with the knife always
at their poor victim's throat; and their hand always
seizing his purse’—That is from memory. Well,
some of the patriots fled to America, but De Mont-
morency escaped to France, which was already half a

country to him, As he had acquired in his rebel

career a taste for military affairs, he entered the
French army, in company with other exiles. From
their national bravery, all who were not killed got
on. De Montmorency became a noted cavalry officer
in the wars of Napoleon. DBearing, as it chanced, one
of the noblest names of France, he was all the more
acceptable on that account to the Emperor, who, in
the distribution of rewards after some great battle,

gave him a German title, and he became Count Mont-

morency de Reichsthal.

“ Besides that, he had connexions in France. Be-

THE FOREST. 178

fore the affair of '98" turned out so badly, while yet
in his native country, he had married an emigrés, the
widow of a high French nobleman who was guillotined
in the Reign of Terror. He educated her children as
éarefqlly as his own, and obtained a restoration of
their estates, although he never.became very rich
himself, as he was too honourable to use his oppor-
tunities of plunder, when given the command of some
conquered district or wealthy town. DBut by and
by Napoleon fell, and down “went the fortunes of De
Montmorency. He joinea the Emperor on his return
from Elba, and that lost him every thing, His name
was erased from the list of French genera;.ls; he was
obliged to fly from France; he had already lost all
the revenues of his German county ; he was a poor
exile again, as when he first escaped from an English-
Jail. : -
“In the most ancient convent of the Visitation
in France was educated Marie de Montmorency de
Reichsthal, the only daughter of this Irish soldier.
She was beautiful, Jane, highly gifted, and very pious
from her earliest yéars. From the very first she mani-
fested a desire to consecrate herself to God among the
daughters of St. Jane Frances of Chantal; and the
noble. band of Sisters to whose care she had been

- committed by a dying  mother, already looked upon
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her as one of their future associates. As she gi'eW

up, her vocation became more and more evident.

It was commonly believed in the convent that Marie
de Reichsfhal had never committed a mortal sin, and
some said never a deliberate venial one; and, in short,
- 80 good was she, and so single-minded in her choice
of religion, that when it was known her father intended
to ‘marry’ her, as they say in France, and that for that
purpose the day was fixed when she would be with-
drawn from them, the whole convent was plunged in
grief, and even the cautious Mother Superior, and the
~young lady’s director, more cautious still, declared
that to force her into the world would be to frustrate
a plain vocation. and oppose the manifest will of God.

“This was about the time of the Emperor’s down-
fall, and Mademoiselle de Reichsthal remained in the
convent after the period designated by her . father, on
account of the troubles, which the good Superior and
the Ladies of the Visitation regarded as a pure Provi-
dence in her favour. Still more when her father was
banished, and her fortune lost, they congratulated
themselves that they should at least acquire a saint,
and her that worldly adverswy would probably apen
to her the path of heavenly peace. '

“The relatives of Mademoiselle de Reichsthal, on
the mother’s side, were in high favour with the new
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| government of France, but for that very reason they

did not care to embarrass themselves with the care of
gettling a young lady whose name was disagreeable
to the restored family, as that of a devoted partisan
of the Usurper,- as he was called ; and her aunt, more
particularly, the Duchess de Rosiéres, upon whonﬁ, in
her father's absence, the right devolved of being con-
sulted in regard to her destiny, was quite of opinion
that a portionless young. person, of partly foreign ex-

traction, and whose father was in hopeless disgrace,

~could not be provided for so convenablement, in any

other Way, as by taking the veil in a distinguished

convent.

“This being settled, it was determined to write to
her father, and if his consent could. be obtained, that
Mademoiselle should immediately begin her probation

as a postulant. After some months had elapsed, during

‘which de Reichsthal was not heard from, except a
 single letter in which he expressed the fear that no

other resource, but the cloister would ever be open to
his daughter, it was thought that she might be allowed
to commence the term of trial,

- Tt wag only a few weeks after this that a stranger
presented himself at the convent, ‘and’' demanded to

see Mademoiselle de Montmoreney. Of course this '

was refused, when he showed a letter of introduction
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to her father from an Irish exile in America, and stated
that his sole wish was to obtain General de Montmo-

rency’s address. This was readily furnished by the

Mother Superior, It was somewhere in Spain, but
nobody knew precisely that he was to be found there,
. a8 his recent movements had been not a little un-
certain,

“ And now comes the most romantic part of my
story. Th,e' stranger, who was an American and a
man of large fortune, (I will call him Eugenio, because
he was =o well born,) persisted in the wish to see Made-
moiselle de MOntmoi‘enqy, as he called her. I rather
think that he was chiefly influenced by a sort of habit
of never taking a denial or suffering a d1sappomtment
in any thing he had undertaken. He was going to
- Spain, he said; he should certamly endeavour to find
‘Genleral de Montmorency; and no doubt it would be
gratifying to the latter to receive a message'_from his
daughter by the lips of one who had actually seen
her. In short, the Superior reforred him to Ma-
dame de Rosiéres. He went away, and she thought
she had got rid of him. But the very next day who

should appear but the stranger, accompanied by the
Duchess herself 7 - :
“#Mademoiselle appeared behmd the grille, meekly

listened to the stranger’s observations, and requested
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him, in the choicest terms of dictated politeness and
filial interest, o present her duty to her father, if he
should be so fortunate as to meet him, to which the
Tady Superior added a letter, written by Mademoiselle
herself, to be delivered to the General; and so the
stranger took leave.”.

" “That is very interesting,” Jane said.

“Very,” said Alban.

“ Eugenio went to Spain, where he smmﬂarly and
qulte prov1dentla,lly encountered de Reichsthal. The
latter, imbittered by a sense of wrong, had suffered
himself to be drawn into one of those schemes which
preceded the Spanish revolution of 1820, that we
have read about in our histories, The affair had been
betrayed, and de Reichsthal was skulking in the
house of a South American merchant, to avoid the
agents of the government. The- traveller had a
credit on this merchant, and happening, after draw-
ing some money, to remember the Irish exile to
whom he had letters, inquiréd if the merchant knew
aught of Count Montmorency de Reichsthal. The
banker, who was a Jew, and had relations in New
York, at first denied all knowledge of such a person,
but on Bugenio's carelessly mentioning some other
particulars, the letter from his daughter especially,

became more communicative, and finally took him
. 8% :

-
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to his house, and to the very chamber where De

Montmorency  was concealed. In short, Eugenio,
young, wealthy, generous, and a lover of freedom,
offered the latter his purse gna personal assist-
ance to get out of this last scrape in which his
‘adventurous, confiding spirit, and national want of
~ caution, had involved him. . De Reichsthal baving
been disguised as a servant, by dint of a large bribe
to the police on one oceasion, they got out of Spain,
and travelling together from .thdat time as friends,
reached Paris in safety. | :
“General de Montmorency was resolved to go

to Paris, I must observe, because he wished to con-

vert some property he had there into money, in
order to repay the sums advanced by Eugenio. The
latter was too delicate to refuse, which laid the high-
minded soldier under a new obligation, as he under-

stood it. . Death most probably would have been

- his fate, had he fallen into the hands of the Spanish
government, or imprisonment for life in some horrible
“fortress, So he was naturally very grateful. . The
first thing that he thought of was that his daughter
must see and thank the deliverer of her father.”
“Of course,” said Jane. -
“It is easy to see what is coming ‘now,” observed
Alban, with a smile. | |
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. Gradually, and unconsciously, they had all nestled

together on the wide couch, like two sisters and a
brother, only Alban was a trifle nearer to Mary than
to his cousin. Jane listened and looked; Mary’s eyes,
as of old, sought the roof the floor, the vacant

wallg; but her face was._all a soft glow.

“When a young ladyhas become a postulant in
a religious order, it is not easy to withdraw her from .
it, and by the time that de Reichsthal and Eugenio -
arrived in Paris together, Mademoiseﬂe de Mont-
morency ought regularly to have taken the white -
veil. ‘I fear, said de Reichsthal, ‘that there may
be a difficulty: for those who have once ‘embraced

‘the sacred voeation are supposed to be dead to

human ties. But at least T can recommend you to
her prayers” Eugenio would have disliked the idea
of being thanked for any thing he had done as a
mere friend and man of the world, had he not been
a little desirous to see once more the beautiful
novice, who, in a plain black dress, with a white
muslin veil over her smooth black hair, had stood
before him beside the Mére Supérieure, bebind the

grille of her convent, and said those few words with-

out even raising her meek, beautiful eyes from the
ground. - He just was curious for a repetition of the
scene, I suppose, and wondered whether the nun, as
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she was now, would venture to do What the postulant
had not, and lift her eyes for a single moment to his
face, in thanking him for sa.vmg her father from
death or a prison.

“It was necessary to be extremely cautious, for
although De Montmorency was furnished with & pass-

- port very skilfully obtained, he was known too well

to hope that he could escape detection if he appeared
openly in Paris. No one could be admitted within
the convent after sunset, and it was dangerous to go
by day. So.Xugenio first carried a note from his
friend—to the Superior. =~ He was by no means
well received, and it was not till he was about to
leave, without any satisfaction, that the Superior told
him, with the coldness of French high-breeding, that
if he or any one else desired any information in regard
to Mademoiselle de Reichsthal, they must apply to her
aunt, Madame Ia duchesse de Rosiéres. |

“In short,” pursued Mary, “General de’ Montmo-

~rency himself then proceeded to call upon his sister- -

inlaw in the evening, and learned that immediately
after the visit which she had paid to her niece with
Eugenio, she had thought proper to take her away
from the convent, with a view to introduce her into
the society of the capital. Both Mademoiselle herself,

and the Superlor had indeed strongly objected to her
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being removed before she had completed her period
of probation, but Madame de Rosiéres, being very -
influential; had easily obtained an order from the
Archbishop that her niece should be surrendered to
her without delay. Madame de Rosiéres wanted, you
understand, to make a grand marriage for her nieee
in the new court, and she was sanguine of success,
because she was so much more bezutiful than almost
any young Frenchwoman of rank ever is, and with
all that, had received the purest and most: perfect
education of one. She was no more called Made-
moiselle de Reichsthal, but Mademoiselle de Montmo-

‘rency, and under that name she had been for six

months shining, like a bright, silént star, beside her
brilliantaunt, in the cireles of the old Faubourg. |
“So there was no more difficulty about Eugenio
bemg presented to her, or ber being presented to him,
Just as you please. It was rather romantic, and all
that, to see her now in a.n‘evening saloon of the old
Hotel de Rosiéres, in all the elegance of a youthful
toilette, Jane, and hear her pronounce from memory,
as before, but with so much grace, the little speech
pfepared for her, to thank him for the kindness he
had shown to her father. . Eugenio was captivated, as
you anticipate. The manners of France allowed no
gradual scquaintance and courtship like ours, so he
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‘made proposals at once to her father. Nothing could
have been more agreeable to De Montmorency, who

had already resolved to retire to the United States,

but her aunt de Rosiéres, and other friends on the
mother’s side, objected to it strongly, as they did not
- conceive that a simple American seigneur, as Eugenio
- was, was & suitable parti for Mademoiselle de Mont-
- morency ; and, besides, he was not a Catholic. _ This
was a great difficulty, on account of the religious
scruples of the young lady herself, and the vehement
opposition sure to be made by her director and the
Ladies of the Visitation, whose mﬂuence over her was
naturally very great.”

Jane here showed a very lively interest.

“Hugenio had a sort of fancy for the Catholic
Chureh, such as many philosophic persons have, and
his eagerness to marry Mademoiselle de Montmorency,
- . very much increased by the opposition he encountered,

- made him willing to make every promise that could
be required in regard to her faith. This smoothed
the affair very much, and as her father was certainly
going to America, the advantage of having Mademoi-
selle married into one of the richest and most distin-
guished families of that country, was apparent even
to her mother’s relatives, Madame de Rosléres, too,
failed in arranging another alliance to her satisfaction,
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from the embarragsing position of M. de Reichsthal,

and so at last the consent of the whole family was’
gained.” For every thing, you know, was arranged
between the lover and the friends. Mademoiselle -de
Montmorency, submissive to the will of her father,
and the judgment of her aunts, was content to practise

~ in the most important action of her life that obedience

which she had learned to consider as the first of
virtues. Not till the marriage treaty was settled, was
it even discussed in her presence, and then it was
only submitted to her once for her information and
gilent acquiescence., Her director advised her that it
appeared. to be the will of God she should remain in
the world, since by marrying she would provide an
immense appui for a father failing in years and nearly
destitute of resources; and her filial heart respoﬁded
at once that this was indeed her calling. She made
her retreat; the frousscaw and wedding presents were

“provided ; the dispensation was obtained ; the nuptials -

‘were celebrated in the most solemn -form, with the
benediction and every thing, by a special permission ;
and — Eugenio —bore away his bride.” ‘

« Dehghtful!” said Jane, |

“ Now,” sa,ld Mary De Groot, *I must cut short
the rest of my story, although it is just here that it
begins to be interesting to me. General de Montmo-

~
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rency, I must tell you, took the yellow fever. soon

after their arrival in America, and died; so that his

daughter was left quite alone with her husband in
- her new country., | |

“Alas! that I must say it was no happy one to
her — though perhaps you will hardly believe it, Jane.”

“I can well understand,” said Jane, “that she and
her husband were too little acquaintéd before marriage,
and so might not suit each éther.”

“ How can faith mate with unbelief?” re’iolied Mary
seriously : — “obedience with self-will —simple piety
with intellectual self-reliance — humility with pride
untamed ? Above all, purity nursed in the cloister,
how could it bear the idolatries of passion as-taught
by the poets and romancers of the world!—1I should
be sorry, for several reasons, if you tBought these were

my own thoughts or words: —they are those of a .

person who knew my—who knew all this history,

and told it to me. A young American of four and

' twenty, educated at Harvard, and finished off in Ger-

many, was,r my informant said, and T suppose it is

true, Mr. Alban, but a pohshed heathen after all; and
the young French-Irish woman, bred by the Sisters
of the Visitation, had the Christian type of woman-
hood as deeply stamped in her soul, 'as the Blessed
Mére de Chantal stamped the name of Jesus with the

" THE FOREST. 185

red-hot iron on her own breast. Yet different as their
ideal was, Eugenio did not love his wife more truly

‘than she loved him. He had the sense to see it too,

and it oniy irritated him the,K more, because she still
loved God better. He wished to be her God. He
never meant to interfore with her religion, yet he
ended by mterfermg with it notably, denying that he
did so. She gradually retreated into the least amount

of external devotion that she could without sin, but

even then, the perpetual offering of her soul to her

~ Maker, in silent prayer, or meek suffering, or sweet
- patience, displeased her husband, who saw that it was

done chiefly for the love of God, and but seeondarﬂy

- for the love of him.

“By and by,” continued Mary, after a moment’s
reflection, “there was a new cause of dissension be-
tween them, in their child, dating from the very

" moment of its birth. Fugenio (to do him justice)

knowing nothing of the Catholic doctrine when he

'married, understood the engagements into which he

had entered with respect to the education of his chil-
dren —if ‘God should bless him with any—in a
purely Protestant, or I should say, Mr. Alban, a philo-
sophic sense. That they were to be taught the Catholic
religion from their earliest years he expected, but not
that they were to be made members of the Church as
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soon as they were born, and, as he expressed it, irre-

trievably commltted to it before they were of age to

choose for themselves. But his wife’s idea was that .

they should be baptized forthwith, taught to lisp the

~ Ave and Confiteor, as. soon ag they could speak, taken

to confession at eightyears, be confirmed and make
their first communion, certa,mly, before they were
twelve. ‘

~ ““What, you expect to make complete Roman Cath-
olics of my children, madam, before ‘they are in their
teens!’ eried her husband.

“¢Certainly, yes, answered she, pale, but trying
to smile, ‘ before they are a week old. When a baby
is christened it is a complete Catholic, tout de suite.

You know that as well as I, my dear Eugene,
R ‘They sha'n’t be christened, then,’ exclaimed her
husband, with a terrible oath. -

“¢You do not mean that, I am sure, Eugene You

would never forfeit your word.

“ ¢ Forfeit my word!’ cried he, angrily. ‘When
\ did I ever promise any thing about christening and
confessing, confirming and communing? It is not in
the bond. .Take the pound of flesh, if you like, but
not one drop of blood. I am by no means sure,’ con-
tinued he, ‘that I had any right to promise away the
responsibilities of a father, but nothing that T have not

- effectual one, _
& A, well, T thmk that was very orue] ".said Jane,
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literally promised will I grant. I am the protector
of miy children against the superstition into which

you would initiate them, and I will surely be an’
mn

““and very unreasonable, too; for nothing could be so

bad for the children, as to be brought up neither one

thing nor the other.” A
“That is precisely what Eugemo did not think,”

replied Mary De Groot. “He wished them to grow

up, as he said, unbiassed towards any re11o~10n But

do not think oo ill of him, for I am certain he had
persuaded himself that he was doing his duty.

“ What novenas the unhappy lady kept for the
conversion of her husband and salvation of her child! .
It might be said, indeed, that she prayed fon both these
objects without any intetmission — by day and by night.
To obtain them, she made a daily oblation of her own
tastes, preferences, and will, to the will of God, as
expressed to her first by the Church and then by her

: husband.. Apart from her religion, it seemed that no
- wife could excel or equal her in the exactness and cor-

diality of her conjugal obedience, or in the tenderness
of her love. She schooled herself to love her husband
'in his most unamiable moods, with as much simplicity
as in their hours of fondness. Although she was in:
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different to dress, and ‘averse to ornaments, she strove
to please. him by both. She endeavoured, not without
success, to find points of intellectual sympathy with
him, read with untiring diligence, and the utmost efforts
to master their meaning, the books which he recom-
mended or praised, and cultivated with assiduity the
graceful accomplishments he prized. She would take

her infant, and with an air of delight point out its

resemblance to its father, and make it crow with delight
while she tossed it at arm’s-length at his héndsome,
haughty face, and dark, rich locks, with which she
taught the baby to play, though seldom and timidly
(whether she stood in awe of him or not) she did so
“herself. Ah, she was—she must have been—an
admirable wife ! De——Eugenib—-Was of course kind
at such times, nay, habitually. He was enamoured,
I suppose, of his wife, and while the baby was a baby

they got on pretty Weli_suns_hine, for the m@st part,

without, even if there was storm within; smiles when
together;'tears in secret, But when the infant began
to form words, which it.did marvellously early, a cloud
came over the proud sire. The first word it lisped was
the name of its Redeemer, and before it could say
another, its mother had begun to hold it night and
morning on its knees upon the desk of her priedicu
before a lafge silver crucifix that adorned it, to fold

L
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its tiny hands in both hers, make it utter as it might
the sacred name, and press its soft lips to the feet of
the holy image. Before the child had seen its second

birth-day, it could ‘bless’ itself, and say the Lord’s
- Prayer; the Hail Mary soon followed. Then came

an outburst of paternal wrath. This was not simple

- instruction, as Eugenio understood it. It was the for-

mation of habits. The mother's intellect had been )
rendered acute by her peculiar and painful position,
and by the demands of her husband. ‘
“tYou ask incompatible things, Eugene,’ she said.
¢The Catholic religion cannot be taught as you would
have it. Lssentiellement, it commences with forming
‘acts and turning them into habits, before the under-
standing is or can be fully' enlightened. It considers.
“that to instruct the uhdersté,ndingV without trainling
the will, would be to infuse a poison. What! shall T
teach ma fille more late’ —she always spoke imperfect

" English when moved, which irritated her husband,

and excited his contempt — ‘shall I teach my daughter
at a later period that the saints are to be invoked, to

_ be asked why it never invoked them before ? Shall

I one day instruct it in the need of baptism, to have
it ask why it has never been washed in' the font?

Must I then say, Because thy father believes not so?

Will it then find its faith cruelly taken away, and its
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whole moral edifice thrown down -from the founda-
tions?  Shall it imbibe, not faith and obedience,

but doubt and self-:choice, as the dreadful heritage of .
these miserable disputes? Better, she passionately

concluded, ‘take it, feed it with your own doctrine,

if you deem any certain, than poison thus the milk -

- of its mother’s!’

Tt was at this time that Euagenio, to use his own

expression, sounded to the bottom of the baptismal. .
font, and drew up the full meaning that lurked in

those hallowed waters. Original sin was the slimy
bed over which that pellucid flood was ever flowing.
This made ‘him angry. What! all the offspring of
mankind —of his own race—born in malice and
iniquity, the children of malediction and of the nature
of injustice! So he drew straight back into — what
shall T say?—" o

# Pantheism,” said Alban.

“I suppose so,” said Mary, glancing at Ath_erton.
“There is a fanaticism of unbelief,” continued she,

“as well as of faith, ?qd far more cruel.”
“Most true,” rejoined Alban. “As I have said
before now, there were really never but two distinct

kinds of religion in the world — the religion of Cain
and the religion of Abel —that which denies, and
that which -holds, man to be fallen, nature guilty,
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and an expiation necessary.  Your Eugenio was a
Cainite and a Buddhist. But go on.” :

“It is as you say, Mr. Alban. . Eugenio was
only logical. Weak and timid minds are content
to hold an opinion, and not hold its consequences.
Strong and courageous minds push things to their con-
clusions. Let me avoid any more details —

#QOh, no, they are the most interesting pa,rt "

- said Jane.

“ Well,” said Mary, “Iwill come down to the
period when this unhappy mother died. It was soon
after the birth of a little boy, who did not survive
her. Even in these heart-touching circumstances, the
cruel Eugenio, as I must call him, refused his wife's
last request, that he would suffer their daughter,
then about three years old, to f‘be baptized by the .
priest who attended her, and committed to the Siste—rs
of the VlSltdth]l to be bfought up in her mothers _
faith. It was then, having exhausted herself in a
fruitless plea, that the dying mother” — Mary paused, |
and hid her face for a mdment———“ it was then that
my mother said,” —

“Your mother!” exclaimed Jane. ,

“¢Hugene; I have done all T could, It is God's
will that our child shall be lefs to you, to ‘bring up
as you think fitt But when she is old enough, as
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you say, to‘ohqose for bherself, I shall return and. claim

her choice for the Lord. She will leave your teaching
for | that of Father de Mornay’— pointing to the

French confessor at her side— ‘and if you persist

after  that, — your house, even in your dying hour,

- for ‘the austerities’ — they thought she mentioned

gome order; Father de Mornay said it was the Car-
melites, for she rallied again, and added, hoarsely,
¢I see her in that garb’—and she described nearly
that of some verj severe nuns; but her mind was
evidently wandering, and soon afier she sank into a

quiet slumber, from which she never awoke.”

“A singular' story, indeed; but you must not let

it influence your imagination unduly, Miss Mary.
By whom was it told to you?”
“Partly by a sister of Father de Mornay, wbo

also knew my mother. But she was a person of 8o |

vivid and impressible an imagination thafs’ I should
not quite credit all she told, were it not that some
circamstances T can confirm, natﬁral]y, from my own
personal knowledge. But it is getting very late, and
Jane, I see, does not like the end of my story so well
as the beginning. Had we not better try once more
to get a little sleep?”.

“(Certainly,” said Alban. “We are much obhged
to you, Miss Mary, for your story
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The girls whispered, then rose lightly from the
couch, and despdiled it of one of the coverlets, which
they doubled, and as if | by mutual consent, spread on
the ground in a convenient place. Atherton faintly
remonstrated, but it evidently gaffe them both so
much pleasure, that he could not persist in refusing
their kindness. The fire had gone so far down that
the heat was no lon'ger disagreeable; the smoke had
begun to ascend tranquilly, which showed that the

wind had changed; and .a purer air circulated in the

dingy but glowmg interior of the hut. The trappen.,
the Indian, Mrs.: Duncan, and Margaret, had slept

. profoundly on their hard bed, during all the low

bt . -
musical murmur of the young people’s conversation

and Mary’s narrative. The young ladies waited till

~ Atherton had 'composed himself on the cot they had

spread for him, and closed his eyes, and then they
too, with a half-conscious attention to grace in the
manner of doing it, resumed their s‘isterly divan.
In a very short time, the dewy Power had pressed

all the1r eyelids,
9
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CHAPTER XII.

Bo diversely discoursing of their loves,
The golden sunne his glistering head 'gan shew,
And sad remembrance now the prince amoves
With fresh desire his voyage to pursue,
Fudrie Queene.

It was an old Indian clearing where maize had rustled,
and gourds had ripened in the sun before the white
man’s day. In one direction, a quantity of red stubble,
dotted with little, red-brown stacks, 1ndlcated a patch
of buckwheat in another, blackened stumps and a

loamy soil showed the more recent invaéjon of fire
and axe.  The whole was girded by a forest abounding

in lofty pines, except on one -side, where a rapidly
descending, and in parts almost precipitous bank, led
to the shore of onme of the deepest bays of Racket
La,ke — broad and blue; piercing the forest for miles;
bordered by a silvery beach of fine white sand, and
~bounded, lakeward, by two high promontories, darkly
crowned with pines. On one of the loftiest of these
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a pair of eagles watched the lake. At the moment (of
earliest dawn) when Alban stepped upon the sand of
the beach, a flight of wild ducks was coming down
the bay, from the.shelter of a reedy inlet, ‘The water
of Racket, as its general colour indicated, was of a
crystal purity, and, notwithstanding the coldness of
its temperature, the hardy youth was preparing for a

~matin plunge. _ \

Pierre was already paddling slowly up the bay,

~ throwing his fly. The long slender rod of iron-wood,

light as cork and flexible as Whale-bone, flirred through-

the air; the viewless line swept ‘the surface; and

almost every throw obtained a “rise.” Then there

was bending of the slender rod, and rapid yet cautious
reeliflg.‘ In three minutes or less, a. beautiful fellow,
weighing from two to three pounds, would be “ gaffed ”
-—perhaps two at a time.

“ That Innrm has a wonderful fancy f'or that are
way of fishin’,” observed Morrell, who was engaged
in cleaning one of the boats. “ With a stiff pole, a

- reg'lar fishin’ line, and a bit of ven’son on a hook, I'd

have half a bushel of them trout while he’s ketchin’
a mess for breakfast.” -
“But- this is the more scientific sport, Morrell,”

- said Alban, pausmg in admiration to see the Indian’s

skill. * “The fishing is better here than at Piseco.”
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“ Piseco is gettin’ spiled.” ‘
4T wish I had brought my rod down from the
shanty,” continued Alban, whose enthusmsm was get-
ting excited.
“Shall T run and fetch it?7" asked. C‘ourtney,
readily. :
- “No, we shan’t have tlme, I m afraid.”
“Swim out to the Ingin and. take a fow throws
with his’n’ " said Morrell.
The temptatlon was strong, but the youth glanced
upward at the bank over their heads, and resisted it.
He contented himself W;th a quick dive and swim,

and, returning to the beach, resumed his clothes.

The bronzed and blue-kirtled Indian noiselessly and

gravely paddled by in his softly-curved and thin canoe,
skittering the dark rod and viewless line with the most
graceful action of his sinewy, blue-vested arm, A
large silver trout rises; away speeds the line; whirrs
like a pheasant the rapid reel; the slender rod bends,

" now this way, now that; now he reels in beautifully;

again the speckled monster darts a,way in the trans-

parent depths; again he is drawn slowly but surely
to the surface, and Pierre dexterously gaffs him.
While he was enjoying his triumph in silence, and
preparing for another throw, another kind of sport,
and more exciting, unexpectedly developed itself. One
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‘of the eagles, whose eyry was built upon the top of

the loftiest of the pines that crowned the neighbouring
promontory, had been poising and planing for several
minutes over the bay; sometimes revolving in a slow
circle, then sweeping on like lightning. All at once,
as the thunderbolt falls, he made a frightful, perpen-

dicular swoop that buried his whole form under the
' water, which his mighty wings lashed into an instan-

taneous foa:m; slowly he rose Wit]:i a huge salmon
trout in his talons — a monstrous and not passive prey.
Then ensued a terrible conflict. ' The weight and mus- -
cular force of the trout, struggling in the utmost vio-
lence of fear and agony, were so great that the powerful
eagle could not lift it. Sometimes the bird-king, with
enormous efforts, raised the fish into the air; then the
terrified salmon darted through his own element, drag-
ing his relentless foe under the vexed and splashing
surface; alternately they were _éxhausted and alter-
nately victorious; the monarch of the aepths and the
monarch of the clouds fought alternately in water and
in air, and neither could be. called victor. Every

_occupation was suspended to watch this deadly and

determined strife: the Indian left off throwing his fly;
the guides forgot their boats. At length the eagle,
exhausted and despairing of raising his prey, relin-

quished his hold, and sullenly soared to his eyry, while
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the blue surface of the lake closed over his triumphant
but not unscathed adversary, whose bleeding sides,

even at the distance of the spectators, had been plainly -

discernible.

Atherton resumed the operation of dressing, which

this exciting incident had for some moments suspended.
Nothing, in truth, remained to be done but to assuthe
the Waistcoat, cravat, and coat— those poetical ele-
ments of modern attire, worn by the most magnani-
mous heroes “'in life and fiction, and which our hero,
for his part,-*!”put on with as superb and tranquil a
dignity as ever knight displayed in adJustlng corslet
and mail.

“And what is our course to-day, Morrell?” he
demanded, recurring to the more important business
which devolved upon him.

“Pierre knows the way, I reckon. Neither Court-.

ney nor I was ever at his village.”

“Nor no other white man, I guess, unless it was
one of their own kind from the Canadas,” said Duncan,
who had just joined the grovp. “Not with their good

will, I mean; for the Patroon and I was there by a -

kind of partik'lar favour, you see, in 'eonseque'nce of
his bein’ took sick when we was campin’ out, and our
fallin’ in with one of their parties.”

“T have heard,” said Alban, of some of the Cath-
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olic Tndians being exceedingly jealous of visits from
our people. They want to keep out the rum, I sup-
pose.” - .
“That’s it,” said Dunca,n drlly “And the doc-
trine, t00.”

“But you have been at Pierre’s village, you say;
how far is it? and what is our course?” .

“You keep down the lake to Racket river,” replied
Duncan ; “then you carry the boats round the Falls —
say a mile, Then you paddle down to Crotchet Lake,

- which you cross, and between Crotchet and Long Lake

you have two more portages —"

“Why, this will take all day!”

“You will do it by noon, I guess, if you are Spry;
but that’s only the beginning. ILong Lake is thirty
miles long, you know; but you only go a piece of it,
before you turn up an inlet, and then you're in for a
steé.dy row agin a powerful stream, right-through the
thickest woods a'most ever I'sece. Well, I reckon it

will take you till near sundown.”

“ Ariother tedious— terribly tedious — day s wor
said Atherton, looking at the guides. “I had hoped,
we were nearcr the end of our journey.” ‘

“Take more hands and do it qumker, -said
‘Duncan. :

“ How would that help us?” returned Alban,
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“two paddles are enough in these cockle-shells,” —
glancing at the canoes, of which Duncan had two.
“True, Mr. Atherton, .but at the portages you
will lose less time by having plenty of people to
carry things. With four men and three canoes, yoﬁ
would walk round the Falls as slick as a whistle.

Or you can take them all, and my wife can go too:

‘she can paddle like a squaw, and carries first-rate.”
“I should like to hire or buy one of your canoes,”

said Alban, who had already taken Morrell's opinion

on that subject; “but I am afraid we should not gain
much by additional hands. The fewer people we
have in the boats, the llo-hter they will draw you
know, Mr. Duncan.”

“I don’t know as I'd be willin’ to hire out ome
of my boats, unless I went with it,” replied Duncan.

Duncan had evideritly made up his mind to join
the party. J .

“What think you, Morrell?” said the ‘yqung
master. \

“It is not for us to say, Mr. Atherton. Three
. men and two boats will do as well at the portages
as four men with three.” ,

‘“Yes; but we are crowded in two boats. ~And
at the Falls, as Mr. Duncan observes, I think it is
important. to have plenty of people to carry things;
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"

for T don’t wish to carry any thing myself, but my

gun,
“ And now and then a young lady,” said Morrell.
“I trust that will not be necessary to-day,” an-
swered Alban gravely; “but it is as well to be pre-
pared. What say you, Pierre?”
The Indian was dressing the trdut with a stroke-
of his knife to each. His impassive countenance

indicated no interest in the discussion, but Atherton

perfectly understood that he alone was likely to take

amiss any augmentation of the number of their party ;
and it appeared that in this instance he would
have the right to object; Duncan was very probably
a neighbour with whom his tribe did not care to -
have intercourse. In addition to the account given
by the trapper himself, Alban remembered that before
they -left Lake Pheasant, Pierre had signiﬁed pretty
plainly that another squaw (meaning Jane) would

only encumber them; and that one more guide was

" all they needed. " But the Indian’s sagacity and pride

would not suffer him, the former to doubt Atherton’s
own inclination, or the 1a£ter, to oppose one who was
sure, he had found, to have his own way: so he coin-
cided apparently with the young man’s opinion, by
Jsa,y.ing, that “more canoe ‘and ‘more guide would

make the way easier for the young and feeble:”
o*




202 : THE FOREST.

distant allusion to their fair fellow-voyagers, prompted
by Indian etiquette. Duncan seized the trout,' and
ran up‘ to the cabin to expedite breakfast.

The young and feeble, to whom Pierre so deli-
cately alluded, were all ready to resume their journey,
when Alban bade them good-morning. They break-
fasted in the open air, seated on logs, and Mrs.
Duncan gave them, as a great treat, potatoes baked
in the ashes to eat with their trout. Miss De Groot
. spoke with nervous enthusiasm of the wild scene at

Racket, and cabin life, but Jane, though seemingly

in high spirits, was mdlgnanﬂy occupied with the
severe labours which Duncan, it appeared, exacted
of his youthful wife, and unmereifully ridiculed her
friend’s raptures. The poetry of this life disappeared,
according to Jane, when you saw what a barbarian
it had made of the trapper.

“Do you believe, Alban, that he makes her fetch
a log like that from yonder woods on her shoulders,

while the lazy brute saunters about doino;‘ nothing ! |

Can you credit a woman carrymg such a thing, or a.

man letting her?”
“Ie treats her like a squaw—as he gives her
the name,” observed Alban, with a look of disgust.

“But every backwoodsman is not necessarily so
brutally selfish,” said Miss De Groot.

were the very prince of cavaliers

“word.
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“Ah! you should have heard the pretty con-
trast Mary and I drew this morning between our
host and you,” observed Jane. o

“Hush!” ssid Miss De Groot, blushing. “Do

not spoil him.”

“T am certainly in danger!” said Alban.

“If you had heard Miss De Groot say that you
I” pursued Jane,
“T mnever'said such a thing/” exclaimed Mary,

with a warm and angry native emphasis on the last -

“Indéed you did! How can you tell such a fib!?”
cried Jane, laulghing. -

“I merely said that Mr. Alban had improved very
much since I used to krnow him, not that he was
perfection yet,” responded Mary, — “ At least that
was what I meant.”

“You know best what you meant,” retorted Jane,
gaily. .“T can only report what you said.”

“I have only performed my duty,” said Atherton,

“ Half the beauty of a noble action is to be uncon-
scious of it,” said Mary. ‘ 'I

“ And so you think I am too conscious”— Alban

] stopped

Y4 Of your noble 3.01310[18 ?" Jane finished for him,
and laughed again.
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“You both seem inclined to be merry at my
expense this morning,” said Atherton, flushing up to
the temples, but not with ill-nature.

“Not I1"” exclaimed Miss De Groot, with warmth
again, She hesitated, and looked at Jane.

“Pray, speak outl” said J ane, with a perfectly
easy and deflant air. “Am 7 laughing at Alban?”

“I don’t know at whom you sre laughing,” said -

her friend, “but I am not laughing at any body —
and certainly not at you, Mr. Alban,” she added,

turning to him, 1no'enuously.—-—“ to whom I owe so
much.”

“Did not I'tell you so?” said Jane,. with the same

malicious air. * Mary wishes to think that your draw-

ing her into our boat last night was an act of heroism

that lays her under everlasting obligations.”

%It is the part of a generous mind to overrate
benefits,” said Alban, sententiously.

~ *And to overpay them,” added Jane,

“What an independent life you lead here, Mr,
Duncan,” said Mary, abruptly. “Mrs. Duncan has
been telling me that you raise your own corn and veg-
etables, (maize, buckwheat, and potatoes, Mr. Alban,)
while for meat and fish, when you need ﬁhem; you
have the forest and lake, crowded with delicacies.
You need only a little clothing —?» ‘
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“Tt is not quite a Paradise!” said Jane, aside.

“I.wea.r the skins of the game I kill, ma’am,”
said Duncan. " '

“Like Adam afier the Falll " crled Jane, in fthe
same tone. - |

“Mrs. Duncan’s wardrobe, though simple,” con-
tinned Mary, with a smile, *comes, I suppose, from:
~A1baﬁy or Saratoga.” ) '

« Mrs. Duncan does not attempt absolutely to rival
Evel” wh1spered Jane, bltterly, yet smiling to Alban.
“The poorest woman-slave must have apparel of some
sort.” | ‘

“ My dear J ane, what is tlffe matter with you this
morning ?” | |

«Why, you see, dear Alban,” she replied, with a
fond and at the same time gay 'ez:pression, that made
her seem irresistibly winning, “it is the first frank
laugh we have had since we left ‘poor George St.

‘ Clair at Mr. Hart’s. T would n’t choose to spend my

life on this wild clearing, I confess, but I am as willing
as Mary herself to live in a cabin with you!”— And
she laughed again. |

Miss De Groot grew red as fire at that, and so did
Alban. -But the breakfast was ended, and so ended
this singular’ conversation, in which feehngs had been
betrayed by both the young ladies, that were a perfect
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. enigma to our hero.  Their characters seemed almost
reversed, for Mary was timid, embarrassed, and quickly
disconcerted —; while Jane showed.a dashing indepen-
dence, and a witty, though tender, spirit. -

Atherton observed “that- the trapper took nothing
with him from his eabin, but his rifle and axe; but

'Mrs Duncan made up a neat packet, in a bark

Wrapper contalmn , apparently, her entire Wardrobe.

The little fleet swept out into the lake, —so black

and billowy the night before, now smooth ‘and blue,
They glided past an island of pines; where, on the top
of one of the v:ery highest, an osprey annually built
of boughs and grass her huge nest, and gave the isle
its name. Point after point, islet after islét, was passed,
each opening & fresh perspective of woods and waters.
In one of the bays, Courtney thought he saw a deer’s
head bobbing ori’the water, and the rifles were all
prompt for service, but it turned out to be only a loon.
As they approached, the great northern diver disap-
peared, to rise again far away in the lake. Duncan
coolly shot at it, the cruelty of which Atherton

somewhat sharply reproved, as the flesh of the loon
is useless. |

™

“Never fear,” said the trapper. “I’ve known
one of them fellows. dodge my rifle all day in a lake
not blgger than a mill-pond, bompa,red to Racket.”
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“A laZy kind of business,” said Courtney to Mar--

4 ' !
- garet, “ for a man to be shooting all day at a loon !’

“That's prett& much what Iray Duncan is like,”
observed Morrell to Miss Jane. | |

Except the number of portages, and the distance
they had consequently to tramp through a tangled
forest, there was little to distinguish this day. Mrs.
Dunecan, on these oceasions, invariably took her hus-
band’s canoe over her head, and carried it a mile or
two (as the case might be) of the roughest walking,
quite as a matter of course, but to J ane’s great dlsgust
Alban devoted himself more to Miss De Groot than
on the prev1ous days; assigning her accident of the

| preceding night as an excuse.

She acted differently from the other days, when
she had ever declined his arm, or yielded it to Jane.
She accepted his assistance now, with that kind of
dignity which is half coquetry. A new, still kindness
softened their mutual manner to-day ; it seemed that
the boy and girl revived in them; the genial instinet

" which their spiritual preoccupations, and the intel-

lectual solitude to which they both had been con-
demned for a year past, had somewhat repressed, had
sprung up afresh; their tones, their words, their steps
and gestures, reflected sympathetically the spirit of
the wild, fresh nature, whose mosses they crushed
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whose hoar and mighty trunks stretched above them,
or, prostrate beneath their feet, gave them an obligue
and slippery pathway down headlong ravines, or
through briery thickets, and whose ever-trickling
waters steeped the elastic soil, and dampened the air
of the sunniest glades.

It cannot be doubted that the incident of the

evening before had much to do with these delicate

changes. ~Alban had not precisely saved her life by
any single act of gallantry, but the general impression
remained that she owed him a great deal, and, what
was more, that, he counted as nothing any thing done
for her. -
The more girl-like character — the humble, natural
susceptibil‘ity which Mary thus showed, was not incon-
sistent with her yielding to a good deal of abstraction,
and even sadnéss, when she. was alone in Pierre's
canoe. Alban could not but notice it, and ;ascribed
it to thoughts of her father, whom she hoped to see
that evening. As the Indian and Miss De Groot were
in advance, and she sat in the stern, her back was
- towards our hero; but he addressed her sometimes on
purpose to make her turn; or else, in & bend of the

stream, he would get a glimpse of her profile, and it.

~was always shaded, he thought, with melancholy, She
had lost her bonnet the night before, and wore only
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~ her shawl over her head. - Then he would look back

to his cousin, who was with Morrell ; and considering
her face, which defied the sun and his autumn foliage
by the roses of a perenniall June, while she threw
quite aside her thick green veil, and answered his

- look with a grateful smile, he pondered the relations

between the human countenance and the character
of the soul which we cannot see. The distribution
of the party to-day, in the canoes, was less social
than heretofore, but it was a great qu'ect,‘ from the
frequent shallowness of the stream, to gain lightness
of draught. . R
They reached Long Lake by the middle of the
day, and took their noon-day repose on a beautiful

island, covered with a maple grove, the myriad leaves

of which, twinkling in the sunlight, were either of
the richest crimson of the .brightest gold. A broad,
sea-like expanse of waters rolled at their feet; col-
oured shores, hilly, and unshorn of their forests,
stretched in endless perspective beyond; while, still
more distant, in blue waves and bald peaks, rose and"

sank along the horizon the‘m_agniﬁcent outline of the
Adirondack. _ -
Here the men all slumbered away the time of

waiting, as well they might, for they had undergone
severe fatigue. The hardy Mrs. Duncan and our
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friend Margaret wandered off to seck some ripe nuts;

for the trees that bore them were mingled with the

maples. Atherton lay down at a distance from the
two young ladies, under a golden-leaved maple, and

either slept or pretended to sleep. DBut whether

awake or asleep, he was out of hearing. The young

~ladies were not slumberers; they were indeed dis-
posed to chat; and as young ladies, but especially

when they are rivals, sometimes will, they talked at
first of every subject but that which was uppermost
in their hearts. '
 The ‘beauty of the weather, the fine scenery
throuéh which they had passed, the difficultics of the
- forest path,'if path it could be called, the prospect of
a fine afternoon, and a safe arrival at the Indian

village, were dwelt upon in succession. These topics |

were touched by Jane in a light, cheerful way, but
Mary’s tone, and the expression of her céuntenance,
indicated that melancholy preoccupation of her thoughts
which we have already noticed. She was ready
enough to talk, but it seemed to be for the sake of
expelling what are vulgarly called “the” blues” A

certain restlessness, quite different from her wusual .

state, appeared to affect her.
“You are not quite yourself to-day,” said Jane,

at last, very kindly, when Mary had answered rather
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at random. *You are 'f;hinking how you may find
your father?”. - “

“That is a part of what makes me— nervous—1I
suppose I ought to call it.”

“Tt seems to you, perhaps, as if the end of the
journey would never come—on account of your
impatience to arrive at it.” ' ‘

“ Not eica',ct]y" so. I have enjoyed the journey,
and dread its termination, as most do the journey of
life. 'While we are en wvoyage, its hardships have so
many compensations that they become dear to us,
and we cannot believe the joy and repose of the
patrie.” | |

41 think we always feel sorry just at the last,
when a journey is over,” said Jane.

“In social journeys above all,” said Mary, “ because
1t snaps a bond, and we are not sure it will ever
reunite,” ;

Here the conversation paused, from having got to
border, at least, on ground which they were sensitive
of treading. Jane turned it to the effect of the sun

‘and air upon their complexions,

“How much Alban is tanned!” said she.

“ Burned, rather,” replied her friend. * Such com-
plexions as mine tan. Yours and his burn”

#Am I as much burnt as he is?”
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“Oh, dear no! Your cheek is just delicately

sun-smitten. It but gives yodr hair a brighter gold,
and your dark blue eye a coquettish sparkle, like a

country lass. T like it.”

“Poor Alban’s face is quite inflamed, excepb
~ where that downy brown beard of his protects it.”

“It is—but I like him better so.”

“Why? It is surely not a beauty.”

“It is manly. I remember, too,-when his hands
were as white as yours, but now they are almost as
dark as Mr. Morrell's.”

% And you like that better also?”

‘ “Why it is a great deal manlier —don’t you
think ?” |

“ Perlraps it isj though I was telling him yester-
day that he ought to wear his gloves, and he said
they were worn out. I offered to mend them, forget-
ting that I had neither necedles nor thread.”,

“Margaret has both at your service,” said Mary.
“You had better mend your cousin’s gloves, but I
Woulf o't advise him to wear them for the present.”

“T shall tell him how you like his hands better
all tanned as they are.”

“ Oh, pray don’t] Tt is nothing to me what colour

his hands are of, ” said Mary, hastily.
Alban’s cousin smiled at this saymg of her frlend s,

3
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‘When a thought is in the heart it will be drawn out
in some way or another, unless one is extremely
gua;rded The dissimulation of young ladies in regard
to certain subjects is as perfect as any thing human |

- can be, yet their jealousy gets the better of it now

and then. _

“It is not a sin by your religion—;iS it? to
have a preference about a young man’s hands being
white or sun-browned!” said Jane, laughing.

“ That depends on circumstances!”

% W hat circufnstances, for instance?”

« Exciise me,” replied her friend. “My rules
always seemn 80 petty to you, that I shall only scan-
dalize you by stating them.” '

“Ig it not better to have the heart right, and so
act generously and freely, than to be fettered by such
a va.nety of particular rules?” inquired Jane. ‘It

~ seems so to me, I confess,”

‘1 cannot be generous except by submitting myself
to a rule, or else I am just reckless of my own happi- |
ness — as it seems to me. Obeying the rule keeps my
heart right, and givés ‘me perfect freedom.”

“You are such a theologian, Mary, that I see I
must never venture on such ground with you. You
use me up at once.” '

T am no theologian,” replied Mary, without taking
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notice of the sarcasm, “but I have thought a great
deal about some few things which every body objects
to me as wrong in my religion. For instance” — she
looked up with a fine expression — *to préfer others
to myself in every thing that does not concern my
salvation, is a rule that frees me from a thousand
_petty anxieties, and enables me-—as far as I can keep
it—to defy all the sophistries of self-love!”

“That ¢ a noble rule!” said Jane, penetra,ted
“But who can keep it?”

“You and I—by God’s grace! Ah! Jane! why
do you not think more seriously about the Catholie
religion? I have been wishing to say it all day, but
have never found an opportunity before. Do not you
see that your earthly happiness depends upon it?
You love your cousin Alban — forgive my saying so
—and he will never marry a Protestant.”

“If I loved him ever so much,” responded Jane

with spirit, “T would never change my religion on’

his account, I promise you. Is that your notion of
Christian principle ? —to change one’s religion in
order to get married! If conscience did not prevent
me, womanly pride would. Fie, Mary! |

Jane turned away her head, as if she wanted to
hear no more.

“How you jump to a conclusion!” said Mary
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quietly, as one accustomed to be misunderstood. I
did not mean that you should hecome a Catholic all
at once, because you are— unfortunately, I think —
attached to one; but merely that you ought to enter

“immediately upon a serious examination of the religion,
which he has adopted from conviction, and is not likely

to abandon.  Or if you are so deeply prejudiced against -
it that you cannot do this—why the Christian principle
and womanly pride you spoke of should both with-
hold you, it seems to me, from trying to captivate his
regard : — for that is to act the temptress!”

“On the contrary,” returned Jane, with increasing
displeasure, “i have hoped all along that Alban’s.
affection for me (which is not a new thing by any
means) would win him from these strange ideas, which
all his true friends deplore as much as I do.”

“It is a design that I have plainly seen through,”
replied Mary, becoming excited in turn. “ Yes, I saw,
Jane, that, impelled by an affection which does you no
diseredit, you were using every art of gentle fascination
to insnare Alban’s faith. It is just as when, in the

- early ages, some Pagan girl, or unconverted Jewess,

employed her charms to seduce some young disciple.
It might succeed with a slave of the senses— some
poor votary of woman’s beauty, already an idolater
in heart; but not with one who, young as he i,
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has learned the great lesson of selfmastery. Alban -

began L't career as a Catholic (let me tell you) by a
. glorious victory over a very fatal and extraordinary
bewilderment of his senses and imagination. I never.
knew —1I never could comprehend — until very lately,
" how much it must have cost him. But believe me,
 he whosé first step was to trample on his passions by
renouncing a mistress — a bride — far more dazzling
to a young man of his disposition than any simple
girl like you or me, will never end by surrendering
his principles for the sake of a cousin.”

Mary’s lofty tone daunted Jane for a moment, and
then the blood of the Athertons boiled up in her
veins. The restraints of - that conventional suavity
which the world calls good breeding had been broken
through by one rough trﬁth, and she could not sup-
press her bitterness, ‘

“It will be easy for Alban to res1st my poor
charms when he has yours to compare them with,
which are supérior, T acknowledge, in every respect,”
she said. “ Tt does not require such an effort of virtue
to prefer a rich heiress to a poor cousin. " The little
portion which I had hoped would smooth the first

difficulties of his profession (for I have never thought

of myself first, I assure you) is too trifling to be offered

in competition with your future estates, I know. . I
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have no art, either, but just. to love him, (as I have
done from the time we were children together,) and
to betray my affection. You love hiin, too, but proudly
and wisely hide it. Men, especially at Alban’s age,
prize the heart which they must be at pains to win, .
while they despise that which they think is already
theirs. Nay, never deny that you love him. You
may deceive hsm by your hanghty self command, bﬁt
not a woman and a rlval " concluded Jane, passion-
ately. .,

“Nay, do not be angry with me, dear Jane. Re-

member that T am two years younger than you. Can

I be your rival?”

“You are as superior to me in self: control as in
every thing else,” cried Jane, bursting into tears.
“But it is the most insulting charge, that I wish to

- captivate Alban’s senses. T cannot bear it with calm-

ness. To think that you, with whom I have been
associating as a friend, should impute to me such a

thing! "Such a degrading idea!” And Jane hid her

face in her hands.

“My dear Jane, you misunderstood me. When I
spoke of your insnaring Alban, T did not mean by
any unmaidenly arts, but merely by — modest kind.
ness, such as I would not myself seruple to show,
were I really your rival” | ,

10
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“We will not quarrel about my cousin,” said Jane
with dignity.

“God forbid!” ‘ ‘

An awkward. silence followed this burst. Both
felt themselves somewhat aggrieved. Jane, particu-
larly, had the air of one conscious of being the injured
“party. She gazed very steadily at the blue peak of
the remote Tahawus, Her delicate profile could well
express resentment. Mary was the first to speak, It
~ was to beg Jane's pardonfor‘having hurt her feelings.

“1 am very sorry,” said she. “Say you forgive
me, for T, retract every word that has offended you.”

Jane could not hold out against that, ‘The two
maidens kissed each other, and perhaps felt a more
- sincere mutual kindness than before. The ice of their
rivalhood was broken. ' It was a kind of luxury to
Jane to be able to speak of her feelings,

“I am mortified,” said she, “to have betrayed my
jea.lbusy;‘ but do not you think, Mary, that you also
-.were a little jealous?”

“I had reason, if, as you say, I am in love with

your cousin. But.you mistake me there. There was
enough of human and female infirmity in what I said,
I acknowledge ; but no jealousy.”

“You are always mistress of your secret,” said
Jane. “But indeed you ought not to blame ” — Mary
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hdd not blamed it— “my affection for Alban, It is
one,” added she, *that has grown with my growth and
strengthened with my strength. Tt began when I was

‘only thirteen. We were both converted in the very

same revival of religion, and on the same day.”
T dare say,” said Mary, with a delightful smile.
“Did you use to talk of love in those days?” |

“ Never openly to each other, you know. We

- would have been ashamed. But we were always

teased about each other, and neither of us ever denied
it "

“I dare say not,” rephed Mary, with' a sympa-
thizing laugh. T

It rung low and silvery along the shore. Alban

-heard it under his maple canopy, and rose on an

elbow. -He looked at his watch, and getting up forth-
with, came to them over the rustling golden leaves
which thickly strewed the ground,

“You seem to be having a merry time, ladies.”

“Jane has been telling me about your youthf'ul
days, sir.”

« Has she told you that T used to believe she was
made of something finer than clay, so that I was
surprised at her condescending to support her exist.
ence in the same manner that I did, and should not

~“have been astonished had she put forth a pair of
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wings some sunshiny morning, and depa.rfed from this
dull planet?” | ‘ B

“Something like that I might infer,” said Mary.

“Fiel” cried Jane,

“Well, allow,” said Alban, with a look at the latter,
which caused her to turn away, *allow — that there
is uhusua.lly, little to disenchant me now of my boyish
illusion.” S

“It would be easy to dream on, I should-think,”.

said Miss De Groot.
“ As easy as talking; but at present it is time to

prosecute our journey. We have rested here an hour
and a half,”

And the youn'g man helped his cousin and Miss

De Groot down the bank, and into’their canoes, with .

a reverential tenderness that was nearly equal towards
them both ; but if there was a difference; he was more

affectionate with his cousin, which was natural, and

more timid with her friend.

THE FOREST.

CHAPTER XIII.

Just as the sun went down, they heard a marmur of voices,

And in a meadow green and broad, by the bank of a river,

Saw the tents of the Christians, the tents of the Jesuit Mission.
Evangeling.

A .abouti sundown: as Duncan had predicted, the

travellers reached the Indian village. Far apart stood
the low cabins, roofed with gray bark, and not many in
number. The clearing was of considerable extent, laid
out in dry, yellow maize-fields, interspersed with many
a crimson copse, and broken by the bends of a stream,
half bush-hidden, that reflected the gleam of the west-
ern sky, piled to the zenith with the most brilliant
cirro-stratus. ' Its long deep-p}lfple lines, and featheryx
floating extremities of brightest pink, lay on a clear
luminous depth of soft orange, pale green; and heav-
enly blue.

The party moved on admiringly, afoot, along a
narrow path. They crossed a prairie, with half-wild

lorses cropping its flowery acres; then passed through
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a grove of mighty cedars; and came upon a sort of
common, round which were irregularly groupea a num-
ber of huts, having log walls and bark roofs, with
some wigwams wholly of bark, imbowered more or
less among fruit trees and hedges: of elder. There
were some yellow sunflowers, turning their great goiden
 faces to the west; and the bark roofs were spread with
yellow corn and gourds. One of the houses was larger
andr lofbie; than the rest. It was built of logs with the
bark on, and had projecting eaves. The peak of the
gable was surmounted by a cross, in whose gray arms
twined the highest tendrils of a crimson-leafed vine

that crept over one side of the forest church and was
trained along its roof.

Pierre stopped at the high, open door of this‘ediﬁce,

and beckoned them all to enter. They had no choice,
for he alone of the party knew where Mr. De Groot
- was to be found. Tt seemed that the whole populatlon
of the village was gathered in the church. The men
were on one side and the squaws on the other. The
travellers silently distributed themselves according to
thelr seX. Jane knelt down by Mary, her modesty,
despite certain scruples, not permitting her to stand
alone in a crowd of worshippers.
The principal light came in at the door, although
there were small windows, or rather apertures, in the

THX FOREST. - . 223

walls close under the roof; but the projecting caves

‘interfered with the light from this source. Af the

further end, in a recess, was thé altar, on which the
great candles were already lit. They appeared to be
real wax, burned with peculiar brightness, and diffased
a fine fragrance. The material of the altar appeared
to be cedar. It was vested in front with red silk highly

~ enriched with wampum. Its plain but spotless linen

hung down pure and white at each end to the platform.

- The great number of smaller candles of a bluish-white

wax, in wooden candlesticks of a graceful design, was
very observable. They were not only ranged on the
back-altar, but on brackets against the cedar wainscot-
ting of the sanctuary, and caleulated, when lighted, to
produce a brilliant illumination. The tabernacle was
evidently of cedar, profusely carved, and very dark,
as if ‘with age.. A lamp of Indian poitery, suspended
from the roof by a cord of bark, burned before it:
The spacious sanctuary was enclosed by a light rail,
and spread with a beautiful mat of reeds.. Most im-
pressive and inspiring was the sacred decorum of the
whole, to the travellers just emerging. from the rude
forest. | ‘

' The swarthy congregation were praying in silence;
but in a minute or so after the entrance of the trav-

ellers, a side-door opened, and twelve Indian boys,
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in red cassocks and snow-white surplices, came out, two
and two, and genuflecting regularly, stood in order on
this side and that. Last of all came a priést in surplice
and stole, the berretta on his head, and a book in his

hand. They knelt; the whole congregation made the .

sign of the cross, and the priest intoned the %yrie
“eleison. In a moment the chapei_ resounded with the
litany. ‘It was a full and very loud, but singularly

melodious, chorus. The two sexes answered each other, |

and the voices of the women were very sweet.

Aﬁ the ‘end the priest read a number of French

- prayers in a distinct voice, and, while he was so doing,

four of the surpliced Indian boys took long reeds and

lighted all the rest of the candles. The sanctuary was
a blaze of light, for every one of the smaller candle-
‘sticks was a triple branch. The cope was laid on the
priest’s shoulders. Amid the solemn singing of O
Salutaris bya]l the people together, the remonstrance —

a large one of sﬂver gﬂt-u—stood upon the altar amid
the starry lights. Then the men and women sang not

Tantum ergo only, but the whole Pange lingua, in
alternate verses. 'Now the stram_ was wild, profound

—a deep, yet not harsh bass—a sea of male voices;
now it was high, bird-like, yet open and sweet — the
choir of women, Meanwhile incense was offered  to
the Adorable. The white veil was Iaid on the priest’s
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shoulders over the stiff and sta.tely cope; there was a
hush ; — ,

“ Panem de ceelo proestitiste eis,” sung the priest
alone, in u thrilling voice.

“ Omme delectamentum in se habentem,” answered
the entire swarthy congregation, like the fall of ‘many
waters in a forest,

And now all bow before the Lorp Hunself in
the hands of His servant, while Jesus, the Eternal
Pontiff of the Church, signs‘them from the Throne
of God. Oh, blessed welcome of the pilgrims!

As soon as Benediction was over, Pierre rose,

“and spoke by signs to a very old and decrepit-looking |

Indian, with long, white hair that hung like a mat
upon his shoulders. Having received an answer, he
beckoned Alban and Miss De Groot to follow him,

“Shall T come, too?” whispered Jane, for she
observed that Pierre was advancmg towards the
altar.

“Of course,” answered Mary. *You will nbj;
desert me now.” o

The cbngregation made way for them courteously.

4The Indian, Alban, and Miss' De Groot bent. the -

knee in front of the altar, and Jane, who came last, *
was ashamed in this company . where all believed,

and with all eyes bent upon’ her, not to do like the

10%*
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rest, although in her heart she feared it was idolatrous.
She tried to make a little prayer to the God who is
in Heaven, and thought of Naaman bowing down in
the House of Rimmon. But Mary, overcome by a
mixture of gratitude and fear, sank on both knees at
the low rail, and touched her forchead to the step,
k}SSlng the ground. So they entered a crowded little
sacristy, where the Indian boys were unvesting, and
Pierre was kneeling for the blessing of Father Smith.

“My father, sir?” said Mary, extending h'er
hand. “How is he?” '
| “Thank 'God, my dear child, he is somewhat

better, we hope, though not altogether free from
danger. Your coming, I trust, will be life to him.
This is Mr. Atherton, unless I mistake, though I
should hardly have known him, if he had not been
with you, my daughter. And I am glad to see that
you have had companions of your own sex.”

“This young lady,” said Mary, “is a relative of
Mr. Atherfon’s, who has kindly acéompamed me for
‘the sake of the decorum which is dear to us both,”

“May God reward her!” said Father Smith, with
a low bow to Jane. “Your father is in our humble
,preg.bytery, where an apartment, such as it is, shall
be ﬁ)und for your friend and yourself, and our good
Margaret, ‘of course. You can come in now, and I
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will prepare your father to see you. You will find
him much changed, Miss De Groot. Our way lies
across this garden.”

The sacristy door opened into a vegetable and
flower ‘garden of some extent, * It was regularly
planted with fruit trees, currant bushes, “gooseberries,

and some flowering shrubs. A fow autumn flowers

- were still in bloom. Beyond, at the extremity of a

grass-grown walk, was a long log-house of one story,
having very small glazed windows. It was partly
screened by a row of mountain-ash, hanging out its
bright red berries. In the opposite direction, under

the continued sweep of the cedar gruve, was a burying

ground, with a cross at the head of every grave. In
the dim light and dlstance this could hardly be
descried. o

They passed along the grass-grown, gravelled
walk, two and two, the priest and Miss De Grroot
leading the way

“T am so glad to find you here, Father Smith,”
gaid Mary, with a face all radiant. “It was so unex-
pected.”

T ag little expected, when sent by the Provincial
to visit this ancient mission, that I should find your
father here, and so soon have the pleasure of welcom-
ing yourself.” ' |
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“God sent you, sir, not the Provineial,” said Mary,
* smiling with sweetness and gaiety.

“Well, my dear child, that is always true, 'you
know,” said Father Smith, laughing, and in his most
foreign accent. -

“But what an invasion of your house!” exclaimed |

- Mary, checking herself.

“Bay nothing about that,” rejoined the mission-
ary, turning round to her, with a slight, graceful,
still foreign gesture. “ The house, as I told your
father, %s yours,” — Again that cheerful laugh.‘ _

=

THE FOREST,

CHAPTER XIV.

_Now is the day departing, and the whole wood, like the air, fmbrowned
with shadows, when a'new road, with a name raost acceptable at such an
hour, presents a gentle slope, descending into & vale.

Compitum, The Boad of ‘Hoapitality.

Ax Indian girl —whose straight black hair, passing

behind her large, well-formed ears, and filled with red
flowers, the latest of the season, hung down below
her waist —received them at the door of the presbytery.
She had ear-rings, and an immense necklace of wampum
and silver beads, from which- dépended a huge silver
cross. Her under dress consisted of a skirt of dark blue
broadcloth, reaching a little below the knee and beauti-
fally worked with coloured beads, and of a short, loose
tunic of bright-red calico, with a narrower border of the
same rich work. A. large blanket, or e-yose, of blud-
cloth, the graceful peplum of the ancients, embroidered
like the skirt, was thrown over all, and fell in fine folds
to her feet. Leggins of scarlet, and tawny moceasins,

- gay with bead-worl, completed her attire.
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The room into which she received them was of

considerable dimensions for a log cabin. It occupied

- the whole depth, and was open to the roof. Two small
windows of a single sash lighted it, and there wag
another door léading into the open air, opposite to that
by which they entered. A table of dark wood, a

~ dresser of cedar, ranged with earthenware and ting, .

three or four chairs of wicker-work, and -as many large
rush mats, constituted the furniture. At one end a
chimney of roughly-treated stone projected into the
apartment, and there was a good fire burning, which
“already gave more light than entered from without,
At each end there seemed to be a room beyond for
sleeping. Such was in fact the arrangement of the
house and the extent of its accommodations. The
Indian girl conducted the young. ladies and Margaret

to one of the siderooms. It was not so spacious as

the principal apartment, from which it was separated
by a log partition, which had once evidently been the
wall of the house. It had also two windows, one on
each side, and a door leading into the open air. The
~ furniture consisted of a couple of wicker chairs, a light
table of bark, placed under a small looking-glass, and

a large mattress, composed of layers of matting, and

- raised about a foot above the floor on a bedstead, which
it entirely coneealed. An additional seat was afforded
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by a thick mat laid on a large cedar chest. Fixed
against the wall over the bed was a wooden crucifix,
on which Mary's eyes immediately fastened. Under
it, on & Iﬂa.in bracket, stood a small, blue earthen vase,
and on either side was a coloured print of coarse execu-
tion — the Sacred Heart of Jesus, and the Sacred Heart
of Mary. ‘

The young squaw intimated to them, in a mixed
dialect of broken French and Enghsh that this was to
be their sleeping apartment

She then laid aside her mantle, and proceeded in
silence, while the young ladies gladly threw themselves
into the -chairs, to open the cedar chest, whence she
took some bed-linen, with which she laid the mattress,

~ and also e*nveloped* a long bolster that lay at the head.

A magnificent white blanket, which she brought to
them first to admire, was next laid on, and last a thin
spread of bright calico. - '
Jane could not contain an expression of delight at
the prospect of sleeping once more between a pair of
sheets. DBut neither could help smiling when the

apparatus for ablution was produced — a dark- blue

* Dbasin, holding about a quart of Water, and an earthen

jug of equal capacity, which the young Indian set .
upon the bark table with an air that said, * Behold
how we also understand the ways of civilized life!”
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Meanwhile, Margaret, at a nod from her ymfng.

mistress, had assisted the Indian girl in laying the bed.
The latter had appeared to take no notice of this,
but she now approached Miss De Groot and asked. if
“Elle” — pointing to Margaret — would require a

separate couch, When Mary replied in the affirma-

tive, provided it were not too inconvenient,'the young
squaw beckoned to Margaret to follow her, and made

the latter herself bring in one of the large thick mats -

from the principal apartment, and lay it in a corner.
She seemed to think this was sufficient, and looked
for a moment displeased when Mary asked if there

‘was no “linge” for “elle; " however, she brought out

~ some—a single large sheet— which she gave into
Margaret’s hands to arrange for hersell. When Mar-
garet, without a word, had laid it double, and had
- placed, by her lady’s advice, her cloak at the head for
a pillow, the young Indian, who observed Miss De
Groot narrowly, produced 2 blanket without being
asked, and finally a large piece of thin calico for a

coverlet. By this time it was almost dark, and their

- swarthy but handsome hostess went out, retuming pres-
ently with a candle of the same bluish-white wax of
which the lights in the chapel were formed. The can-
dlestick was beaﬁtifully carved in a dark reddish wood.
At the same time she announced to Miss De Groot
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thaf her father was now ready to see her, and Mary
rose quickly, and followed trembling,

Mr. De Groot was lying in the room on the op-
pos1te side of the larger apartment before desecribed.

" Although prepared for an alteration, Mary was much

shocked at his appearance. It announced one on thg
verge of the grave. Extreme emaciation and a corpse-
like pallor were less ominous than the restless eye of
unabated discase. But at least he was surrounded
by the cleanliness and comfort so necessary to the
sick, Father Smith had warned her that excitement
as well as bodily movement wag injurious to him; she
restrained, therefore, her emotion, kissed him calmly,
and said how thankful she was to have reached him
in 'safety. | |

“You came here alone, Mary?”

«No, sir; Mr, Alban Atherton accompanied us from
Lake Pheasant, where we met him with a party.”

“ Atherton!” exclaimed her father. ‘“He came
with you and Margaret thfough the forest! = A young
man with two girls! and an Indian gunide!?”. .

“ My dear father, a young lady —a cousin of Mr.
Alban’s — also accompanied us, and is now here.”

“How old is that young lady?”

“ A year or two older than myself.” -

 “Three girls here! what are we to do with them?”
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said her father, impatiently. “I am glad Atherton is
come; he will be of more service to me than twenty

girlé. This cousin of his in particular can be nothing.

but an incumbrance. Why did you let her .come?
I thought you had more sense,”

“T was influenced, sir, by the motives of propriety,
which you yourself suggested just now.” |

“Why does not Atherton come in to seé me?”
asked her father, querulously. |

She called Alban, who was in the next room. Mr.
De Groot received him with coldness, yét seemed less
irritable in his presence. He grew calm at once, and
listened patiently to what Father Smith said of the
goodness of God in sending him his daughter and
young friend to tend his sick bed. Together they
would be able, by relieving each other, to give all
the assistance the invalid required, which was highly

desirable, as his own time was much occupied in

administering to the spiritual wants of the people.
Just then the old Indian with the huge mat of white
~ hair depending to his shoulders —the same to whom
Pierre had spoken in the 4chapel — came slowly in and
silently took his seat by the bedside. Mr. De Groot
extended his wrist and the old man felt the pulse, It
was the physician. Father Smith assured Miss De
Groot and Alban that he was a very skilful one, and

[
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not anacquainted with the civilized art of medicine.
But for old Vincent's care he did not think that Mr,
De Groot would now be living. '

“He is the father of Pierre,” said the rhissionary,
“gnd the grandfather of the Indian girl who received
you here, and who is Pierre’s daughter. They have

 the care of the presbytery in the absence of a priest,

and their own cabin is not distant. Madeleine will
prepare your meals, wash your clothes, and perform
every office of a servant without considering herself
one in any respect. I observe that she is already

- getting ready your supper.”

“ And where are our guides?” said Alban,

“They brought your traps here themselves, and
I requesfed Pierre to take care of the men. There
was a woman t00, I think. They will be hospitably
entertained, do not’ doubt it”

After a little time, Madeleine summoned them to
partake of the repast which she had prepared, and

~ Margaret, whom Mr. De Groot showed lively pleasure

ab seeing, came in to pay her respects to her master,
% @Go, eat your supper,” said he, when Mary seemed

~ disposed to remain. “Margaret will stay with me.”

“TLet me give you two rules for your guidance,”
said the missionary, as they entered the principal
room, and addressing Miss De Groot :— two rules,
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“do” you understand?” —counting. them upon his
fingers, “Yield to your father's wishes in every

thing, and be cheerful. He is a great deal betier : — do
you understand ? ” '
“Yeg, sir!”

They sat in wicker chairs' round an oaken table

lighted with' wax candles in carved candlesticks. The

fare was simple, but good and abundant: white bread,
hoe-cake, hominy, butter, hoﬁey, maple syrup, baked
apples, dried moose-flesh and venison, a few trout,
and foaming mugs of milk fresh from the cow. The
tears stood in Jane’s eyes at a sight which betokened
civilization indeed. She felt that they were not
savages, though Indians and Catholics, She stood
in no danger of either scalping or Wbrse; and she

need not mind the circumstance that not even the -
door of their bedroom, which opened upon a wood

and river, possessed any other security than a wooden
latch, Alban inquired if the candlesticks were carved

by the Indians. .
“It was done by a missionary, a hundred years

ago,” said Father Smith;-—“one of our Fathers, of
course. He seems to have done it all with a common
penknife. The tabernacle, which you may have
observed, and which is really a very curious affair,

was also his work. The good father must have had
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. & particular genius for it, I think, Certainly he has

contributed very much to the beauty of the chapel.”
¢“This is a beautiful spot,” said Alban.

“But for sin, which intrudes every where, it would
be a paradise; and, by the mercy of God, sin is
partly banished. Certainly there are some holy souls
among these people. Their outside is dark, but the
interior is white and clean.” . T

« Have they a priest regularly?” asked Mary.

% They are visited somewhat irregularly, but they
never fail to assemble on Sundays and Festivals to
sing the choir part of the Mass, when one of their
number reads the Mass prayers; and also for Vespers;
besides. haviﬁg a daily office of Litanies and Hymns,
for which they meet in the chapel, as you have wit-
nessed to-night. They take great pleasure in it.
There have been attempts to convert them by Prot-
estants of various kinds, but without success. Their
answer to all such proposals is simple: that they like
their religion, and do not wish to change it.”

“T was not aware till you spoke just now of ‘our .
fathers, that you were a Jesuit, Father Smith” said
Alban. | | | -

Jane, who bad not perceived the inference, started
go that Mary could not help laughing.

“This young lady is a Protestant, Father Smith,”
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she said, “and, I suppose, never saw a live Jesuit
~ before. I am sorry that Mr. Alban has betrayed the
fact that you belong to the society, for I had hoped
“that you would win her confidence before she found
it out. Now she will be on her guard against your
arts.” -
RS | nixust be so much the more artful,”’ replied
Father Smith, with great gaiety, “since I have all
your friend’s suspicions to work against.”

“Qh, you are so very deep,” said Mary, laughing
also, * that you will easily get round Jane. She will
never be able to believe that your simplicity of man-
ners, and apparently unsuspecting gaiety of heart,
hide, as they do, the most designing dupiicity.”

Father Smith coloured, but laughed as before.
Mary, who had finished her supper, rose, blessing
herself silently, and went to her father, Alban and
Father Smith talked about the Indians, and the coun-

try, their journey, the scenery, the fishing, and other |

sport of the region. The conversation was not quite
so flowing when Miss De Groot was away. Father
Smith and she seemed to be on so good terms, and’
6 -comprehend each other so well. Jane thought it
ovet and over. She was obliged to own that the
outwardﬂ@plp,ea.rande of the former was that of perfect
unreserve, and that both exhibited a singular cheer-
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fulness, which she had not, by the by, observed in

Mary before, at least in the same degree. The maid_-

- enly reserve of the earlier part of their journey, and

the soft sentimental sadness of the latter portion of it,
Weré; both exchanged for absolute light-heartedness.
Whether it was natural or right, considering in
how critical a state, .as she understood, her friend’s
father was, she did not know, and as it was all a

mystery to her, she could form no judgment. She

continued to sit at the table after the two gentlemen
had pushed back their chairs, while Madeleine and
Margaret were supping. The two latter were now
very friendly, although the young Indian maintained

‘her air of superiority. Alban had gone out to seck

the guides. Father Smith, with a slight apology to
the young lady, having turned his c_hair half round

to the table, and taken his autumnal from his pocket,

had begun to say his office. Jane observed with
curiosity, not unmixed .with dread, his squarish,

f'oreign-looking head, slightly -bald, the gray hair cut |
close, his piercing, but open gray eye, fastened on
the red-lettered page, while his lips rapidly moved,
although not a sound reached her ear. Xven his

* much-worn, long black robe did not escape her atten-

tion : — that “black gown ” so famous in all the Indian
missions : — it ‘was, and it was not, her idea of a
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Romish priest and a Jesuit. Then she wondered how,
being French, his name should be “ Smith.”
Meanwhile, Madeleine and Margaret cleared away
the supper in a trice, washing the things in a pan of
hot water, and setting them on the dresser in a civilized

way, very comsoling again to Jane. -But Margaret

here gave Madeleine some instruetion, which the latter,

proud as she was, received with docility. ,Knowlédge.

is power, and Margaret gained perceptibly upon the
haughty young Indian. The latter, however, possessed
the advantage in point of physical force, which she
evinced by bringing in on her shoulders three or
four -huge logs to replenish the fire. Just then {Jane

noticed every thing of that sort) Miss De Groot came,

from her father’s room, and spoke in a whisper to the
priest. e looked up from his breviary. -

“ Certainly, my dear child. To-morrow morning,
you mean? To-night, if you wish it.” — Another
whisper from Miss De Groot. — “You have reason,
my child.” | |
“ When Mr. Atherton comes back,” said Mary
aloud. o '

“ Very well.” — And he resumed his office.

Mary returned to her father. ' Madeleine made up
a couple of mat beds on the floor, by supplying each
with a blanket, and a bolster stuffed with corn-leaves.
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After all was finished, she resumed her stately and
rich blue shawl, which the “splendidly-robed” prin-
cesses of the Iliad might have envied, and, advancing
to Father Smith, dropped on one knee, crossing her

arms on her beaded breast. The priest made the sign

of blessing over her, scarcely looking wp from his book.
The young squaw rose, saluted Jane with lofty cour-
tésy, made a slight friendly inclination to Margaret,
and departed.

~ She was scarcely gone ere the priest knelt. He
remained in that position but a moment, then rose
again and put the book away. Jane wondered if he
would now enter into conversation with her. As

Margaret still sat, though nodding, in one corner,

perhaps he would,
She was not deceived. Father Smith began to
talk to her, like ‘any other gentleman, but somewhat

"languidly. He suppressed a yawn or two, she noticed.

In fact, a5 he had watched a good deal lately with Mr.
De Groot, and ever rose betimes for mass, the good,
father was getting sleepy. At length Alban came in,
which roused him a .little; but J ane, who herself
lIonged for bed as Eve for Paradise, and only waited
to hid Alban good-night, immediately retired. What
ever was his reason for doing so on that particular

night, Alban kissed her. It was another consolation,
11
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for among all these Catholics she began to feel rather
lonely.

gsincere in her religion, and faithful in discharging its
" duties. From twenty minutes to half an hour, night
and morning, she regularly spent in her private devo-
tions. No prayer said she by rote, and invariably in
her self: composed addresses to her Maker she intro-
duced a great many intercessions for those she loved,
so that her prayers were a lively exercise_'of the
kindliest social affections. Perhaps it was the secret
of her long constancy to Alban, that she had always
prayed for him. Thus a girl’s nature insinuated itself
into her hours of communion of God, and the maiden
often believed herself fervent when she was but
glowing with a tender human sentiment. But with
all that, was united a strong sense of duty, a strict
~ngcientiousness, and a real desire to know and serve
uod. ' _
Margaret came in and took possession of her mat,
while Miss Jane was praying and reading her Bible.
The candle was now burned nearly to the socket, and
it occurred to her that before undressing it would be
~well to ascertain if Mary were coming soon. - Softly
opening the door, with the intention of calling her
friend, she perceived Father Smith sitting with his

A good girl after all was Jane. She was perfectly

SARE:
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cemoTes
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back to the table, while Mary De Groot knelt at it
with a little screen of lattice-work between them.
Jane had noticed the last in a corner, earlier in the
evening, and wondered what it could be. These make-
shifts are common enough in the mission. Mary was
in tears. Far away, the door into Mr. De Groot's
room was opén, and she saw Alban sitting by the .

“bed.

She hastily closed the door. Sincerely shocked to

~ have it brought actually under her eyes to what Mary

must habitually submit, she put out the expiring
candle, and haviog betaken herself to that retreat
which is our nightly grave, lay thinking of what she
had seen. Mary soon came in, disrobed herself silently
in the dark, and placed herself by her side. When
Jane kissed her, as was their mutual wont before their
souls parted company for the night, she folt the tears
still on her friend’s cheek.

4T wonder,” thought Jane, “if he has been scoldmg
her for loving Alban, which T am sure she does, or
what it is.— Is your father's state very discouraging?
she ventured to ask. o

“I do mnot feel it to be so, with good nursing.
Alban and Father Smith will take care of him by
night; I and Margaret by day That is the arrange-
ment Whlch I beheve, is best for all.”
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“Why, then, do you weep?” ‘
Mary did not reply for a moment.
“T wish I could believe it was contrition. My

dear Jane, I beg your pardon ten thousand times for
judging you so uncharitably, and speaking to you so

. unkindly, as I did to-day.”

“ Have you been confessing that?” replied Jane,
affectionately.

“That for one thing.”

“ And do you always cry when you confess ? " pur-

sued Jane, still curious.

“Not always,” said Mary, laughmg sof'tly “You
did not think I was such a fool, did you?”

“ Confession must be very humiliating,” continued
Jane, in a tone inviting to confidence.

“Qf course — but the sweetness after!” — She

paused, raised herself on one elbow, and sung in a

~ clear voice, without a tear or sob in i, to a melody
singularly expressive of exultation,

t Deposuit potentos de sede, et exaltavit humiles.
Esurientes implevit bonis; et divites dimisit inanes.”

“What does it mean?” asked Jane,
~ “That humility like yours, dear Jane, is rewarded
with spiritual blessings, while pride like mine is sent
away empty
“It is the Song of the Blessed V].rgln?”
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“Yes, the Magﬁz_'ﬁcat, which 18 always sung, you
know, at Vespers.” 7
“Your religion has something for all kinds of feel-

| ing,” said Jane, a little dlsappomted at this result of
| her inquisition.

“ The bread of Heaven has every taste in itself, d
replied Mary, lying down, “but only to the palate of
faith. _Letlus go to sleep, my dear Jane,” she added,
in a firm yet tender voice. “If you cannot sleep, try
to watch with Christ.
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CHAPTER XV,

Xapie xépwv yap Earv § Tikrove® deit
drov & dmoppel pvioric &b memovSbrop, -
dvwore yévorr dv ofroc ebyevic dwijp.
Ajax of Sophocles,

Kindness doth kindness ever more beget :

Ang once received creates a generous debt,

No well-born man hath o'er forgotten yet.

- Anon,
‘WE must retrace our steps a little, to show how Alban
‘passed the first evening at Cedar Lake.. We have
mentioned that he went forth to seek the gnides,
‘His principal design was to pay and dismiss Duncan,
Morrell "and Courtney he meant to retain till Mr,

De Groot was fit to travel, or, should his disease, un-

happily, have an adverse termination, until it became.

necessary to convey his daughter back to her friends
and home,

Inquiring the way of some lIﬁdian children frolick- 7

ing by the mystical gleam of a bright aurors, and of
whom the boys were in a state of mearly complete
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nudity, notwithstanding the cool autumnal night, he

was led by a couple of the latter, bounding and kick-

‘ing up their heels before him, like young imps of

darkness, to the cabin where the guides were lodged.
On approaching it, he heard, as in the open air, a short,
suppressed scream, like that given by one who receives
a sudden blow. It was the voice of a woman, and
he involuntarily called out. There were gardens all .
around, hedged with lofty elder.

He found Morrell and Courtney in the cabin of
their entertainers. Duncan and his wife were not
there, but a squaw went out to call them, and they
presently appeared.  Mrs. Duncan slunk into a corner,
where she seated herself on the floor.. Her husband

‘came forward with an air of great respect.

“T do not require your services here, Mr. Duncan,”
said Atherton, after some discussion- which need not
be repeated, “and when we leave this place it will
be easy for us to obtain such additional guides or
boats as may be needed: How much shall I pay
you, then, for every thing, including the accommoda-
tions at your shanty, supper, lodging, and -all, for our
whole party ?” - 3

“T suppose & dollar a-head would n't be oo much, |

would it?” replied Duncan. “And guide's wages for

me and Dorothy. I suppose two days I ought to say,
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comin’ and goin’: — I don't charge nothin’ for the use
of the boats.” | _ '

The other two men laughed, and Atherton slightly
- smiled. | |

“Very godd. A dollar a-head for our board and -

- lodging at Racket Lake,” answered the latter, “makes
seven dollars, and guide's wages for yourself and wife
for two days, six more. I don't object. And if you
choose to part, as you intimated, with the best of your

-two canoes, I will buy it. I will give you iwelve
dollars for it. It will be twenty-five in all. Yes or
no?” -

Duncan accepted the offer without haggling.

“ Miss De Groot mentioned to me, as I was coming'
away, that before you leave she wishes to see Mrs.
Duncan —T presume with the intention of testifying
her regard in some form. If you mean to start very
early to-morrow, you had better let your wife go round
~to the mission-house immediately.”

Mrs. Duncan half started to her feet. But her
husband observed that they should not get away very
early. It was not worth while to trouble Miss De
‘Groot to-night.

“T sha'n't follow back on my tracks,” said he. “I
mean, now I am here, to go on to the Moose Lakes,
to see-a fellow there. My wifo can stop at the Lake,
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if she likes, or Miss De Groot wants her for any

_thing.”

Alban gave the squatter five half-eagles, and with
a smile requested Morrell to see that the right canoe .
was retained. : ‘

“ Never fear,” said Duncan. “ You don’t suppose
I would carry off the best, after selling it to you, M.

- Atherton,”

“I should be sorry to think ill of you in any
respect, Mr. Duncan,” said Alban’ rising. “ Good-
night all,” he added. “Good-night, Mrs, Duncan.”

Morrell and Courtney followed him out, and walked
on a little way with him,

“You paid him too much, Mr. Atherton,” said the
former. “Twice too much. He was n’t entitled to
any thing for his wife. You did n't ask hini to bring
her along.” '

“He made her come just to carry his canoe for
him,” said Courtney.

“ A dollar apiece for our lodging in that smoky
log-cabin of his is outrageous,” said Morrell.- “Why,

Courtney and I would have slept all night under a,

tree for our two dollars. I didn't like to say so,
though, and it is as well, perhaps, that you paid it,
Mr. Atherton, since you don’t mind the money; and

I would n’t have you get his ill-will,”
nx -
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- %I'd risk his ill-will” said Courtney. “I'll be
blamed if I’d a’ given him all he asked.”

“You don’t know Iray Duncan as well as I do,”
rejoined the ﬁlore cautious Morrell. “He’s a fellow
that I'd as soon have for a friend as an enemy —

_more particularly in these ‘here woods,”

“He's a regular thief,” said Courtney.

“I am sorry Mr. Atherton let him see that his
purse was so well lined,” pursued Morrell. “If I had
. thougﬁt of it beforehand,” he added, with a sharp

" twinkle of his keen eye in the northern light, “I
would have advised you not to pay him in money,
but to give him an order on Hart.”

. i . i
“His demand was extortionate; I suppose,” said

Alban with a smile; “but I would have turned him
out of his shanty neck and heels that night, with your
good aid and Pierre’s, if he had not concluded to

vacate it for the ladies, T could not dispute the bill.

after that.”
The guides would have accompanied Atherton to
_ the door of the mission-house, but he meant to visit

the chapel, and on arriving at the latter, he dismissed

them. The great door of the forest church was shut,
and bolted on the inside, but on having recourse to

that of the sacristy, he found it secured merely by a |

latch which was raised by a leathern string. He
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sanctuary lamp was still burning, and afforded suffi-
cient light to show the sombre, empty interior. He

went to the further end, and knelt down by one of
the benches, .
.0 happy Faith! Man’s best consoler, and his

-

guiding star in the pilgrimage of this world! What
are we, indeed, if we have no hope beyond what
Nature gives us? It was here in the presence, no
longer of woods and waters, and the nightly-sparkling

" gky, but of the Hternal, clothed in flesh—of the

cloud created by the Lord to hide Hi_é; own ‘counte-
nance —it was before that pale symbol and sign of a
present Saviour, that he came to seek new light and
strength, to fit him to rise above h1mself and all that -
intellect bestows or passion promlses

Atherton felt that the time had come for his
admission to the full privileges for which he so long
had sighed. - Here his long initiation would be com-
plete, and the mystery of mysteries would, in a cer-
tain sense, be unveiled to his believing gaze: —
pledge of the blessed hour when it should be unveiled
perfectly and for ever. ' 7 |

The moral of the history of Alban is, that no man
should be discouraged because he has to combat with
ignoble or insignificant foes; for the victory, if by
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the aid of Heaven he is so happy as to gain it, will

. not be the less glorious on that account. It was not
in vain, for instance, that during the two months: and
more of our hero’s remewed intercourse with his
cousin Jane, the law of the Church (in his eyes that

_of God) had been pressing with a steady, equable

force upon his obedient will. 'He had made an im-
mense gain even on the side of this world; for he
had acquired a new affection — that of a brother for a
sister; and his whole character was ennobled and
invigorated, as well by it as by the process through
which it had been developed. But, on the side of
“the world to come, his gain was inestimable, as per-
haps will appear when he is called upon to make
-some more difficult sacrifice. For not while we live
is the strife ended or the reward obtained; and with
every new advance, rise before us mew heights of
virtue to be attempted. .

‘This cannot be perfectly shown in a fiction, for
| there the ldw of unity demands a full 'close of the
action, such as is apparently found even in life. So
in a true story, faithful love must be at last either
disappointed or blessed; generosity must be crowned
with either martyrdom or felicity.

‘While Atherton lingered in the éhapel, ‘some one

tried the »pri‘ncipal door. Next that of the sacristy
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‘was attempted, and of course with success. A man

came in, covered. It was Duncan’s marten cap. The
trapper threw a careless glance towards the lower
part of the church, which the light of the sanctuary

lamp, full in his eyes, must have prevented his seeing

with distinctness, and turned to the altar. His hunter’s
knife was in his hand. Without delay he threw one
leg over the sé.nctuary rail.  Alban’s first impulse
was to rush upon the sacrilegious robber; but he -
mastered it,‘ and putting his hand before his eyes,

‘breathed a kyrie elison audibly. He could see -

Duncan’s conscience-stricken start; the limb already
over the rail was withdrawn; the robber, unbonneted,
gazed at the tabernacle, and then slowly round the

“chapel a second time. He saw Alban, and evidently

either believing or Hoping himself unseen, drew back
stealthily intc the sacristy and vanished.

Atherton was careful, before going out, to pull the
latch-string out of the door, which thus, when clased,
became effectually locked. IHe also mentioned the
occurrence immediately to™ the missionary, who, after,'

' some reflection, sent an Indian to sleep in his blanket

at the door of the sacristy. s

And now it was that Mary De Groot went to
confession, and our hero, with a firm, happy mind,
took her place at her father's side. Mr. De Groot
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had asked for hlm repeatedly during the evenmg,
and began by complaining of his neglect.

“1 knew that Miss De Groot was with you, s1r,
pleaded Alban.

“Was that a reason for your staying away, Ather-
. ton? 'Who is this cousin of yours that has come on-

here with you?”

“ With Miss De Groot, sir, not with me.”

“Oh, I understand. I have been questioning
Mary about her, It seems that she is only ﬁineteen,
very beautiful, very amiable, very fond of you, &c.,
&c. What T want to know is, what I cannot worm
out of my daughter, viz, whether you are equally
fond of her—of your cousin, I mean. Now, Ather-
ton, don’t worry me with boyish shying, but say
yes or mo, 5o that a sick man can understand you.”

“My cousin and myself were partly brought up
together, and her partiality for me cannot exceed the
tender aﬁ'eetion I feel for her,” i'eplied; Alban. “But

as you probably refer to other views, not to shy

~ about it, sir, our relationship and diﬁ'erence “of faith
preclude them.”

“ Have you Jomed the Church of Rome yet?”

*#1 have not been openly received.”

“Listen to me, - Atherton,” sald Mr. De Groot,
springing up in bed. “Put one of those chairg
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behind my pillow. Believe what you like ; —Tran-
substantiation, if you think proper;—but do not
implicate yourself with a communion which, ‘justly

.or not, is detested and abhorred by the great mass
of your countrymen —by all those with whom your

birth and education- associate you. This is essentially
a Protestant country. Why make yourself an out-
cast 7" | |

#Because God has given me the grace of falth "
said - Atherton, in a very composed manner. “You
would have me a philosopher, sir,” he added, “but
I aspire to be a Christian.”

“ A pure chimeral And are you prepared tfo
sacrifice to it the hope of my daughter’s hand ?” |

. %This tires you, sir,” said Atherton.

“Uselessly, you would add. I understand you
You are bent on making yourself a martyr. I have
some experience of this form of enthusiasm. Mary
has given me a specimen of it. All the natural pas-
sions plead in vain to one who considers them as a

more precious sacrifice to his principles. Are you -

listening to what I say?”

# Certainly, sir.”
“You know, without my saying it, that I wish
my only child to marry,” pursued Mr. De Groot,

“ Otherwise the inheritance of my fathers goes to
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strangers. Mary is the first girl in our family for
three generations; we have put forth no female
 scions and the males have run out: my brothers and
uncles died young or childless. I think that T have
a right to require that she shall wed, and transmit

our blood, if not our name, to a new stock. I do

not ask her to marry a person she cannot love. I
am willing to humour all reasonable female fancies.
But I saw with pleasure the affoction which appeared
to have sprung up between her and yourself Your,
family, Atherton, was unexceptionable, your character
- stood high, your talents and knowledge were what I
should rather have desired than expected to find, you
had sound manly health, and your being poor was a
recommenda,tlon, as it would make Yyou more entirely
my son.”

“Miss De Groot is engaged with Father Smith in
the next room,” observed Alban. “She may over-
hear what we are saying.” o

“Shut the door, then.”

- %I think they would both prefer it were left open,
' gir, just for the presenz.”

Oh, very well.”

Mr. De Groot remained quiet till the missionary
came in to bid him good-night. When the latter
was gone, he again requested Atherton to ‘close the
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door, and recurred to the subject. Motioning Alban
to sit mear him, and fixing his eyes, on the young
~ man’s, he said, -

“It is in regard to my daughter that I w1sh to
question you. And I must be plain, for my time is - -
brief. Are you in love with her or not? That you
- have won her a,ﬁ'éctions,is clear enough. What, then;

© . are your intentions? ¥

Atherton felt strongly inclined to resist this impe- -
rious inquisition. The fact was that he had no inten-
tions. But he glanced at Mr. De Groot’s pale, anxjous
face, and felt at the same time pity and a sense of
gratitude, which overcame his first impulse ‘of pride.

“Tt would be great presumption in me to raise
my eyes to Miss De Groot,” }sa’id he,

“T know that,” answered her father, impatiently.
“But have you presumed?” '

«Y confess,” returned Alban, “that to me she has
always been like any other girl —and — I have never
checked the admiration she excited, any more than
if she had been penniless, or I had been rich.”

“Manly ! —1I like that.” | |

“T love her, but I have never addressed to her a
word that implied it,” continued Alban, rather haugh-

tily — he scarcely knew why.
“In regard to fortune,” said Mr. De Groot, hoarsely,
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I can set your mind at rest. In the first place, I
owe my wealth (I may say) to your father. Twenty
years ago, when I came to the property, it was greatly
involved. The Manor was at nominal rents; the New
York farm was unproductive and mortgaged. T offered
to sell your fathei the- latter, in order to clear off the
incumbrances, He refused, on the ground that if I
held on it would make me rich, . He did more: he
lent me money ‘to improve the estate, which is now,
you know, covered with houses, or laid out in city lots,
as he then predicted to me, and immensely valuable.
So you see there is a justice in your profiting by my
wealth,” said the Patroon, looking at him kindly, bug
anxiously.

“My father could not have done otherwise. Your

father and he were friends, I have always understood.”

“And his son and myself are friends now,” con-
tinned Mr. De Groot, still very cordially, and almost
tenderly. “Ob, this anguish!” murmured he, with
an expressmn of acute pain. “My attack is coming
on again.”

‘ ‘
“This conversatmn excltes you 1n3ur10u31y, my
dear sir.”

“Never mind that, T want to tell you something |

more. You must be a little decided with Mary, if you
WISh, to win her. She has got a convent into her head,
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But my will is made. If she becomes a nun, she
forfeits every thing. Youw must not let her commit

_any such folly. Remember, you have my cordial con-

gent to your suit, and I wish you to succeed. Don't
let such a girl trlﬂe with you, Atherton, a.nd with her

own happiness, t0o.”
# Whatever becomes 8 man and a. Ohnstlan T will

do,” said Alban, earnestly. ,

“ Ah1 that is right. At the Virginia. Sprin'gs the
girl played the ingensible finely. Suitors fluttered
around her, of course, like birds over the unripe fruit-
trees. There was one young Marylander, rich, hand-
some, gallant, of her own faith, who, I thought, would
have made an impression upon her. He did not.
Alban, it belongs to you to do that, and I am glad
of it.”

“Do not mmunderstand me, sir,” said Alban has-
tily. “I ‘could not mterfere with Miss De Groots
vocation, 1f indeed, she is really called to the life of

rehgmu ’
“Then you do not love her after all1” said her

father, agitated, yet coldly.

“Not love her!” exclaimed Atherton, with emo-
tion.

“Yes, in the cold New England fashion 1 — Ah,
what ardour Carroll showed! what a noble grief ! ?
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But here Mr. De Groot was seized with a paroxysm
. that terrified Atherton. He summoned Father Smith,

“He iz worse,” said the missionary, hastily ap-
proaching the bedside. “I feared the effect of these
conversations. But he would '

© “Vincent must be called,” said Atherton

« True Frangois should have been here to carry

the message, but he is watching at the sacristy door.

You do not know the old man's cabin. I will go
for him.”

So saying, the priest sallied forth in quest of the

old Indian, leaving Alban to watch the patlent till
his return, ‘

THE FOREST,

CHAPTER XVI.

Among the goddés high it is affirmed,
And by etern word written and confirmed,
Thou shalt be wedded unto one of tho’

That have for thee 8o muchel care and wo.
Enight's Tule.

TuE scene in the sick room, where Alban remained

_a.lone,'was terrible. The good missionary’s anxiety to

keep Mr. De Groot from being agitated was now ex-
plamed It ‘was no other than a disease, probably an
inflammation, of the spinal cord, which had seized this
intellectual man. The ultimate origin, doubtless, had

. been mervous excitement, developing in a low fever;

but the immediate cause was a cold taken by exposure
when hunting with Duncan at Racket.
A philosopher convulsed! It contained a simple,

 yet pregnant lesson. What mocking power, derisive

of the dignity of man, controls those muscles, — as the
imprisoned steam, in the effort to escape, throws the
iron limbs of the engine into a seeming agony of
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labour! What unseen and merciless organ-blower
educes from that heaving chest and strangely-fixed
throat those dissonant cries in place of their wonted

flowing eloquence ! - Where is now that sovereign and -

piercing intelligence of the noble eyes? Rolling at
random are the masterless orbs, turning up their white
spheres in a ghastly style. So violent was the spasm,
that the sufferer would have been thrown out of bed
but for Atherton’s vigorous aid. There may be no
such thing as punishment, nature herself now says to
thee, O mighty speculatist] —but assuredly there is
-such a thing as suffering, even in the world of the
All-good. 1If in this world, why not in the next?
‘However, it lasted but a short time. A remission
soon declared itself The limbs relaﬁed; the frame,
which bad been- elevated in a stiff arch, sank down;
the eye recovered its lustre, and passéd, though enfee-
bled, under the control of its owner'’s Wili and intelli-
getce. The first use which Mr. Do Groot made of
speech was to breathe his daughter's name.
“Call Mary, call her!”
It was not till this request had been repeated, and
with a reproachful glance at the young man, that

Alban, somewhat reluctantly, obeyed. Crossing the

vacant intervening apartment, he tapped at the ladies’
door. Despite the gravity of the circumstances, his
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heart beat with a violent timidity at approaching so
sacred a locality as the bower of the maiden he loved.
There was no answer, and he tapped agam, louder.
A light step bounded to the door.

«Who is there?” asked a voice like the sﬂver
'strlkmg of a clock. . '

“ Your father is worse and asks for you,” responded
the deep and manly accent. |

“T come,” said the maiden.

In an incredibly brief time Mary appeared but
the remission had already gone off; she arrived only

* to witness 2 repetition of the same frightful paroxysm

which we have already described. ~Again the frame
of the sufferer became rigid, with a suddenness and
violence of muscular contraction that threw him half
out of bed as before; again he uttered senseless cries,

* and his eyes rolled in blank and ghastly eircles.

“«QOh! is my father dying?” said she, trembling,.
and kneeling down by the low bedside.

“I hope not yet.” )

“Where is Father Srmth?”

“(Gone for Vincent.”

The paroxysm was soon spent yet it seemed an
age to those who watched it. Atherton noticed that
the remission was less perfect, and that Mr. De Groot’s

¢

ever-commanding eye, in particular, did not regain ail
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its lucid and beaming intelligence as before. He
looked at them, Liowever, and spoke.

14 Maryl n

“My dear father!” .

“That partnership— I want it settled,” he replied.

“Sir?” |

“It must be a joint-stock concern,” said he, look-
ing at her painfully.

“He wanders, Mr. Alban,” whispered she.

“T mean that co-partnership—I spoke of it to
both the —— parties,” said her father, in evident. dis-
tress for words; — “you must be a partner” —he
was plainly searohmg his memory for an expression
to convey his meaning,

Both, no doubt, understood. perfectly what he in-

 tended, yet neither could help him out. Of course the

daughter could not; and the young man was withheld
by many feelings, but chiefly by an irresistible sense
of shame, very natural to youth. '

“My dear father,” said Mary, “try to remember
that God so loved the world as to give His only-begotien
Son, that whosoever believeth in Hi'm may have lLife ever-
lasting.” |

She spoke softly, but bent her eyes steadlly and
brightly upon his.

“Yes; you and he—" gla.ncing at Atherton —
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“have both taken shares in that stock — I dare say
it is good —I never — speculated in any thing — of
that description,” answered her fa.ther — “But you
must — join together — one interest —

The convulsion was already travelhng onward
again like a returning wave that dashes higher than

Jits predecessor on a tide-vexed beach. In a moment

all sense and selfcontrol were submerged, as the breath
of a bather is taken away by the wild onset. of the
surf. - - |
Father Smith did not return till he came in sup-
porting old Vincent. The old man tottered to the
bedside, and applied his trembling fingers to the pa-

‘tient’s wrist. Alban and Mary exchanged glances

which expressed how little confidence they felt in
that -superannuaﬁed Indian; whose form bent nearly
double with age, his partial deafness and wild mass
of matted hair, gave him an appearance of savage
'decrépitude rather than of venerable wisdom. Vin-
cent, however, as soon as the paroxysm was oOvVer,
administered a draught which Mr. De Groot took
submissively. - It was Lobelia, and was followed by
its characteristic symptoms of instantaneous vomiting
and complete relaxation. ‘ Supported during the first
by his daughter and Alban, when it was over, Mr.

De Groot sank back upon his pillow, utterly prostrate,
. 12 B
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But the effect upon the spasms was immediate and

marvellous, They never returned after he took the
draught, and in about twenty minutes he slept.

As soon as this occurred, the missionary retired
forthwith to the outer room and threw himself upon
his mat. Old Vincent, too, hobbled into the same .

apartment and lay down in a corner, folding his
blanket around ‘him. Alban and Mary De Groot
remained by her father's side. |
Alban observed his companion, whose eyes were
bent on. her father. Her face was flushed with excite-

ment of an unusual character. Mary’s lips were beau-

tifully formed but rerﬁarkably full, and her mouth

was noble” and expressive rather than delicate like -

Jane's. Ordinarily, the full orb and dark gray iris
of her beautiful eye expressed thought rather than

feeling ; — but that sibylline glance was sometimes. -

exchanged in ‘'a moment for a lambent fire of female
softness, the more difficult to resist ‘because unexpeéted.
It was one of the latter glances that she suddenly, and
evidently for some time unconsciously, gave Alban.
She had dressed inhaste, in the dark, and under the
stimulus of alarm. As she sat, bending forward, upon
the side of the couch opposite to Alban, many a slight
mark of this negligence was visible, that would have
been ungraceful in another, but added a charm to her.
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. Her raven tresses, put carelessly back, half hiding her

ears, and otherwise considerably disordered, might
yet have been so arranged for their mere flowing
and massive beauty at the wish of a sculpfor. The
neck, hidden by neither collar nor kerchief, by its
fine turn and snowy whiteness, carried out this inevi-
table suggestion of a piece of noble statuary; and thé
scantier flow of her garments showed more purely

the wave-like, unexaggerated outline of that form so

- bending, modest, and virgin-like.

If the father, emaciated by disease, and prostré.ted
by the energetic poison of the Indian leaf, was an

- image of death, the daughter, sitting on his low couch,

as if that picturesque contrast had been designed by
the ever-working, viewless Artist whom men call

chance, and gods call Providence, was no less an image

of young and graceful life. .

Atherton was deeply agitated by her singular,
unconscious’ gaze, although he would not have dis-
turbed her in it for the world: as when a yearling
doe (for this happens to all creatures whose instinet
is flight) is surprised by one roving the forest, she
gazes at him at first éteadfastly with her soft, dack
eyes in a gort of dream, and he fears to move, know-

“ing that the first step,-o'r‘a, hand put forth, will cause
~ her to spring, startled, into the forest. So the scene
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grew every moment more still and | quiet, till Alban
" could almost hear the beating of his own heart.

It might well be that some of this beauty was |
subjective, growing out of the deep moral tenderness

and inward worship of the gazer; another might
have perceived only a pretty girl enough, not so
neatly dressed as usual, where Alban saw a loveliness
and majesty half celestié.l, and a ‘dec‘orum beyond
criticism; and it was certain that, while his veneration

for her, puf to this test, was raiséd to its greatest |

height, his passion was so too, and his manly courage.
He thought in his impassioned revery that he saw
the hand of Heaven beckoning him on. Every night,
for three successive days, it had been as if an angel
" had brought this maiden to him, as Eve was brought
to Adam by his Creator, and at last a voice had
spoken by human lips, and bidden him take her, for
she was his, Youth is full of illusions, but it might
- be pious to think that this was not one altogether,
since not a hajr of our heads but is numbered, and
falls in its time as surely' as the empire of centuries.

Coming to herself with a slight start, Mary with-
drew her glance from Atherton, and saying, with é,or;le
embarrassment, that her father being so quiet now,
her presence was no longer required, but that Mr;

Atherton could call her again if it should be necessary,
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rose, not without an air of deep modesty.” She was
obliged to pass him, He sprang up and 1ntercepted
her, geizing her hand.

“You must not go,” he exclaiined,‘ with an odd
mixture of peremptoriness and diffidence, “till you
have consented to what your father requires.”

“1 must not go!” she repeated with astonishment.

“Must not, and shall not,” he answered with in-

_creasing hardihood. “Nay, I must not hurt this sofs

hand ! "—He threw his arms dexterously round her

waist and held her imprisoned fast, -
“This from you! Fiel Alban, release me this

instant! "

- % Certainly not.”

“Why, what does it mean?”

“ Ah, Mary, you know what it means as Well as I
I love you. But I do not plead that now. I pomt
to your father, and claim you in the name of filial
duty. If you wish him fo recover, you must set his

~mind at rest on this point. You understood him very

well to-night; you knew all about it before.”

She was perfectly passive, but hung down her
head as if ashamed. She even wept. >

“Will you make me guilty of treachery to my
friend ?

“Jane? She is my sister. A sacred horror fills
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me at the bare thought of loving her otherwise.

Besides, T have made a vow never to marry an alien .

in faith: —long since I made 4, when I deemed you
were in a cloister.”

“ Good Heaven!” she cried, with a crimson blush,
turning to him with infinite spirif, and very nearly

~disengaging herself. — “ Let me go, Alban, or you will

force me to take a vow for which you will be sorry.”

“You will not be so rash, I am sure, as to take a -
vow without the advice of a director,” replied he, with

a mocking smile.
¢ Utter nothing rashly,” said a voice behind them.
Both looked back, and Mary instinctively turned
to Alban, with a quick motion, as if she were about

_ to hide her face in his bosom, The missionary stood

in the door-way, with folded arms, and eyes fixed on
the ground. |

“ Utter nothing rashly, my daughter And do
you, Mr. Atherton, release this young lady, whose

~ modesty suffers by your rude constraint.”

The Jesuit spoke with that authority which they
say the priest never loses, and Mary gave a little
start, as if expecting to be imniedié,te}y released. But

the blood of all his Puritan sires boiled in young

Atherton’s veins, and they were prouder than Cas:
tilians, calm as Indian Sachems. He was flushed, too,
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with the consciousness of successful love —for every
word — every movement— of Mary’s had unwittingly
betrayed her affection—and strong in her father’s
_djing wish. Instead of releasing her, he seated him-

self Wdef_;frifncr-ly in the one wicker chair which the

room. contained, and drew her down upon his knee,
in spite of her bashful resistance.

. ‘% Alban — this is really unkind —in the presence
of another! TFor shame, Alban, unclasp me.”

“Shame and you cannot come together,” replied
Alban, tenderly., b '

“You dlsobey Father Smith!” she exclalmed

F‘ In the presence of the father who begat you,
and who gave you to me, no man shall take you
from my arms" whispered Atherton:—— “least of
all a religious, who dare not touch you, even to

. 8ave, nor, gray-haired as he is, lift his eyes to you .
-now, [ dare,” he added, triumphantly tightening that

gentle but irresistible embrace ‘which took away all

“her strength, moral as well as physical. “For I,

know that your heart is mine, nor do you deny it;
and ‘that only plea which you urge for refusing me -

- your troth, is gencrous, no doubt — noble and un-
" selfish — but one that I cannot admit. for a moment,”

“It is not the only one,” she murmuwred. *Can
I do what Mr. Atherton asks?” she said, addressing
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the missionary in an humbled voice, and turning her
head slightly towards him,

“Of course. That is — you are bound by no

vow?” added the Jesuit cautiously.

“ But to disregard what may have been inspirations

of grace, father?”

“The will of God is more clearly declared by His
provi&enee than by such interior movements, which
may proceed from nature after all, or even be illusions
of Satan, to inflate us with 'fn'ide and procure our
fall,” said the missionary, with a shade of sternness.

“ Fain would T have decided this in retirement —
with prayer and wise counsel,” said Mary, glancing at

her father’s paﬁid face, all whitely-dark upon the

whiter- pillows,
“ Every such promise,” said the priest with em-
phasis, “implies the condition that you do not after-

wards elect a higher state. You may safely give it,

therefore, my daughter, if, apart from that holy.
aspiration of yours, you are willing to obey your -

father.” , ;
“Of course I am,” she replied. *Now, Mr. Al-
ban” — speaking low, * for mercy’s sake, let me go.”
He kissed her so softly that she was barely con-
gcious of it, and released her. She fled with pre-
cipitation,
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CHAPTER XVII

) L4
The principle and foundation ig, that man was created to know, praise,
and serve God, and, by so doing, to gain eternal life for himself,
Spiritual Brercises.

“Prcoavi?? said the young man, in a half-penitent
tone. . S
“ Vere peccastt, fili mi,” replied the priest, with a
slight, grave smile. “May He pardon you who
knows our fragility.” |
" “Tell me as a friend wherein I have sinned.”
“ As a friend I have no cognizance of the affair,”
replied the Jesuit. | . |
“As a director then” answered Alban, with
humility, - '
“Your rashness, my son, may have spoiled a saint. .
A firmer soul, or one more resolute to mortify her
own will, T have almost never known in a neophyte.”
“In the marriage state also she may aspire after

that perfection,” replied the young man.
12%
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“ No doubt there will be room for it,” answered
the Jesuit, smiling again.

“T would never have interfered with a divine
vocation,” said the young man, “but when I found
that she was not insensible to love—"

~ «Tha proves nothing,” interrupted the missionary,
with some quickness— “nothing against her vocation.
There is no conceivable weakness on the side of na-
ture, but consists With a true vocation, if God supply
the necessary grace.” ' |

“I am aware, father, that we may be called to
renounce our dearest affections—but I thought I
perceived that generosity towards a,nother not a pure
aspiration after a more perfect state, was the source
of Mary's resistance. Then I felt warranted in exert-
ing a gentle violence in pleading the claim which her
father's choice had given me. If she had felt that I
wronged her, she might have escaped —'yes —at any
moment.” | . '

“In a very few years all these earthly loves will
be over, and if you are so happy as to reach Heaven,

a long vista of bliss in the enjoyment of God himself

will lie before you :-—these things will appear very .

insignificant to you then,” said the priest, laying his
hand on the young man’s shoulder.
“But we are on the. earth now,” replied Alban,
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“and after all, it seems that Miss De Groot has stili
the right to seek the cloister, if she is really called
to it.” — ‘

. Had she pledged you her faith at the altar she

'Would still possess that right, my "young friend, So

long as she is but promised, not rendered 7 added the
priest with emphasis, “she may elect to givée herself
to the Lord. Remember that, my son!” -

“I will,” answered the youth, with spirit. * At
the same time, I am not sorry for having evineed to
her a manly ardour, which I entirely felt.”

“Well, T do not think there was any sin in that,”
replied the Jesuit.

.But when the next day Atherton signified his
desire to use the present opportunity of advancing
beyond the threshold, where a singular Providence
had so long detained him, the good father interposed
a caution,

“Your wish is laudable — certainly you stand
in need of all the graces which our good God is

ready to bestow —but this is a great step. It imports

greatly to your spiritual welfare that you should take
it with a soul fully purified from the dross of earthly
desires, and fitted by divine contemplation to breathe
the air of Heaven, which, in no figurative sense, you
will then respire. I would advise you tc make a
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little retreat from the society of your friends, and
pass a few days in meditation and prayer.”
“ Most willingly,” said Atherton, “provided I need
not desert my nightly post by our patient’s side.”
“That need not interfere with this holy prepara-
tion,” replied the Jesuit. *Rather it is in perfect

accordance with the ideas of our holy father, Ignatius,

that all the mere outward circumstances of retreat be
dispensed with, if occasion serves. You may even
‘meditate with peculiar profit by the bedside of a ‘sick,
and perhaps dying man; and during the day, some
portion of which you will need for repose, I can secure
you as perfect a seclusion as you may desire.”

In fine, this was carried into effect, At a distance

of half a mile from the mission-house, in a grove

overlooking the lake, stood a lonely cabin which had

been for a long time uninhabited. The walk leading
to it was secluded, lying first over the hillocked bury- -

ing-ground of the tribe, then through a thick wood,
and lastly along the lake shore. It was here that
Alban took up. his quarters during the day. His
meals were brought to him by an Indian boy. He
came to the mission only at night, where he saw no
one but Mr. De Groot and the missiona-i‘y.

Mr.'De Groot had generally as many as two par-
"oxysms of his terrible nervous disorder during the
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twenty-four hours; and they occurred almost invari-

ably in the night; but Alban’s assistance was all
that he now required, or even admitted. Old Vin-
cent’s practice was simple; at every recurrence of
the frightful spasms, he heroically incréased the dose
of the powerf'ul agent by which he had once succeeded
in controlling them, and thus procured a remission
for the time, although the patient’s strength grew
daily less. Tt was in this awful sick-room that Alban
made the meditations on Death and Judgment, and
the State of the Lost-—those great certainties, the
former two of which must happen to all, sooner or
later, and the last of which may be the portion of
any one, for aught he knows. Dut it is not our
intention to follow our hero through the course of
this celebrated discipline — the Organon of the Will,
as-it may be termed — the spiritual geometry of Lo-
YoLa, by which the mind is truly purified from iis

idols, the passions are calmed, and the voice of God
is made audible in the soul _

_The purgative and lustral efficacy of meditation
and solitude was admitted even by the Pagans; but
the acts and sufferings of the Man-God, the ineffable
sweetness of His human chai‘acter, and the infinite
majesty of His divine one, alone furnish the matter .

~ on which this truly spiritual exercise can be employed,
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80 as to fransform and sanctify the heart. We are
strongly persuaded that many —many — of our Prot-
estant friends are so sincerely desirous of loving God
- that if they could only-know what a retreat if the’
would immediately seck admission to a Ohﬁrch ’Whichy
alone possesses or knows how to use so powerful a
means of grace, ' |
- While Atherton was thus in retreat, our .f'air
ﬁ:lends (to whom we must needs return) never saw
him, u.nless We may except the passing and involun.
tary glimpse which Mary had of him at ﬁzass |
The ?atter was with her father nearly all. day —
for occasionally he would send her away for exerciso
when Margaret took her Place, apparently to Mr D’
G‘r.root’s great content. There was this peeuliarit. 'e |
his disorder, that he suffered from it most at niy hl:
the day being comparatively a period of remiss?on’
Certainly, one would have supposed that .the care.
and ?ociety of his daughter would have béer; Welcom: '
to him in these hours, if in any; yet it was evident
that he rather suffered than enjoyed her preéenc
Nevertheless, he was nervoug if he missed her at the-
h01.1r when she ought to appear, but as soon as he‘wae
satisfied of her being in the mission, ‘he really seemec:

to prefor that she should be out of his sight. Some

¢ . e
of her attitudes and movements around the room
']
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or near his bed, appeared to annoy or startle him
" more than others. Many sick persons are singularly

fastidious on this head, especially those afflicted with
nervous diseases; but it is commonly some want of
grace, some angularity of posture, some awkward or
hurried motion, that offends them. What displeased
(if it was displeasure) or at all events disagreeably
affected her father in Mary De Groot, was, on the

contrary, a singular and characteristic elegance in her

manner of sitting by his bedside, a noble turn of the
head, if some slight noise attracted, or some one
addressed her, or the virgin grace of motion that
bore her to the table to get something that he
wanted, or brought her to his side if he called. More-
over, at that time our young ladies had not learned
to supply, by means mysterious to us, the absence of
a charm which J‘in other climes all-bounteous Nature
has bestowed upon the earliest period of womanhood ;
but Mary De Groot, though slim, straight, and elegant
in ﬁguré, inherited with the recent Milesian and
Provémjal blood that lowed in her veins, a richer gift
of form than her American ancestry would have
secured, so that, as the bud suggests the rose, she
might naturally remind her father of her at whose -
breast in infancy she hung, and seemed involuntarily
to announce herself as. the brooding songstress of some
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future nest, charming the heart of her mate and giving
food to her little ones. And this certainly should

have pleased him; yet, in fact, it filled him, as we

say, with a strange trouble. But nothing annoyed, or

more accurately, frightened him more than to hear
_ her once speak French to Father Smith, whose native

language it was, calling him simply, “ Yon pére.”

“My child!” he exclaimed, in a strange agitation,
“Never do that!”

Mary herself was pensive, in despite of a certain
happiness which must have coloured the existence of a
girl just betrothed to one that she loved. It was an
agitated kind of happiness, no doubt, mixed with
many fears, and these did not proceed altogether from
the ordmary source. A generous purpose, which she
had entertained from the first rencontre with the two

cousins at Lake Pheasant, in the outset of her Journey, |

was still in her mind.

The absence of her cousin, and the sick-room.occu-
pations of her friend, left Jane quite alone, except
when Mary came out for her daily walk, at her father's
bidding. For Jane of course accompanied her, and of
the two seemed most glad. The third day, (it was
Saturday,) they wandered farther than -usual, for
Ma.fy had been sent forth at an earlier hour, and the

afternoon was beautifully soft. They made a circuit
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r‘ by some fields of yellow stubble, all flickering with

high-lows, and through a bit of woods alive with
woodpeckers and squirrels ; they flirred away some
partridges, in crossing a long reach of marshy ground,
thick with_bushes; then they came upon a region of
all blackberry bushes, but. all stripped of their fruit
by the frost. Jane enjoyed this walk, which seemed
easy after their recent experience.

On the edge of the prairie, where the grove of
cedars swept away in a half-moon shape, they sat down
on a log to rest, and Mary told Jane of her engage-
ment, who fairly fainted. |

Mary prevented her from falling, and laid her gently
down in the grass. A spring gurgled near. In the
forest one is seldom wanting. Mary ran and filled her
hands with water. She succeeded in bringing enough
to dash on her friend’s face. She loosened the belt
of her brown linen habit.

“ You must think me completely treacherous,”
cried Mary De Groot, as soon as her friend was suffi-

cieﬁtly recovered to listen to her. “You have fallen a

sacrifice, Jane, to Alban's principles. You are a great

deal more captivating than T am, and he feels it, I am
sure. Had you becn a Catholic, and not his cousin, I

should have had no chance.”
At first Jane regarded her with looks of passionate
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aversion, then burst into tears, hid her face, and im--

plored her to keep her secret. o

“I am a woman,” said Mary, “and have some
regard for the honour of my sex.”

“He, é,lready knows,” said .Tane, wildly.

“That you like him,” answered her rival caress.
ingly. “But that js nothing. Alban has no idea, I
am sure, of the possible strength of our feelings in
such a case.”

At least you love him?- You will confess it
now,” said Jane, turning away her face.

“I share that weakness with you,” replied Mary,
blushing,

“Three days ago you denied it.”

“I only denied being jealous of you.”

“You knew you had no reason!” said Jane, bit-
terly.

“Nay! I was not so vain. But I singerely pre-
ferred your happiness to my own. It was really so.
My purpose in saying what T did, was to warn you of
the precipice on.which you were playing, unless you
opened your mind to the claims of our faith. I had
firmly resolved not to be your rival, but every moment,
involuntarily, I was one,”

| “You‘ always claim for yourself a generosity
which is impossible,” cried Jane, rising and seating
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herself upon the log again, with an air of infinite

haughtiness. _ : | . e
“Qh, yes! it is possible,” Mary answered, leaning

ﬁgainst the great cedar trunk, with a simple and en-

‘gaging composure. * Love is every thing to you. To

me it ought to be very little. According to my faith,
the life of the cloistered nun is the highest destiny of
woman, If, By an act of perfect abnegation, I could
gain the grace to see my vocation to it clear, I should
be truly happy. And, besides, I love you dearly —
though you hate me, of course, dear Janc:—I know
you do.” |

“Every word of yours is a stab,” said Jane.

“T do not mean it. I don't say these things to
friumph over you. God is my witness that if my
resigning Alban, and taking the veil, would secure
your happiness, —so far as the first goes, I am ready
to do it now.” )

 “You would go into a convent in order to leave
your betrothed to another ! quu do not expect me to
believe that!” cried Jane, with irritation.

«T did not say that precisely,” answered Mary De
Groot. “T cannot make & religious profession without
a higher motive than pity for a rival or generosity to
a friend ; but my own personal happiness I am willing
to give up. 1 would cede my own rights, if I could,
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and make you happy. I see that you do not be-
lieve it,” .
Jane shook her head incredulously. ,
“You are my friend and my sister,” pursued Mary,
- “and I know what belongs to that character. We
have laid our heads on the same rough pillow in the
wild forest — why doubt that I would suffer any thing
rather than rob you of quiet, happy sleep, and make
you shed bitter tears in secret? Do I not know what
it is? "
“Youl™
“Yes. Think you my attachment to your cousin
'is of no older date than our forest journey? Yet I

chose you to be my companion, although I saw you

were a rival, and felt how dangerous a one. And I did
not love you then as I do now, Jane. Did I not yield
to you on all occasions, till to do so longer would have
-seemed — yes, would have been-—a deeper coquetry ?
Have I taken advaftage of your’being a ' Protestant ?

I assure you, on the honour of a maiden, that when

Alban declared his attachment, I would not listen

to him at all, until he said that he had made a

vow never to marry an alien in faith. Could I do
more ?” )

“You have been very fair and generous,” said
Jane, convinced in spite of herself, “But I did nos
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believe that Alban could be so bigoted,” added she,
resentfully. _

“It is not bigotry:—it is good sense and good
principle, as you yourself will allow, if you reflect,”
replied Mary, with a sweet firmness, seeing that Jane
was now come to the point where she could bear to
hear the truth. |

Jane did not diépute on this question.

“What are these strong affections given us for?”
pursued her friend.

“To make us unhappy!” said Jane, bursting into
tears. ‘ )

- “Well, it is not just to make us happy — that’s
certain. I have been asking myself the question these |
last two days. I always bad the impression before,
that if I ever married, it would be either because I
was in love, or because papa so much wished it. DBut
these are not good reasons after all, it seems to me,
unlesé being married is going to promote our spiritual
good, and that of others —don’t you think?”

“ Certainly,” said Jane, with great indifference.

“ How then can it be well to be married to one who
instead of helping you to practise your religion (which
I take for granted is true) is likely to lead you astray

 from it? And then the others, for whese sake, the
" catechism tells us, this holy state was instituted, how




286 " THE FOREST.

can they,” she continued, too innocent to blush —
“how can they —be brought up in the discipline and
correction of the Lord, by parents who are not agreed
what that discipline 45, who don’t believe the same
faith, nor receive the same sacraments, nor frequent
the same church, nor read in the same Bible! Think
" of my own father and mother. Why! it does seem
to me perfectly absurd.”

Jane smiled in spite of herself: — « I never thought
of it,” said she, “in that serious light,” |

“But is not that the true light in which to view
it? Ts it not degrading to live in an union defrauded
thus of its real, holy end 7"

“T have never looked so far ahead,” said Jane.

“Nor I, before these last two days, I mustAown
-that T have been thinking a good deal, in that interval,
of the reasons why Alban ought not to marry Srou,'
dear Jane. But if those reasons were away, I could
easily resolve to forego the fleeting joys of this life”
— striking her breast quickly — her old familiar gesture

when deeply moved — “and seek my whole happiness”

in God.”

“But while those reasons continue,” said Jane,
with an undefinable expression, “you will not for
any other motive draw back from your engagement?”

é Ahl I-—love Alban!” answered Mary De Groot,
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bending down with a timid movement, and hiding her
face in her hands.

“You are plighted to him, too!” said Janél, rather
severely. “Is that nothing, in your opinion?”

“ Nothing,” said Mary, quickly, *against the call
of Heaven.”

“ What then has he gained by your prom1se?” :

“ What has he gained ?” repeated Mary, looking
up with a wondering expression and a deep blush.
“ Tt seems to me that he has gained every thing /"

Jane wept again. The noble style of Mary's
thoughts deeply convinced her how hopeless had
been “the struggle with such a rival —so much
worthier (she said) of Alban than- herself, The sim-
plicity of a young girl and. the tenderness of a woman
blended, too, so strangely with the intellectual {rigour
that she had always noticed in Mary De Groot, and |
with her inexplicable force of will. Mary, in truth,

" was but halfformed yet—but the elements of the

noblest and most captivating fomale character were
already discernible in hers. The devoted daughter,
the generous _ffiend, the tender mistress, and the
heroic Christian, were all there — undeveloped and -
unharmonized, but each true to its type.
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CHAPTER XVIII.

Behold in garments gay with gold
For other spousals wronght,
The Maiden from her father's house
With bridel pomp is brought.
. . Al for Love,

ToE rapid course of events had not so much pity as
moved the generous heart of Mary De Groot. On
Sunday morning (the fourth day from their arrival)
the mass was late — for the Indians came from a
distance in the forest —and Jave went. The forest
church was crowded, and with difficulty. were the

family from the mission-house accommodated with

places close to the rails. And lo! before the ser\}ice‘

began, but in presence of the swarthy congregation
already assembled, Alban, introduced into the sanc-
tuary, made his public abjuration of the errors of
Protestantism. Afterwards, in the midst of the sacred
pomp of the mass — for the Indians\pérformed the

music of a great French composer of a century and
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a half before, with wonderful accuracy — at ‘the usual
time; he received the pledge of communion. It
affected Jane deeply. The acolytes, with sparkling
torches, that surrounded the priest, the rich vestments
of the latter, the bell, the low words, the white linen h

- reverently extended, the bent heads of the children
of the forest, the rapt expression of Alban and some

others who received, the pervading religious. awe and
firm belief, united to form an impression of the
presence of the God of Israel under a new veil, with
lingering fears of an idolatrous ceremonial, The -
fervours and the formalities which she witnessed alike
perplexed her. Was it, then, a portion of the skies
let down to earth, or an extension of the old domain

of heathendom? She was completely lost. The old

certainties had been swept away, as by a flood whereon
shegfloated as on a wreck. ]

A fow more days elapsed, and the termination of
Alban's retreat restored him again to their society.

‘Mr. De Groot, who was failing rapidly, became anx-

ious that the engagement between his daughter and
_'y"c»ungr Atherton should be carried into immediate
effect. Jane's heart died within her when Mary in-
formed her that this question had been raised, and

was left to Alban’s decision.
“You see now that my promise was something
| 13
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real,” said Mary De Groot, who, of course, wept: and
Jane, with white lips, kissed away her tears.

The decision, however, was different from their

expectations. It might be that in hig retreat a change
had come over the spirit of young Atherton’s dream,
or it might be merely that his calm judgment pre-
“vailed over the eagerness of youth, or that he marked
the extreme paleness of his intended bride in leaving

the decision to him, or he might have been wholly

influenced by the motives which he assigned, which -

were that he was under age, that his parents were
unacquainted with his engagement, and that he coul_d
not marry to become dependent on his father-in-law.
Mr. De Groot set aside theso objections with his usual
_skill. Atherton, he observed, would be of age in a
month or two; his father, he knew, was very anxious
~that his son’s attachment to his (Mr. De Grogt's)
daughter should not miscarry; and the' unpleasant
situation in which Mary would be left was a sufficient
excuse for neglecting some formalities: as to the de-
pendence, his own death would soon put his son-in-
law in possession of ample means, Tt was very difficuls
to resist this wish of a father to see his daughter's
marriage accomplished before he breathed -his last and
left her among strangers in a wilderness, under the
sole protection of her lover, | |

B et e
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To satisfy Mr. De Groot, Alban proposed that they
should be espoused according to the Roman rite, which
Father Smith had suggested -was in use among the
Indians; Mary said — “ O my dear father! let it be

.go!”—and Mr. De Groot, not without a kind sneer

; at the young man’s frigidity, acquiesced.

The ceremony took place on the following day.
The Indian girls decked Mary’s bair with the latest
blooming flowers, of which a few yet lingered in the |
garden of the ‘mission, and made her wear it on her
shoulders in their own fashion. They invested her
(for she had 10 festive dress of her own) with one of
their tunics of crimson cloth, embroidered, like its
blue gé-kii-ah, or skirt, with the richest wampum, and
over it threw one of their square blue mantles, or -
blankets, having a deep border of the same brilliant
work. Her shoes also being worn out, they supplied

her with tawny moccasins worked in gold beads; and

rich pantalets of crimson cloth, fringed and profusely
embroidered in the same style, fell over her ankles.
Mary submitted with an indifferent good grace to
be thus bedizened, finding that it pleased her Indian
ffiends, who, after all, were the society of Cedar Lake.
She looked very beautiful and imposing in the costume,
— which belonged alone to the daughters of the highest
chiefs: her rich and clear complexion, deepened by
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the sun, and- her black hair floating in massy waves

over the embroidered mantle, consorted well with the
vivid colours prized by. the Indian maids. The cere-
mony was almost a mortal blow to Jane; the promise
interchanged was absolute; and the solemnity seemed
little less than their nuptials.

‘While the Indian girls were adorning Mar_)\r for
her espousals, Madeleine, and a sister of hers named
Catharine, talked to her of a virgin saint of their own
nation, the martyr at once of faith and purity, who

had suffered in the heathen times the most eruel .

torments for Christ, and whose grave (the objett of
frequent pilgrimages by the women of the tribe) was
some thirty or forty miles distant in the forest. Made-
leine had often before spoken of this native St, Cath-

arine, and of_ the miracles wrought by her intercession

in the cure of hopeless disease. But now all the Indian
girls said that if the espoused Marie would make a -

pilgrimage to the grave of the virgin. Catharine, per-
form the customary penance, and ‘bring thence to her

father ‘a bottle of water from the hallowed spring in |
which the martyr’s blood had been mingled and drunk

by her murderers, it would certainly restore him.

They urged it so much that she mentioned it to
Father Smith.

“It may be that miraculous -cures have been
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ﬁrrought through the influence of this martyr’s pray-
ers,” replied the priest. “Mind, I say, & may be.
There is a case of one of our fathers, apparently well
attested, and the traditions of the tribe (if you trust
them) speak of many besuies At the same time, my
dear-child, I doubt the proprlety of your making such

a pilgrimage just now.”

A natural shame prevented her from urging a
proposal that seemed enthusiastic.  But a day or two
after, her father having failed steadily, and a deep
anxiety about him having taken possession of all, she
i‘edurred to the subject again. '

“T am not of that use to my father which I ex-
peeted,” said the young lady. *Te is annoyed, even
in his present state of weakness, if T attempt to take
any of Margaret’s duties about him to myself, He
often sénds me away. Particularly now that Mr.
Atherton is here in the day-tlme I foel myself: almost
an intruder.” -

“What do you infer?” A |

“«“Am I not purposely left at liberty to try this
means of which our friends here think so hlghlx [

“You know not what you ask.” '

“Yes, I know.” ‘ : '

- #“Then youl know why I cannot approve it. These

severities are not for you, my daughter.”
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“Yet I must do something for my father,” replied

Mary with a sudden and unexpested burst of grief,

“Be contented, my daughter, with the inaction

which Providence, not your own will, impoges, and
which leaves you at liberty for prayer.”

“What is prayer without action?” said Mary.
“Pardon me, father, but I think you are secretly of
my opinion — that I ought to leave my father's bed-

side for a few days, to make this pilgrimage for his

recovery.” .
The missionary made no answer, and Miss De
Groot was obliged to rest content, obedience bemﬂ'

" the first condition of, merit,

She had already commenced a novena to the -

Blessed” Vlrgm and St. Raphael, whose foast ‘occurred
at this time, St. Raphael was the patron of tra.vellers,‘
and it was by him that the father of Tobias was cured.
Father Smith highly approved of the novena, and had
engaged the whole village to join in it. The Indians
had great faith in the efficacy of prayer, but they also
thought that a visit to the grave of their own martyr
ought not to be omitted. On coming out from the
exercises of the novena, which were held in the chapel
at evening prayer, all the old women surrounded Mary
and urged her fo make the pi]grimage; .

“I can scarcely expect my prayers to be answered,”

LY
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thought she, “if I neglect a means in which these -

simple people put so much faith. What can I do to
prevail on Father Smith?”

One day Atherton was sitfing as ‘usual in Mr. De
Groot's room, when Mary came in, and, contrary to
ber custom for the last two or three days, . seated
herself, Alban was a good deal blanched by the con--
finement, and from the effect of his retreat. Mary was
struck with his paleness. About four days had elapsed -
since their espousals, and she had not often looked at
her betrothed. From the effect of the stupifying drugs

" which Vincent was now obliged to give, and from

weakness, her father' dozed. | The yotng spouses passed
‘2 half hour (as they had many before) in perfect

‘silence.
“Do you think papa is any better?” ‘asked Mary

at last. .

“The spa.smé arc less frequent and less violent,
but he is more exhausted by them.” |

“ Are the medicines doing him any good?”

 They control the spasms.”

“ But they ‘eturn — the spasms return; and his
Strength is almost gone.”
| “It is very trye. n

There was a pause.

“T fear T shall disturb papa if 1 talk "
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“ Not at all ” said Atherton, turning to her. * He
takes no notice now, even when awake”

“Does he ever say any thing to you about the

future, Mr. Alban? —the future life, I mean.”

“He says that as he came from the hands of his
Maker, so he will return, — that God is the Fa,ther,
and Eternity the home, of the spmt and so on.”

“He will die so,” said Mary, with emotion.
“T fear he will” :

“And what then, Mr. Alban?” -

“He that belicveth not shall be condemned, and therek

®5 no other mame under Heaven, whereby we must be

saved, but that of Jesus Christ.”

“Those very words are always ringing in my ear,”
said Mary. “In a few days—a few days—the fate
of my father and your friend will be fixed for ever.”

“ What can be done?” said Alban, gently. “Your
father has a perfectly clear apprehensxon of the prin-
ciple on which salvation is offered in the Gospel, and
he rejects it as unworthy of his ideas of God.” .

“God Ialone can change his heéart, I know, but then
we must do every thing in our power. And it seems
to me that we are doing nothing so long as we leave
one reasonable expedient untried,” said the young
girl. - v

“You mean something, Mary,—what is Iif?” '
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She told him about the Indian saint— briefly but
warmly. She kindled with enthusiasm as she ex-
pressed the convietion that God would have regard
to the honour paid, with a simple heart, to a servant
who had hallowed this spot by her life and her
death, .

“But what would you do?” demanded Atherton,
with a very peculiar glance of his hollow, but bril-
liant blue eye, scanning her from head to foot.

“They want me to make a pilgrimage to her
tomb.”" -

“ And leave your father?”

“You are—his son, and dearer to him, perhaps,
than I am. He will not miss me.” ‘

“Tt is true that you will neglect no other office of
filial love by performing th1s for he suffers you to -
do nothing for him ; — with what' ‘obstinacy he adheres
to that, T have often been astonished to see,” observed

Alban thoughtfully. -
“ Nay,” pursued Mary, with unusual boldness, I

. have sometimes thought that the sight of me brought

‘on his attack.”
“It has looked like it certainly —if the thing were
not incredible.”
“Who knows but that it is intended I shall be -

free to do this very thing?”
13%
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“Tt is possibie,"’ said the youth.
“Then you consent to my going? ” said she, joy-
fully,

, “I1" said Alban, his paleness yleldmfr to a sudden
. flush,

“Two of the girls will accompany me. You know |
that I am a very good walker. It is thought we can.

feturn by the third day.”

“I do mot presume to think that my consent is
necessary. What does Father Smith say? Does he
approve it?” -

“Armed with your approbatioh, I think I can
eaéily obtain his consent.” ' :

“If the Indian girls are accustomed to make this
pllanmacre there can, of course, be no real da.nger in
it, for they are carefully looked to.”

 “The pilgrimage is performed by them with some
austere circumstances, I ought to say,” observed Mary
in a candid tone,

“ Ah!” said he, with a quick look of 1ove.

To expose Mary to hardship was a penance almost
infinitely more severe than to take it upon himself,
Mr. De Groot's seeming perversity in checking her

efforts. to be of use in his sick room Atherton had -

never regretted, for the very reason that it saved her, at
some expense of feeling, no doubt, from a confinement
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so depressing,—and even more than that. Those

- frightful spasms, which occurred more frequently than

ghe was at all aware, were a perpetnal strain upon
the nervous systerh of the beholder, that a female
organiiation was ill adapted to béaxj.

“Jf we undertake to propitiate Heaven by penance,
the rudeness of physical suffering cannot be avoided,”
said he at last, breaking the silence which these reflec-
tions had occupied.

«Of course not,” said Mary.

“You would not take the guldes with you, T

- suppose?”

“If I go, I must have no companions but those
of my own sex,” the young lady replied.

«Tf you go, pray for me as well as for your father,
at the tomb of the martyr, and may your prayers be
as efficacious as they are pure.”

Alban'’s consent, in whatever spirit given, having
been thus obtained, it seemed that Mary contrived to
overcome the objections of Father Smith. For on the
second morning after, her father having meanwhile
failed with alarming rapidity, Miss De Groot was
missing at breakfast, and Jane said in answer to Alban’s
inquiries, that she had gone away at least an hour
before day, with the Indian girl Oatherme He was
surprised at this choice of a companion, for Qatherine




300 ' THE FOREST.

was only fifieen, and questioned Madeleine on the sub-
" ject, who answered coldly and briefly. On pressing
the matfer, he found that Madeleine had refused to
accompany Miss De Groot, because the latter wished
to take Mrs. Duncan, to whom the proud young Indian
objected, first as an heretlc and then as a married

woman. She deemed that the pilgrimage should be

made by the young affianced, with companions in un-
bound tresses, after the fashion of the forest maids.
The young squaw’s objection had seemed éupersti»
tious and uncharitable to Miss De Groot. Mary had
occupied her leisure at Cedar Lake in teaching the

wife of the trapper the elements of Christian Faith.-
Compassion, indeed, rather than the need of her ser- -

vices, had induced Mary to retain Mrs. Duncan after
her husband’s departure. At the same time she made
the latter teach her in turn some of her own wild ac-
complishments, Mrs. Duncan could ride the halfwild
horses of the Indians without saddle or bridle, spring
over a fallen tree lying half her height, without touch-
mg hand or foot, and swim above or under watér —

which the squaws themselves could not. When Mary

was driven from her father's room, having no in-door
resources at the Indian village, she spent much of the
time, particularly the fine afternoons, in the open air
with Mrs_ Duncan. Being already a fearless horse-

*
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woman, she soon learned, after the latter’s example,
fo ride a spirited horse on the prairie, holding on by
the mane alone. With a steady brain and ready foot,

‘she could presently cross a stream on a slender and

springing tree-stem thrown across; or bound over a
trunk that lay in her path, without disarranging her |
flowing garments. After this. severe exercise, (in
which, perhaps, there ’mingled some thought of. con-
forming to her father’s idea of a complete physical
training, and a feeling that she was pleasing him in
some way,) heated, but not fatigued, she bathed in the
river, as was the custom of the Indian maidens, al-

- ‘though the ancestral culture, which her brief convent

experience had naturally not enfeebled, did not allow
her either to join their frolicsome company, or imitate

. their aboriginal simplicity of attire. The wife of the

trapper caught every new idea with astonishing quick-
ness, and ‘it was curious to pbse;‘vé. how while the
mistress (as she might be ‘called) grew visibly into the
heroic mould, the pupil softened with the moral grace,
of womanhood. .

. But while Mary De Groot thus not only main-
tained, but actually invigorated her health, like a
young Juxuriant shoot that ﬂourishgs by the s?de of
the, decaying parental free, Alban, as we have inti-
mated, lost ground gensibly, and Jane wilied. .Th.e
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latter — poor girll—had no other occupation at

Cedar Lake but the unwholesome one of brooding
over her own thoughts. She was, of course, too timid
to think of riding “ bare-back,” like her friend, whorm
she contented herself with watching apprehensively
from under the cedars that bordered the prairie ; and
on the only occasion when she ventured to 'bathe
came out pinched and blue, and did not recover the
shock for many hours. Jane, indeed, was far from
well since their arrival at the Indian village. Tt

affected her temper, and altered to sharpness the very

-~ tones of her once sweet and ear-delighting voice. In
her. intercourse with Mary, apparently in her own
despite, she often gave way to bursts of irritation,
followed by a spiritless compunction, Her -eye lost
its lustre from solitary weeping and wakeful nights,
and though neither thinness nor palencss could alto-
gether annul the charm of features so . exquisitely
regula.r yet upon the whole —for they had been
gearcely three weeks at Cedar Lake —her beauty had
dimmed most perceptibly, while that of Mary De
Groot was more resplendent than ever,
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CHAPTER XIX.

' dico a’miel pensier: Non molto andremo
D'amor parlando omai; che’l duro e greve
Terreno incarco, come freaca neve -

Si va struggendo: onde noi pace avremo :
Porché con lui cadrd quella speranza, -

Che ne fo vaneggiar si lungamente ;

i ‘piar ira.
E’l riso, el pianto, e la paurs, e I'i
, P PETRAROCA.

1 say to my thoughts: We sha’ n’t much longer go
Speakirig of love hencefortli ; since, full of woe,
This eartiily load, like to the ﬁ‘esh fall’'n snow
Dissolving goes: wheuce we frue peace shall know:
For with it that fond hope shall disappear,

Which made us rave 3o long and vainly here;

h er, and the fear.
-—-The smile, the tear, the anger, 12 Tramelation.

PrrrARCH, perhaps, is in Heaven with his ‘Laurff,
where, if 5o, he sees that Sommo Benm, to whom, he
says, her earthly beauty directed him. SW(?et. are
his songs, and (which we have not seen noticed)
breatije a healthful melancholy, that, amidst the ex-
qu1s1te lmgermg over earthly charms, more than
attests the vanity of such pursuit. For we do mot
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forget that Petrarch, the friend of so many Popes,
and crowned with the laurel, at Rome, on Easter
Day, 1341, with solemn pomp and great concourse,
and the applause of the Senate and the people — was
ours. But the aim of poetry in reference to the pas-
sions; is a mystery beyond this age.

The novena had commenced ‘on the Feast of St
‘Raphael, the patron of travellers and angel of healing,
and was fo terminate on that of All Sairits. The
exercises began every evening with the hymn Ven:
Oreator Spiritus ;- for the principal object was to obtain
for the dying guest of the tribe the grace of conver-
sion. The Litany of the Saints, the Rosary, the
Salve Regina, and a short meditation by Father Smith,
were concluded by the magnificent funéﬁion of the
Benediction — that blending of sacred pomp and deep
tenderness. Nothing could exceed the fervour of the
Indlans both men and women.

Jane was an interested spectator. Her mind was
naturally drawn to the subject which ever affords a

resource to the disappointed affections, and to women

often the only one. The sight of a whole popu]atlon
energizing in prayer, so perseveringly, for a smg]e,

unselfish object, excited her sympathy, in the same
‘ way, probably, that it would have been excited by
‘the contagious feeling of a revival; but the invoca-

R
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tion of the Divine Spirit by that simple and fervent
congregation, was surely not without its effect. The
& )

. exhortations of Father Smith, which she began to

understand, ‘containing no direct argument, but many
explanations of the doctrines of his faith, sank silently
into her mind and heart, like a gentle shower, soften-
ing and washing away her prejudices before she was
aware. ‘

It was Singﬁlar that two features of the religion of
her friends, which at first had seemed repulsive, the
one to her reason and the other to her heart, had
acquired a sort of charm for her. These were the
dogma of the Real Presence, and the principle of
asceticism, including celibacy and the convent life.

The victim herself of passion, she sought the sup-
port of an unbendiﬁg rule; and, with the unsatisfied

~ craving of a disappointed heart, looked for something

substantial in Christ, where hitherto she had been
contented with an image of her own creating. The
immenSe difference between an ideal object of love —
the projected eidolon of a tender fancy— and a real,
breathing lover, with an independent life, who came
and went, spake or was silent, caressed or refrained -
from caressing, according to the laws of his own being,
and‘not the wish of hers, was a matter of experience
to her. She knew that the last was life; the first a
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hollow and exhausting fantasy. At Benedietion, when
-all but herself were bent in adoration of the Blessed
Sacrament, Jane felt a similar difference in the things
of faith,

.Then the life of the convent appeared to her an

image of peace. Its tranquillity, its regularity, its

unwearied devotions, its seclusion, all which Mary De
~~Groot had vividly described to her, offéred to her
tempest-tossed $pirit a haven of rest. If she were only
~ a Roman Catholic, which, to be sure, she could never
be, she could. be at peace in the cloister, she thought,

away from that world which had disappointed her, and

where every thing now wore the most cheerless aspect.
A sense of shame, which always mingles in a woman’s
,disappointment, madé solitude seem attractive, and

society, where so many would suspect her secret,

terrible. _ '
The power which Alban had obtained over Jane's

mind, had long been at work to modify her opinions.

His explanations always seemed to her clear; his
- arguments always‘,convincing, even when she did not

accept his conclusions. If this had been the case even

when his ultimate conclusion had been repugnant to
~ her wishes, how much more when it appeared to her

as a plank of safety in the shipwreck of her happiness,
- and almost, as she fancied, of her fame.
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The great thing which troubled Jane was the
invocation' of Saints, which, in spite of every thing
that she had heard said in its defence, appeared to
infringe on the sole confidence due to the One Media-
tor. She expressed this warmly to Alban as they
walked in the garden after tea, on the second even-
ing after Mary's departure, when they happened to
be speaking of the devotions of the novena.

“T comprehend your feeling, for I once had it
strongly myself,” said Alban. “Yet at that very
time I did not love Jesus Christ so much as I do
now, when I invoke His holy Mother and the Saints.
everjr day. Solitur ambulando, my dear Jane;

‘which means that there are certain speculative diffi-

culties which are best solved. by experiment: that
very practice which seems to you adverse to the
prerogatives of the One Mediator, springs, in ‘truth,
from the strength of our confidence in His mediation.
He has said that His saints should reign with Him;
we believe that they really do. Every prayer to a

saint, therefore, is an acknowledgment of the truth,
- the power, and the infinite merits of Christ!”

“Alas!” exclaimed Jane, “if I only knew what
to believe!” ‘

“You have arrived at that doudl well enter-
tained, which, as a great philosopher has said, is
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the first step to knowledge,” Alban replied, with

calmness,

Margaret Dolman passed them in the moonlight,
and entered the mission, '

“If I could but feel as sunple a fmth as that girl!”

pursued Jane, sighing, and seating herself on the
threshold of the house. “Do you remember, Alban,”
she continued abruptly, making room for him,—
“how we used to sit together on the door-sill at Aunt

Fanny's? or have you quite forgotten those.days?’_"
“They are not easily forgotten,” he replied, thank- -

ing her with a slight bow for the offered place, but not
taking it. “We were children then.”

- “Iwish I were a child again at Aunt Fanny's!” .

exclaimed Jane, spreading out her dress with a quick
movement, so as to fill the whole door-way. She laid
her head on her knee and sobbed, .

“ What shall T say to you, my sister — my beloved
sister and playmate?” cried Alban in a soft ' voice,
dropping on one knee by her side upon the broad stone
step, and caressing her head. “If wishing could make

- us children again, T too! . But time past never returns,

Let us use the present well. Our youth iz with us
now, but it will pass like our childhood. So will our
life —our sorrowful life: for a shadow has fallen also

.upon mine. I can do better than return your love,
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since I can sympathize in the grief of its disappoint-
ment. For why, dear Jane, should I draw a veil
between our hearts by affecting to be ignorant of your
secret? How should I be unacquainted with it? We
loved mutually once, when we were both children, and
it is only that T have been inconstant, while you feel
1nJured and deserted.” '

“No, no, Alban, It is pure weakness on my part
— principle on yours —that has made the difference.

- How you must despise me!. And you have your vir-
‘tuous Mary to compare me with!”

She sprang up and would have fled to. hér room ;
but he caught her dress and detained. her.

“Let go,” she- cried, passionately., “I have some
pride left, Alban — some virtue — though I know you
doubt ‘it.”

“ Hear me say a few words — do not let us separate
under a mistake!” he answered, with persuasive calm-

. NEess.

She yielded to a mixture of hope and curiosity,
and suffered herself to be drawn down again fo her
seat, and he placed hlmself now beside her.

“As in the old times! See, in this fair door-way
there i,sl room for Mary too, were she here. We will
fancy, that she is. And after all, brother and sister

need not be so very distant.”
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“I was trying to turn my affections into a sisterly

" channel, and it hurt me that you seemed to put another
construction upon it.”

“Tt was myself, not you, whom I was guarding

- against the dangers” — he smiled tenderly — “of too

great prommlty I never thought of your taking it
to yourself,” .

“I am very jealous and irritable, I know."”

“St. Aloysius of Gonzaga, it is recorded, was of a

purity so angelical that he would not look at the face -

of his own mother,” pursued Alban, smiling again.
“No doubt he was inspired to impose upon himself
such a rule, in order that youth might learn, by the

example of so great a saint, to distrust its own weak- -

'ness, and be gn its guard against the most captivating
appearances of safety, in a i‘egion full of pitfalls con-
cealed under flowers. What think you, Jane?”

“His conduct strikes me as extravagant, but you
“assign a beautiful reason for it.”

“ A white robe shows every spot. All that I aspire
'to is-ordinary virtue; but to secure that, it is necessary

to go a little beyond, and practise the mortlﬁcatlon of
self in innocent things.”

“You have said enough to soothe me.”
“I too,” added he, gravely, “have a passion fo
overcome, and am exposed to feel a craving for un-
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healthy syfnpathy. Do you know, dear Jane, that I
am far from sure of my espoused ever becoming my
bride? I cannot explain to you why. Perhaps it is
she who hears a higher call than that of earthly love,
— perhaps it is myself.”

“Tt seems to me,” said Jane; “that you will both
be inexcusable if you throw away your own happi-
ness in that manﬁer.” ‘

“You do not know the force of that deep attraction
from worlds unseen which enables us thus to stem the

current of our passions.”

“It must be great indeed.”

- “Eternity and the Infinite God — these are strong
ideas, Jane. Why, what is this mysterious malady,
from which we both are suffering, and which we both,
perhaps, shall be obliged to cure as best we may?”

Jane thought she knew wvery well what it st,
but she was always Willing‘ to listen to -Alban, and
perhaps most willing on such a theme, |

“I call it a malady, because it is no sin, and yet
it is not in the order of reason; for we blush to be
suspected of it. This is that which causes what is
else so beautiful — the tirﬁid advances of the youth —
the bashful flight of the maiden. Love is not in the
order of Teason, and if so, then it is no irreparable
misfortune to be obliged to overcome it.”
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“Ah!" said Jane, smiling involuntarily, “it is easy
to talk in that way, but will such reasoping cure any
body who is really in love?” |

“No; but it may decide us to attempt that cure
by other and more appropriate means.”

“ And what are they?” asked Jane with a sigh.

“To take away the fuel that this fire in the bosom
feeds upon, and to occupy the soul with other thoughts.
What excites and nourishes love are the society of
the beloved object, looks, caresses, reveries in absence
— a million things that lovers know and love delights
in. Other thoughts, fit to displace, these dangerous
employmeénts, are those of Heaven and Hell, of the
passion of Christ, the sufferings of the Saints, the use
- of tribulation and the shortness of life. A very good
antidote is to imagine how the form we prize so inor-
dinately will appear in the grave, and to reflect that
it is certain to become there an object of disgust.
Another is to ponder how -glorious a thing in the
sight of God is holy celibacy‘—— the life of angels;

and to remember how our Lord ~honoured virginity

by His own example and that of His Blessed Mother.
It will be hard, my sister, if with all these consider-
ations we cannot Tise above our infirmity, and learn

. at least to tread with patience and serenity the painful
way that lies before us.”
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“Tt would certainly be better to do as you say —
it does appear that it would help us a great deal.”

#There is no more certain medicine in the world,
than this, for a heart diseased. Let us fasten our eyes
on that unchanging state which awaits us from the
moment that we put off the body, and we shall soon
see through the iltusion that would still conjure up a

" Paradise here, where Paradise is long since forfeit.

It will all be as clear to us as noon-day. Little shall

‘we care to pluck the flowers that fade in our hands.

How soon will beauty fade? The maiden who is now
adored, in how short a time will her form be Joveless,
and her now rich locks, become gray, shade a counte-
nance without bloom, or the winning softness that now
inspires delight? Such is your fate, Jane, and Mary’s, .
and that of every lovely one. Contend not, then, for
a scéptre so soon to be broken, but lift your heart to
that country where the beauty of the soul shall shine

undimmed for ever.”

«Fain would I do 80, Alban.”

-] use, you see, a brother’s right, to advise you,

perhaps a trifle too sternly-—that is a part of my

‘own self-denial.”

“T do not mind the sternness,” said Jane, weepmg
“Shall I now show you the other side of the pic- =

- tare,” he exclaimed, warmly. “Shall 1 talk fo you as

14
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. -a‘gentleman_?——t'l‘hen, Jane! my sister and my beau-
~ tiful friend! how deeply do I feel your noble con-
stancy, which honowrs you, and of which I am
unWorthyl How proud I am to have been the object
of that pure affection!”

“No, no, no!” -

“Yes, yes! a thousand times yes!” he exclaimed,
rsuddenly bending towards her, and kissing her fore-
head. ‘Tt raises me in my own estimation more than

I can express, So it does in Mary’s. Lift up your

head, dear Jane, and see yourself in that position of
dignity which belongs to every woman who is true
to herself. Why should you blush for your own truth
—your own fidelity! We honour you for it. We
love you for it. Tt was not a mere hallucination either.

There was something real in it—a tie of blood, an,

early, beautiful affection, a Providence leading us
together in the present time for good. We are not

going to part asunder in this world, my sister, but
when one obstacle has been removed, (as it soon will

.be,) to be more -closely united than ever-—-—by the
most sacred ties.”:
“You make me happy now. Ob; that is all I want,
1ot to be left in such cruel isolation ! cried Jane,
“And you forgive my impertinent (but sa.lutary)
advice of just now?”
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“I would rather you should strike me than let me
alone,” she rephed w1th a, smﬂe “The advice was
good.” ' , o ‘
“Consider that I soliloquized, and that what I
recommended to you was merely the needful remedy
for myself.”

«Qh, I neéd it too.” |

“If you knew just my history and real character,
it would dispense you from the use of other remedies
against any shade of partiality for your cousin that

“exceeds a sister’s fond regard.”

She smiled incredulously.
“I need not recall our childhood again at Aunt

_ Fanny’s, But at college for three years, amid my '

books and student ambition, I lived in -a self-flattering
Way —on your image, Jane.”

“You should not tell me so.”

«T read hard, as they say in Enaland " pu.rsued
he, “chiefly Greek. Pride, self-conceit, and overween-
ing ambition, prompted my studies. First, I seized
upoﬁ the Poets, and I thought only of being another
Homer, Sophocles, and Pindar, all in one; then I
got hold of Demosthenes, and the glory of a great
orator inflamed me altogether; and, last of all, the
Philosophers came up, and nothing would content
me but to emulate Plato. In the midst of this"-—
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with a slightly mocking tone — uy was: only'a shy col-

legian, who at any time would have. crossed a street
or turned a corner, to avoid meeting a face that looked
out from under a bonnet. But just at that erisis, I
saw Mary De Groot at a fair, and I am sorry to say,
dear ‘Jaﬁe, that all my long constancy to you, which
had kept me at least more pure in conduct than most
~ of my companions, took flight before her dark eyes
and giﬂish fascination, although at the time I deemed
that I only admired her as a beautiful child. I firted,
from levity or vanity, with others, till Mary herself
cured me by a well-timed exposure of such ridiculous
behaviour; then I had a grand passion;— for a noble
girl, it is true, and it had like to have been serious,
from my mixture of audacity and simplicity, and a
high sense of honour (which I really had) joined to
the most absurd ignorance of the: world; and here

my over-vaulting ambition took an Oriental and mili-

tary turn;—1 cannot explain to you all, but it was
infinitely absurd; and yet, at the same time that my
imagination was exalted in this extravagant style, I
felt—to my deep humiliation, then and ever since —
the meanest of all attractions—mo matter for that.
But see, Jane, what a compoﬁnd of weaknesses you
have so faithfully loved!”

“We have all our weaknesses; if the truth were
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known,” said Jane, whose blush during this recital
the pale moonlight had happily concealed. “But it
is not every one,” she added, “that overcomes them
so bravely, and so nobly confesses them.”

“ Ahl I have had them up to this time, and of
those which are more recent I have not courage to
acouse myself, even to so indulgent a confessor as
yow” — And Alban was soon lost in thought. Jane
had vanished, too evidently, as he busied his mind,
involuntarily, with the recent passages of his life.

Jane sighed as she marked his abstraction, but,
after all, there is no comfort like -truth, and it is
certain that her ejres had an expression of consolation
to which -they had long been stré.ngers, as she raised
them to meet her cousin’s still absent glance, be.
neath the autumn moon. She was nothing to him
but a sister, she saw full well, but a sister tenderly
loved. The sweet, yet painful, conviction ‘sank deep
into her heart. 'When he presently addressed to her .
some slight remark, as if he had forgotten what had
just passed, she answered in a cheerful voice, which
seemed to regain at once its native sweetness.

%It is indeed a beautiful night.”

“I wonder if the pilgrims have reached their
Journey’s end,” said he, rising. ‘“But here comes
Father — Smith.”
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" The missionary approached from the chapel, through -

the moon-lit garden, with a slow step ; the beretta on
his head, and his arms folded over his long robe. . His
eyes were bent on the ground. A
“And there,” said Jane, looking in the opposite
direction, — “ there comes -old Vincent, dear“Alban.
He is'coming to see how his patient is to-night.”
Atherton stood tranquilly expecting ‘them, The

- thought of Mary, and of the hardships, if not dangers,

to which she was exposed, was never really absent
from his mind; but it was a part of his character
(as we have long ago seen) to meet the present duty
with the same calmness as if he had been free from
every painfui pre-occupation. It was a trait :tha.t
often. did injustice to the strength and ardour of his
feelings, till you were pressed near enough to his
heart to jeel its impassioned, manly stroke; -

THE.FOREST,

CHAPTER XX.

There is something in this meore than natural, if philosc»phy could find
it out. . ‘ .
Hamlet.

" THERE was a lively expectation in the village, from

the moment when it might be supposed the pilgrims
had reached the grave of the saint of their tribe, that

~Mr. De Groot would show signs of amendment. More-

over, seven days of the novena had been fulfilled:
When old Vincent came hobbling out of the mission
on the evening we have begun to describe, he was
surrounded by a crowd anxious to hear that the patient
was better. It caused at first a perceptible disappoint-
ment, especially among the squaws, when the immovea-
ble silence of the old man intimated that no favourable

* change had yet ocourred, No one, however, asked a

question. Madeleine, supporting her grandfather’s
steps with her sinewy arm, bore hemself with a
haughtier carriage than usual. She did not believe
that the martyr's intercessions would be vouchsafed in |
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this" instance, ali:hough the white chief's daughter was
performing the pilgrimage with all its penitential
severities in the strictest manner.

Alba.n and the priest came out of the sick room

together. They no longer cared ‘to remain there so’

strictly, as Mr. De Groot for two days had ceased to
notice who it was that waited on him. The moon
attracted them again into the garden. J ane rose
from her seat on the door-sill to let them pass, and
then'resumed it, as if bent on enjoying like them the
beauty of the night.

- “He fails from day to day,” said Alban, “not
rapidly, but surely.”

“ His daughter should have reached the grave of

the blessed-Cathqrine before sunset to-night, and must

by this time have consummated the usual penance,”

replied the Jesuit thoughtfully, * Performed in faith
and humility by almost spotless innocence, 1t ought to
* merit an answer from the Kingdom of the Saints,”

“What is the nature of the penance performed on
this occasion 7" inquired Alban.

“Miss De Groot, I suppose, did not speclfy it, and
I may as well not,” replied the Jesuit, with a look of
eaution. “Let it rather prevail with Heaven than win
praise from mepn. Do you know tha.t that fellow
Duncan is here again?”
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- #JIs he so? Pierre must watch the chapel to-
night.” '

“He pretends to have returned for his wife, and
affects to be much disappointed that she is not here,
He talks of going after her.”

“Does he?” said Alban, qmckly “T shall send

Pierre and Courtney on his trail.”

“That was one of my objections to Miss De Groot’s
expedition — although not ‘the chief objection,” re-

turned the Jesuit. “If there were only Indians in

these woods, women would be safe as in a sanctuary;

~but there is always in these border forests a class of

miserable white men— half squatters, half trappers, and
whole scoundrels.— They defraud, corrupt, and some-
times murder the Indians, and will insult a squaw if
they have the opportunity. As Duncan has a Wifé,

one hopes that he would know how to treat women'
with propriety. His reputation, however, is not good

in any respect.”
“ Mrs. Duncan seems a good sort - of woman,” ob~
served Alban, 7
~ 4 8he is lamentably ignorant by Miss De Groot's
account, but an angel compared to her husband, if
such heé be.” | '
“If such he bel” repeated Alban.

“ 'I‘hese connections on our wild ﬁ'ontler often
14*

-
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lack the sapction of either civil or religious ceremony.

That does not necessarily render them invalid, if the
parties act in good faith; but the good faith of such
a fellow a3 Duncan may well be suspected. - Miss
De Groot was much disturbed to find that Mrs,

Duncan,.ag she expressed it, had never been married.

I quieted her on that head by what I deemed a. just
representation. Mrs, Duncan, after all, is an unbap-
tized heathen. She could not participate in the holy
sacrament of marriage, and as for the civil contract,
it depends on the custom of countries. She considers
herself a wife, beyond a doubt.” o

“He is a rascal —that fellow.”

“She is under instruction,” pursued the mission-
ary, “which she receives, Miss De Groot says, with
the docility of a child. She does not know enough to
dispute any thing that is told her by a person so
- superior. ‘One doctrine -of our holy rehglon is as
easy for her to believe as another, as it is with our

Indians. Happy simplicity! mother of faith! B .

ore infantium et loctentium perfecisti laudem.”

“What does that mean?” asked Jane.

“Qut of the mouth of infants and sucklings thou
hast perfected praise,” rephed -Alban, to: whom the
- question was addressed :

“Qh, a verse in the Bible!” sa1d Jane.
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“Very different is the case of our poor patient
there within,” continu?d Father Smith, with Ia. sigh.
“He is one of the wise and prudent of this world —
oo wise to believe what his reason cannot comprehend.‘
I have known him long, and he has always been the
same as now, prolific of ideas, profoundly penetrating
as to the grand sccular bearings of Christianity, but
insensible to faith, To hear him descant on some
misunderstood ‘period of European history, and vin-

~dicate the grandeur and utility of the action of the

Church, you would suppose you were listening to a

. fervent believer, when you would learn, to your sur-

prise, that he regarded it only as a ma,sterpiece of

- human wisdom.”

“ A glorious Sadducee!” obgerved Alban.

“ Alag] yes!”

“If he dies so, he cannot be saved 7"

“ Qui non credit, condemnabitur : ——-of course not.”

“He is our friend, and Mary's father —and yet
he must perish for ever!” :

“If our poor prayers and penances can ava.ll any
thing with the Supreme, he may yet be converted.” |

~« Ah|" exclaimed Alban, *what sacrifice would I |

not make, to obtain so great a boon!”
At this moment a shrick was heard in the house,"

and Margz;.ret came flying to the door in terror.
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“ Father! Mr. Atherton ! 'my master is getting up.”

Jane turned and also shrieked, covering her face.
Mr. De Groot was coming out of his room. Alban

rushed past Jane, and the missionary also went in,

when he had prevailed upon her to rise, for she was
spell-bound by fright and startled modesty. ‘
" “Where is my daughter, .A.therton?” said Mr. De
Groot.

With d]fﬁculty they persuaded him to return to

bed, although he could not stand without support for
more than a minute,

“ De Mornay | ”

“I am here,” said the missionary, advancing,
“ Where is my daughter ? ?

* Mary has gone away on an errand connected with

your health, sir,” said Alban, soothingly, -“ She will
. return to-morrow.” |
“She was here not a minute ago,” sa.ld Mzr. De
Groot, whose eyes constantly sought a partlcular spot
on' the floor. '

“ Margaret was here, sir, or perhaps you saw my
cousin Jane sitting in the door-way.”

“I saw Margaret. She ran away screaming like

‘& fool. I saw a young lady in the door-way too.

That was not my daughter. Has any thmg happened
to Mary?”
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“She is absent, sir, on a short journey, as I men-
tioned just now. She has been gone a couple of days,

~ and we expect her back to-morrow.”

«She is dead,” said Mr. De Groot. “ You will'
never see her again., She has been murdered in the
forest.” - |

“ What said your master when he first attempted
to I‘ISB?” demanded the priest of Margaret.

“ Why, sir, of a sudden he sat up, without saymg B
any thing, and looked as if he saw somewhat on the
floor. Then at onst he jumped up, and give ‘me a
push because I tried to stop hmg, and made as if he
would have picked something up. Then I scrg.med
and run to call Mr. Atherton and you.”

«T saw Mary,” said Mr. De Groot, quietly. “I
thought at first she lay on the floor; but when I got
up I perceived a river-bank and trees. Try my pulse,
de Mornay.” ‘

“ How did your daughter a,ppear to you ?” in-
qmred the missionary, feeling Mr. De Groot’s pulse.

“ Half-stripped and covered with blood.”

He raised himself again on the elbow, and bent his
gaze earnestly upon the floor.

“You see nothing at present?”

“ Nothing.”

“Tt was a hallucination,”
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“T wish it would réturn,” sa1d Mr. De Groot, * for
my satxsf'actlon "

Alban  regarded a.lternately the Jesuit and the
father of Mary, the former not without an. air of re-
proach mingled with resignation. The latter 'suddenly
altered to a death-like whiteness, and fell back in a

. swoon, - At first they thought he was dead. Margaret,
whom these circumstances converted into a sort of

animal, uttered a howl. - Alban ran out and got some

- hartshorn from -Jane, who he knew had some. Mr.

De Groot revived. They gave him a little brandy,
and when old Vincent came in, after examining the

lpulse and tongue, he ordered some nourishment to

be given him, Let’ us leave him to their care, and

~direct our attention to a different scene,

_ THE FOREST.

CHAPTER XXI.

Q'er fear, o’er thousand forms of pain,
Victorious she stood!
And won the everlasting heights
_In streams of her own blood. ‘
Breviary Hyfnﬂ.
Ir was towards the decline of the second day that the -
pilgrims approached the shrine buried in the forest.
They rested on the edge of a small circular cleanng
surrounded by a sweep of gigantic pines and cypress
and mighty oaks. On the lefs hand, above the highest
tops, rose a wall of rocks, precipitous and beetling; at
an equal distance on the right, between the boles of
the forest, a mountain torrent roared and flashed over
a shelving bed. Right in the centre of the clearing
was an enormous boulder or isolated rock. ' Giré by
the wide-sweeping circle of ancient trees, it resembled
'a Druid altar surrounded by giant sacrificers. And
truly in the old Indian times it had been often stained .
with the -blood of human victime. Here a Jesuit
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missionary, more than two hundred years before had
been tortured and mutilated, and two of his neophytes
murdered after he had baptlzed them at the stake, with
" a few drops of water adhering to a leaf of maize., Here

THE FOREST.

'Oa.therine, the saint of the Iroquois, a hundred and |

forty years before the period of our story, having been
gashed with knives in every part of her virgin body,

and burned with red-hot gun-barrels and live brands, |

~was scalped alive, her bleeding head covered with hot
- -embers, then compelled to fly, and pursued with blows
and missiles till she was finally despatched by the blow

of a hatchet, not meant in mercy, but prompted by

rage at her fortitude, Her crime was twofold in the
eyes of the savage persecutors refusing to become the
wife of a pagan Indian, and persmtmg in “the prayer.”
She died praying for her murderers, the purest inno-
cence of life, jdined to the severe penances then com-
mon among the Indian converts, having prepared her
to exhibit that patience under tortures, by which she

glorified the King of Martyrs and won a throne of
_power beneath His feet.

Such was the tals which Ca.therme, the young A

Indian glrl sister of the ‘proud Madeleine, and com-
panion of Mary De Groot, now again related in point-
- ing out the very localities. Mrs. Duncan. listened with
tears, and bestowing on Miss De ‘Groot a glance of
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* humble veneration, seemed to intimate that her young

‘instructress possessed the spirit of the saint.

Mary was attired in the humblest garb of the

| squaws. A tunic of red cotton, with short sléeves,
and secured round the waist by a belt of undressed

skin, reached midway below her knee. Her feet and
ankles, bare, had exchanged their natural rosy white
for a dark fleshy red, and were soiled also by the
decaying or miry floor of the forest, as well as staine.d
by streaks of blood and red scratches, Her dark hair

" flowed dishevelled on her shoulders and bosom. Over

her head she had thrown a blanket of the usual blue
cloth but coarse in texture, which hung down nearly
to her feet, and as she leaned against a fallen pine,
she held it confined in front with one hand. It is
the same garment, ever modest, the most ancient outer
vestment of her sex, which we see in the Greek statues
of women, and in the pictures of the Blessed Virgin,

and which is still worn in the antique manner by the

Indian females.
Miss De Groot’s rosary was stuck in her rough

" belt. She carried no other burden, but both Mrs.

Duncan and the young Indian had a bundle of mod-
erate size, involved in bark, and strapped on their
shoulders by thongs of the same. Mary's face._ was
flushed and warm, though she looked much fatigued,
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and herl-lim’bé trembled as she placed one travel-

stained foot across the other in her attitude of repose.

In her eye might be observed an eager expectation
mixed with fear. " Finally, she put a question to her
companions, to which they assented, and all moved
forward to the boulder, on which a cross had been
planted. Arrived before it, all knelt; Mary took a
- small book from her bosom, and read some prayers.
It was the Way of the Cross, and this was the thir-

teenth station, for as they rose, Mary sa.id, with a

. deep sigh, _ ,

“ There remains one more, Catherine.”

“Half a mile further on,” replied thé young
Indian, taking Mary's mantle from her. “So far

blessed Catherine ran from her enemies. Tt is the

custom to perform this part on our knees”

Mary threw herself again on her knees and kissed

the ground. All did the same. The young squaw
led the way. At first, the course was little difficult,
for it lay over the prairie; but after it re-entered the
forest, at every slow, Vdraggiﬁg step the obstacles
increased. To get over twisted Toots, or creep be-
neath fallen trees, was less afflicting than to pass the
stony brooklets or soft ‘marshy places, which ' multi-
‘plied as they drew near the river. An -active man,

in his freer attire, would have found himself often at
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a loss' in piercing the miry thicket, with every re-

source of strong hand and ready foot. The young
Indisn and Mrs. Duncan held up their garments
above the knee, but Mary, at every step, was obliged
to draw her tunic, as well as she could, from under
hers. Not a word was said by either of her compan-
jons to intimate that she would do well to relinquish
a task too severe for her comparatively delicate
frame. In pitying her, both seemed to regard her
sufferings as inevitable; as we read in Oriental story
of some cruel custom enforced without relenting by
the nearest friends of the unhappy victim. Onee she
sunk upon her face in despair, grasping a huge root,
whose snake-like involutions and knotty bends formed
a mnetwork, between the interstices of which a soft,
black, adhesive soil, half mud, half water, was alone
sufficient to bar her progress. .-

“Yet here holy Catherine passed,” she thought
_Wiﬁhdfawing one arm, covered with mire to the .
elbow, from a deep hole into which it had incautiously
sunk — “here she passed, her head a mass of gore
and ashes, her limbs gashed and bleeding, her body

burned all over with red-hot irons, while fiends in

human shape, her nearest kindred, pursued her with

" rods, shot at her with arrows, and struck her down

with stones and tomahawks. O glorious martyr!
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help me to bear my light sufferings in imitation of
thee and our common Lord!"

Fortified by these thoughts and by her prayer, the
fainting girl renewed her efforts, She came to the
brink of the stream. Holy Catherine had passed it
before she fell. The water was not deep in appearance,
but ‘rushing and arrowy. A hundred yards or more
below, the spray of a considerable fall rose in a whitish
column. The Indian girl and the trapper’s wife still
led the way. The former soon scrambled to the

_opposite bank, The la,tter, equally agile and more
‘muscular, moved more slowly, fearing that the force
of the current might prove too great for Miss De
Groot. And still the latter encountered an 1mped1-
ment from which the others were comparatively free.
The water took her.tunic as the wind takes a sé:il
Its force was irresistible and -she was carried down.
Mrs ‘Duncan attempted to catch her, but herself slipped
from the rolling of a- stone. Mary was swept away
and submerged, but swam energetically. She vainly -
caught in passing at some willows that fnncred the
bank at a sudden bend.

“Holy Virgin, save me,” she murmured.
‘The next moment she was stranded on a shallow
of sand, among fragments of raft-wood accumulated

- by the current. Between this and the shore the water
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.rushéd in a deep channel, swift and forcible, not fifty

vards above the fall, and a tree lay across at a dizzy
iwight——a slender trunk, Mary climbed up one of
thé bra.nches to the trunk. Desperation gave her
strength The young Catherine had run to the spot,
but now looked on without interfering. With a trem-
bling foot the maiden crossed on the lofty, narrow
bridge, where a misstep or a sudden dizziness would
‘have been inevitable destruction.

Beneath some aged hemlocks, on a bank kept
green by a trickling spring, was a simple mound with
a massive stone cross — the grave of the saint.” In-
serted in the cross was the rude picture of the-last
station of the Via Crucis—Jesus laid in the Holy
Sepulchre — covered with a glass to protect it from
the weather, The sun was set, and Mary De Groot,
partly recovered, but still panting and sobbing with
her toil and danger, read 'by the fading twilight the

ropriate prayers,
aPPAi hourporymore had passed. They had ﬁnlshed
the prayers of the station, said the Litany of the Saints,
with the beads, to unite in the novena, and sung the
Evening Hymn. In Spll‘lt they have placed themselves
with their brethren before the Blessed Sacrament, and |
-imploréd the benediction of the Lord. The moon sll.oge
upon the wild river-bank; and made the streatmmg,
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| ragged mpss—the heer hair of the aged hemlocks—
Whiter than by day. The hour had come for the final

penance, which Mary alone was. to undergo. With
great reluctance had Father Smith consented to her

performing it, and not until she had begiged, his per-

mission with tears, that she might leave nothing

undone to merit the protection of the martyr and of
the Queen of Saints. Yet now that the time had
arriired, when nothing else remained to do, her heart
grew sick, her womanly soul recoiled. Prostrate upon

_ the grave of the Indian saint, she wept and prayed
for the true and worthy spirit of penance.

“I offer it," she cried, “in memory of the suffer- .

ings of my Lord, and in union with His merife_, to
satisfy for my sins, to conquer the weakness of my
heart, and to obtain for my dear father the restoration
of health and grace of true conversion. I offer it
~with. this intention, through the mtercessmn of the
. Blessed Mary, Ever-Wrgm and Catherme, the martyr
of the Iroqums at whose tomb it is performed, through
Christ our Lord.”
- When Mary De Groot had ended this prayer, she
- raised herself, with a new’ resolution beaming in her
baggard face and trembling form.
“ O my father!” she exclaimed, with an enthusiasm
that seldom appeared in her —« you have doubted

v
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my loyalty and repelled my. aﬂ'eetlon, but you shall
now experience in your last neeess1ty the power of
your daughter's love.”

Mrs. Duncan had retired to a dxstance, but the
Indian girl remained, and with a pitiless readiness
extended to Miss De Groot the * discipline” of her
sainted nameeake,_ with which holy Catherine had
been wont, a century and a half before, to chasten
her body yet unredeemed, mark of that wondrous
contrition wherewith divine grace had inspired her.
Waving it siightly, as if to ehow its use, a. sort of
wild sparkle gleamed in her young bright eye—a
quick pant heaved her halfclad, swarthy breast; —

‘then she darted away with the agile movement of &

wild cat, and Jomed Mrs, Duncan. Wa.s the savage
yet eradicated in this dark-skinned race? |

* * % % ® %

An expression, of ineffable tenderness and pity
softened the dark features of Catherine, and seemed
to bend her slender form upon,itself; as she erouched
by the wife of the trapper.

“We go to her now?” she whispered.

“She has not called us.” '

“ Me hear nothing — nothing more!”

They approaehed slowly, and saw what her father
had seen, except that her fair shoulders, though bare

Siiaiianiiel e - oaen S AR R I O
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/in the moonlight, were spotless as a child’s. At first |

they thought she had fainted, but her face, pillowed
on the mound, was rather flushed than pale; her bosom
rested on the grave; one white arm, gently flexed,

embraced it, the hand still firmly holding the flinty -

scourge ; and her long black hair descended like a
veil, mingling with her vesture, and sweeping the
surface of the grassy earth.

So slept beneath the sky the exhausted pilgrim,
- a8 in the palace of her sire, and the appeased shade
‘of her mother watched, triumphant, by her side.

THE FOREST.

CHAPTER XXIL

And sternly bade him other business plie,
Than hunt the steps of pure unspotted maid.

IT was the eve of All Saints. Many of the Indians
observed).‘kthe fast with great strictness wuntil the set-
ting of the sun. The pilgrims were expected at an
early hour on the morrow, in time for the late mass,

_when the novena, the petitions-of which had been
-already in part answered, was to terminate by a

general communion. A certain solemn stir pervaded

~ the village, and the missionary was in the church
~ nearly all day hearing confessions. Here was observed

that peculiarity which is so beautiful in the Indian
missions — the participation of the whole population
in the same acts of religion, and with almost the same
fervour. | ‘

Early in the afternoon, two Indian majdens en- -

tered the sanctuary to divest the altar of the purple

15
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hangings which had been used in the morning on
account of the vigil, and to replace them by the white
appropriate to the Feast—one of the greatest of the
year, or, as it is entitled in the Roman ordo, “4
DouBLE of the First Class, with an octave, all proper,
white.””  Reverently they bent the knee, and then
with a quiet, businesslike air, stripped the altar till
nothing remained but the dark cedar. The white
hangings, which they then proceeded to attach, had
been worked by the indefatigable fingers of the Indian
women, in gold beads and silk, and were really very
precious; They set the numberless tapers — all freshly
placed in the candlesticks ; they placed the last flowers
of the season — white and blue chrysanthemums. The
altar hnen hung down still in its simple purity. The
" cedar shrine of the God of Israel rose dark and high
above it, surrounded by the tall, sléndei',_wlnyite tapers
which soon were to kindle with light in honour of its
divine Guest, as the invisible throne is girt about
with the starry-shining, angelic multitude. Again the
maidens, having finished their task, bent the -knee
.and retired. Thus an order and beauty, like that of
Heaven, had established a visible reign among this
once savage race, and even the approach of females
1o the altar, which for good reasons is' universal in
‘ the American mission, served a happy end in restor-
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ing that spiritual equality of the “-sexes which exists

in Christendom alone. ‘
The trapper, Duncan, had come into the chape]

and was a witness of the proceedings about the altar.

But about this ‘time Father Smith quitted the con-

* fessional, and proceeded ‘through the sacristy to the

mission, and the trapper, leaving the church by.the
principal door, hastily followed him. '
Duncan had prowled about the vﬂlage all day,
and had soon become aware that he was watched.
He had gone forth to the woods, and perceived that
he was followed. The sagacious Pierre, who would
have tracked him with the accuracy of a bloodhound,

- and the flery Courtney, whose quick blood and prac-

tised rifle were dangerous, kept him steadily in view.

His wa.ndermg away, however, was a feint. It was

on his return that he presented himself, as now, to

‘Father Smith in the garden of the mission-house,

and des1red once more to know how soon his wife

was expected.

“You mean to return with her to Racket?”

- # Certain.”
“ Immediately ¢
“Right off.”

tism 27

L

“Do you know that she is a ca,ndidate for bap-

et a8 S PTTERN T
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-*Got religion here, eh?”
“We hope so.”

“Wal, I haint no objection. I was baptiﬁed by

a Methodist preacher in Lake Scroon, when I was
fifteen year old. Went regularly under the water,
you see. You sprinkle, T guess, Mister Smith ?”

“We baptize,” said the missionary, warmly.

“Jes' so. I was dipped, and I remember hearin’
the parson. say, ‘In the name, and so on, while ‘I
~ was under water. It was rather a solemn time. I
shall never foi'get it. He was a powerful preacher,
and converted a power of people in them days, A

- good man, I guess — though he fell from grace arter- -

wards, and run away with a gal what he had con-
verted and dipped.”
“ After your wife has been baptlzed " said the

missionary, sternly, “you must be married to her
according to the forms of the Church.”

“Oh! I don’ know about that are.”

“It must be so, man!?” replied the pnest
“Think of this.. Miss De Groot will hardly be able
to reach here before to-morrow 'mor_n'mg. I will
baptize your wife immediately, and, after the religious
ceremonies of the morning are concluded, -marry

you. If you mean well by her, as I hope you do,
you cannot object.”
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“No, Mister Smith, you can’t come over me in .
that way, no how. I ain't goin’ to be tied to no
woman under the sun, so that I can’t slip loose if
need be: —least of all to Dorothy,” replied the trapper,

" with a grin.

“You must glve her up, then,” said the mission-

lary, coldly. « She is with friends who will not. see

her unfairly dealt by. She knows now what a Chris-

tian woman ‘has a right' to expect, and she will never

go with you again, unless you concede it to her.”

“We shall see about that,” rephed the squatter,
‘with an il omened redness tinging his sallow face.

“Have you lost all your interestr"ir‘l religion ?”
inquired Father Smith, willing to propitiate the man
for his wife’s sake. *You must have hgd some
when you were baptized.” 1 .

«T have committed the unpardonable sin,” replied
Duncan. _
t You ca.nnot possfbly know that, ~said the
missionary. . : o

“Yes, every man has seven calls. If he reJefats
them all, or falls away after the last, it is all up w:th;l
him. T have gone ba.ck after my seventh.”

“The conversion of your wife is a call to you,”
replied the priest, in a softened tone. ‘ Perhaps you |
have counted wrong. It were an - easy- mistake.
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Try this once, and see whether you cannot, more truly

than ever before, reconcile yourself to your Maker.”

T tell you, Mister Smith, it is jes' as impossible

ag for water to burn in a lamp like ile.”
Here Alban came out of the mission with Mr, De
Groot’s rifté, which Morrell by his order had been

cleaning, and sitting down upon the door-step, began
to load with ball. Now that his friend was pronounced

out of danger, he already began to think of improving |

the time by going out for deer. The trapper touched
his gray marten cap-and sauntered off, _

.~ In the village the women were talking over Mr.
De Groot’s miraculous cure, Duncan joined himself

to Morrell and Courtney, who were discussing the.

same subject. Morrell thought that maybe Mr, De

Groot would have got well any way. He did not

much believe that the young lady’s going'forty mile

barefoot through the woods had any thing to do with
it. He did n't see how it could, He had always
heerd that miracles had ceased, and this, if true, would

be & miracle, It had happened so. It was just like

them patent medicines. When the person what took

one of ’em got well, the medicine got the credit, but,
nothin’ was said about them as took it and died.

“Jes' s0,” said Courtney, who generally inclined |

to the last opinion uttered.
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‘ ' . . . T "
«“Now I think this was a ginewine miracle,’ ob

 gerved Duncan. “When I was a Methodist, I re-

member one of the elders fell sick at ca,xfnp-meetin’,
and we prayed for him in the prayin’ ercle, for a
matter of four hours, men and women, boys and gals,
all in a heap. There was one woman and two gals

had the power tremendyous. Wal—we prayed the .

elder out of bed, and inter the pulpit, and he never
had the least touch of the agur arterwards. Now I
recko'ﬁ that all these bloody }ngins prayin’ for the
Patroon nine days, and Miss De Groot goin’ so far to
the grave of that are holy squaw, what they murdered

" fur havin' religion two hundred years ago, (that's
prayin' too, and mighty hard,) —its enough to account

for her father gettin’ well putty sudden.”

The village assembled at an earlier hour than
usual for the evening prayers, inspired by th-e zeal
of | the approaching festivity, and by the universal
enthusiasm consequent upon the cure of ._the Pa.trt-aon;
They came dropping in long before the time; Indians.

in blue tunics and classic blankets; squaws in dark

legping and short blue kirtles; maidens With- long
black hair streaming on their shoulders; and children
of both sexes, with more or less scanty, yet. dece.nt
clothing, down to the swaddled papoose, on its s.st;ﬁ'
board, lashed to its mother’s back. It was cgnous

. Lo T— ereari vt oh e SR S TP AT L TR 2 O
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tb behold the possession of the loftiest ideas of the
revelation ii:nparted to man by the incarnate Logos,
with which the highly civilized people surrounding
them, the invaders and lords of their country, were

. almost wholly unacquainted, united with the external
semblance of a swarthy tribe, but half emerged from
the aboriginal barbarism: — the noblest acquisitions

~‘of man in the supernafural world, mingled with traces
of the savage state!

The three white hunters came to the chapel to-
gether in friendly fashion, and stood near the door,
After the, Veni Oreator had been sung, the beads said,
the anthem solemnly chanted, while the boys prepared
to light up the white forest of candles for -Benediction,
Father Smith began his instructions, which he delivered
in English for the sake of the guides and Duncan;

for these were as lost sheep in companson to the

Indians, and the missionary deemed that the oppor-
tunity of making a salutary impression upon them was
not to be thrown away. Courtney became intensely
interested ; Morrell gave a close attention ; but Pierre
kept one eye upon Duncan, partlcularly as the latter,

by a suspicious movement, managed : to get next the

door.

All af once it occutred to Alban that it was too
bad for poor Margaret Dolman to be deprived of the
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benefit of Bea.ring this English instruction, which so
many who could well SUPPIX her placfe by Mr. De. |
Groot, were unable to profit bj. Tu?mng round, he |
beckoned Pierre to approach him, He Wished to sep.d
Madeleine to take Margaret's place, but judged it
better, in dealing with so haughty a girl, to give the
order through her father: for Atherton, by his intel-

lect, his firm will, and his calm manner, had acquired

among the Indians almost the authomty of a prfnce |
Duncan seized the moment that Pierre bent to listen
to the young man, to escape from the chapel. |
The trapper slipped round to the mission-garden.
He entered the house. Margaret was in her master’s

room, sitting and sewing. Duncan called her by signs

into the outer aparfment, and the girl, nothing suspi-
cious, came out to him. She believed ‘that he had

news from her mistress. The object of the trapper

was to get rid of the girl as speedily as possnble, and
he attempted to kiss her, whereupon, as soon as she
could break from him, to which he offered no violent
opposition, she ran into the garden, ‘being afraid to-
disturb her master by making an outery in the house.
' He came to the door of the mission-hogse, and she
fled to that of the sacristy. Margaret afterwards said

that as he was one of the guides, and had been in -

her master's specml employ previously; the ides never
15% :
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entered her head that he ought not to be left with
 Mr. De Groot. She regarded his conduct, in her
~ simple way, as the impertinence of a fellow-servant,
and her only anxiety was to keep personally out of
his reach, , |
The trapper entered Mr. De Groot’s room, treading
softly in his moccasins, The convalescent slept. His
clothes were laid in good order on a shelf; his trav-
~elling-bag hung upon a nail. Duncan cut it open
forthwith with his hunting-knife, and emptied the
contents on the floor. Mr. De Groot’s purse, filled
with gold for this excursion, tumbled out with the
rest, the glittering pieces shining through the silken
meshes which they distended. The robber transferred
it to his own pocket, seized the watch which ticked
on the table, now no longer occupied by medicinal
draughts, and retired as stealthily as he came.. One
moment he gave to reconnoitring at the small window
of .the outer room. Pierre and both the guides were
just turning the further corner of the chapel, but
with the air of men who knew not precisely in what
direction to look; 'Margarét, loitering by the sacristy
‘door, watched the house; Morrell made a step forward
in that direction ; Duncan did not wait to see him
. meet the girl; the back door offered an egress from

the mission, unperceived by any one. He sprang out,
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ran across the burial-ground, in full sight of his pur-
suers, had they been looking in that direction, plupged
into the cedar grove, flew to the river. A canoe lay
moored by the bank. He sprang into it, aud in &
minute had gained the opposite side.
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CHAPTER XXIIL

Men of good are bold as sackless ; H
Men of rude are wild and rackless,
1ie thou still

In the nook of the hili,
" For those be befora thee that wish thee ill,

" Momastery.
MANY circumstances were in- favour of the fugItlve
Some time would necessarily be lost in ascertaining
the precise direction which he had taken, and in de-
cldmg upon a plan for pursuit; and this time was
the twilight, of which Duncan was able to take ad-
vantage in crossing the woods, Above, all, he was
unencumbered for the present, except by his plunder,
while his pursuers would be embarrassed with firearms
and canoes. ) ,

After a course of about four hours through a dense
forest, he came upon the borders of a lake. Close to
the water’s edge at the point where he struck it, was
& canoe among the bushes, turned bottom up. He
quickly reversed it. Beneath were a rifle, an' axe, a
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fishing-1od, & pair of paddles, and a bundle done up
in bark. He launched the light craft, flung in the

 articles and pushed off. Straight across the solitary,

moonlit. lake he paddled —a distance of some nine

miles — to the base of some mountains with forests at

their feet. Here opened as he drew near, an inlet
bordered by precipitous, beetling rocks, - and beanng
along the roar and gusty breath and yeasty fogng of

a cataract. Approaching as mear to the rocks as pos-
sible, he disembarked on some low grounds, shouldered
his canoe and the luggage, and pushed on. There
was about 2 mile of rugged portage, doubly difficult
by night, notwithstanding the aid of the moon. It ’
was close upon mldmght he had travelled for six

- hours and a half without rest, except the change from

coursing the forest to rowing upon the broad lake;

| but he had accomplished his purpose. That stern

satisfaction which men feel when they have success-
fully executed a difficult and daring project, was  his.

On the bank of the stream, at the point where he

again reached it, a fire was. burning under the trees.
Having relaunched and secured hlg canoe, he took his
rifle and “cautiously approached the bivouac of the
pilgrims. The three females, sheltered by a vast heap
of brushwood, reposed in deep slumber, before the fire,
close to each other; Mary De Groot, enveloped from




THE FOREST.

~ head to foot in her blue mantle or Indian blanket,
lay between the others, having the dark arm of the

Indian girl thrown. tenderly and protectingly around
her. |

The pilgrims were entirely defenceless, and Duncan

Was a man, desperate from his recont crime, well-armed,

and possessing the habitual authority of a’ despotic
husband over one of their number, The j'oung Indian

girl no sooner comprehended his purpose than ghe
bounded off like.a fawn into the forest, and was out

- of sight in an instant; but Miss De Groot, wearied

and stiff ‘with the terrible fatigues of the route, was
. in no situation for either resistance or flight; and Mrs.
- Duncan obeyed his orders with a crouching fear that
plainly discovered the recollection of personal violence:
Whatever plans this thorough-bred villain had pre-
viously formed, the sight of Miss De Groot, starting
from sleep, sealed his resolution, " \

" “Down to yon canoe, Dorothy — never mind the

traps — and prehaps, miss, you’ll prefer to walk down

to that are boat to havin’ me carry you, seein’ I ain't
that young chap what carries all the ladies, T believe,
as easy and tender ag a squaw does her first Ppapoose,
Come, miss, I’m bound to be purlite to you, but I've
no time for shilly-shallyin’ ; — you must 80 yourself,
or I'll make you, by golly I will.”

" lay in the bows, still treated her with_so much respect
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of actions to correspond, he compelled her 1.:o'ente1' the
canoe, and gave one of the paddles to his wife. .
’ - -
“Don't use it any more than you can help, whis
pered Mary, who was in the stern; for the ruffian, who
as to allow her to place herself where she liked. .
“ He will kill me,” returned Mrs. Duncan, in the
same tone, paddling slowly out into the stream.
% Never mind death.” . o
«TIf T was only baptized, dear lady,” replied Mrs.
Duncan, hesitating. -
“ Rc:;avl” cried Duncan, giving the poor creature a
blow with the butt of his rifle that nearly knocked her
into the water. “Put your strength on that paddle,

woman | .
ism i i ered
. “Your desire of baptism is sufficient,” whisp

hing.”"
Mary: “don’t do any such t _
| ;;rs. Duncan dropped the paddle, and clasped her

hands piteously. -
¢ Kill me, if you want fo, Iray. I won t‘ row for
you agin Miss De Groot's wishes. It ain't no good you
taki ith us,” _

mean, to be takin’ her wit o
D:mcan cocked his rifle and raxsed it to. g level.
Miss De Groot threw herself forward and put her aT
round Mrs. Duncan’s neck. The action spoke, but she
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said nothing. In fact, she had not addressed & word
to the robber from the first, \
“ Hear me now, both of you,” said Duncan, lower-
ing the rifle, “What I want is to get off. T am wore
ous w1th this here trampin’ and rowin’ for so many
hours as I’ve come, and carryin’ this darned canoe.
Do you row for me, Dorothy, as far as I want you,
and you shall go back with MISS De Groot, if you like
it better than goin’ north with me. But, contrary wise,
if you 're obstinate, I'll jes' take you both ashore agin,
and Miss De Groot shall rue the day that ever she
was born.” |
| Mary’glanced at the rapid and deep river. In the
- canoe, af least, an escape was always ready. She bade
Mrs. Duncan proceed. - The latter was fresh, having
slept for several hours ,prevxous to their surprise. She
pulled steadily and vigorously against the powerful
~ stream. Meanwhile, the noble-hearted da.ﬁghter, fold-
ing her mantle closely round her, and drawing it
over _her face, committed herself to the protection of
Heaven,

His long tramp, the -exciteﬁl.ent of a day during

which he had revolved his crime, and the excitement

of its commission, joined to a fast of nearly twelve
hours, and the draughts of brandy from a pocket flask,
with which from time to time he had recruited hig
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eﬁergies, had drawn largely on Duncan’s stock of. éen-
sorial and nervous power; the cessation of opposition,
his position of repose in the bottom of the canoe, the
quiet motion, the regular dip of the paddle, -and the
soft moonlight hours, completéd the victory of fatigue
and exhaustion. The forests gliding by, and the ripple
of the water, blended into a dream. The robber and

i

ravisher slept.
Mary De Groot laid aside her mantle gently, and

stepped lightly past Mrs. Duncan. She possessed her-

| self, with inexpressible gentleness, of the rifle which

lay in the robber’s hollow arm, and dropped it quietly
overboard. The axe, which lay pa_.rtly under him,
was extricated with the same bold ingenuity, and
shared the same fate. Lastly, more cautiously still,
che drew out the knife stuck in the ruffian’s belt, and
hid it in her own bosom. She resumed her seat, and
then, and not before, Mrs. Duncan brought the boat
gradually round. There was a slight fear that the
temporary loss of motion would wake the sleeper..

«T don't like to do it,” whlspered his poor wife,
“but I should be wicked to help him carry you off, |
dear lady.”

“ Very wicked,” said Mary, taklng the other paddle

“You -will beg that he may not be hurt ? They

- will let him go, if you ask them,” ‘said Mrs. Duncan.




e e

e TP = P e e 4

THE FOREST,

“ w:ll " whispered Mary, — “for your sake.”

. They glided rapidly down with the paddles and
the current. In half an hour they lost a distance
which it had cost them more than an hour to gain,

The current grows -stronger and stronger They
have already passed the spot where Duncan launched
the canoe. Mrs. Duncan perceives that here 'should

“be a portage, for although she is unacquainted with |

the country, her general knowledge warns her, from
the increasing swiftness of the stream, of the vicinity
of rapids — perbaps a fall: and already to her forest
ear is perceptible their distant murmur, Nay, even
‘while they discuss the course to be taken, the canoe
is involved in a foaming rapid; it shoots irresistibly

down a black and arrowy race. They are enclosed -

between high, overarching rocks — with here and there
a cleft; here and there a broken fragment lying in

the sw:lﬂ; stream.  Mrs. Duncan comprehends theu-l

situation at once. W
“In a fow moments, dear lady, we shall be going

over the Falls, unless we can sprmg on one of these

rocks.”

“Shall we try?” Mary says, throwmg aside her
dark blue blanket, -

| “.And him1” said poor Mrs. Duncan.
“He aims at your life, Dorothy, and my honour.”
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« Ah! what will become of his soul, dear lady?”
* Waken h1m, then, the Wretched man — God will

protect us” ‘.
- “Women! Devils!” .

Duncan’s resolution was taken with the instanta-
neous promptltude of the backwoodsman. He stood
upright in the frail bark; a motion of his foot dashed
it against a rock, on which he sprang. For a moment
it seemed that he w(mldi be hurled over it into the
water by his own impetus, but he recovered himself,
and at the same time the course of the canoe was sud-

~ denly checked, and the head whirled round. He held

in his hand the rope by which he was accustomed to
tie it to a bank. Rapidly he pulled in the light craft._
Mary was nearest him, He attempted to drgg her
out, letting go the rope at the same time. = His purpose
was evident-—to save her and let his wife go over
the Fall. | The struggle was strange and wild, between
the. fierce bandit and the delicate girl. She grasped
the boat with both hands, and planted one foot agamst

the rock. The ruffian passed his arm round her waist;
he forced off, first one hand, then the other, but not
both at once : with all his violence he could Inot suc-
ceed in shaking. her free. Seizing the end of the rope
again, by an immense leap he sprang upon 2 broader
rock lower down. The canoe shot past like lightning, -
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but again it was checked, and he drew it again towards
him. Mary had already taken the knife from her
bo%om, and Begnn to sever the rope. The blade cus
- well, but the rope was tough. Duncan pulled hand
over hand, uttermg savage imprecations. He caught

at the prow just as the last strand of cord was parted

~—but in vain; and Mary, hitherto silent, threw the
knife into the stream with a cry of joy.
Two hundred feet of swift water sped between them
“and the green edge of the cataract. - ,
“Will you be baptized, Dorothy ?”
“Yos!” cried the neophyte, bending her head,
Mary"dipped lier hand in the rushing waters on
whose steed-like back they were 1rre31st1bly borne, and

poured freely upon that humble brow, pronouncing .

the irrevocable formula, The canoe shot the fall,
- Down it went out.of sight, like a bit of plank, and

the next moment rose out of the foam and floated on.

Mrs. Duncan’s strong hands still grasped the fixed seat,
and Mary's arms were clasped Tound her with a drown-
ing tenacity. The trapper’s wife was self: “possessed.
Both the women were pa.ntmg with their plunge, but
unhurt. They suffer the canoe to right itself and to
rise as far as it will. Mrs. Duncan rocks the water
_ out of it. |.She holds one side while Mary gets in on

. the other. They bale with their hands, . It is f‘at1gu1ng,

_\i
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but they gain rapidly; for the thin birchen shell has
received no damage. Mrs, Duncan gets in, The moon
looks down between the high rocks, upon a boiling
fret of waters, glittering in her eye like silver, along
which the canoe and the two women are borne, guide- |
less, oarless, but safe. -
But JU.St- as they were beginning to slacken .the
baling, and to thank God for their deliverance, a
huge stone fell from above; so near them that they
are covered with the splash. They looked up. Duxn-
can was running along the cliffs. He hurled down .
another fragment. " The height is so great that he
cannot exactly calculate, but he pursues the canoe -
as it slowly drifts with the pacified current, hopmg
to strike i, or one of the women, ere it floats out
into the open lake, which is just at hand. Anqther
large stone comes. His wife is hit, and falls back,
while Miss De Groot shrieks. The fiend, with an
exulting curse, ran before to & point projectiqg like a
_bastion. Here was a large, loose stone that had
fallen from a higher elevation. He dislodged it with
difficulty from its bed, and dragged it to the edge.
The canoe floated directly towards him, and Mary
De Groot, holdmg the lifeless body of her companion
in her lap, saw no means of -escape. She kissed the

little crucifix attached to her rosary, and gazed,
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undaunted, at the murderer. A thousand thoughts
rushed through her brain. |

“Shall I plunge into the river to avoid that
crushing mass? —but if the boat is struck by it, I
shall be obliged to seek the shore, or drown. Rather
than fall into that man’s power again, I will — die.”

Does her brain Swim, or does she really sec him
leap up upon the dizzy cliff? The sharp report of
2 rifle shatters the silence, and the body of the ruffian
falls darkly, striking the water within a fow feet of
his intended victim, The canoe passes on beneath
the bastion-like rock, and from the shadow of the
forest cast wide upon the lake below, a boat glides
out into the moonlight, and ALBAN shouts,

THE FOREST.

CHAPTER XXIV.

Adowne the blackish stream that glided fast,
The faérie boat with finny coursers sged H
And all those fays that fiew above, still cast

owers upon the living and the dead.
Sweet flowe p The Ty Hin

Tae pursuers had taken a course as direct and un-

hesitating as the fugitive himself. Conductgd by
Pierre, they had struck at once for the point W'here-
he conjectured that the pilgrims would pass thg night,
A slight delay had occurred at the spot where Dun-
can had first taken to the lake, from a doubt whether
the trapper had mnot fdllowed‘ the shore along which
the women might possibly be returning, or at some
intermediate point of which they might be taking
their reiaose. As soon as a careful examination ha.d
ascertained the fact that he had really a canoe, his
subsequent cours;e was a matter of certain inferenc-e.
On arriving at the portage, from the extreme im-
patience of Alban to reach the bivouac of the females, ‘
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and ascertain their fate, he and Pierre pushed on with-

all speed, leaving Morrell and Courtney, who consti-
tuted the remainder of the party, to follow with the
canoes. They arrived at the smouldering fire; they

found the camp utensils and light bundles of the

pilgrims abandored in such a state as to prove incon-
testably that they had been surprised. With what
terrible  anxiety and impatience they waited for the
other men to come up, may be imagined. Mean-
while, Morrell and Courtney, from their ignorance of

the locality, had both got bewildered in the wood.

Alban began to shout, in order to guide them. He
sent Pierre back. While he waited alone, and almost
desponding, a dark, halfnaked form darted out of

the thicket— the young Catherine. She had clam-

bered over rocks, climbed trees, pierced a wilderness
of vines and briers, to keep in view the boat. With
quick gestures, few words, she urged Atherton to
retrace his steps, for the two women and their ravisher

were already going over the Falls. In a quarter of

an hour, Alban and the girl (the latter flying on
before like a yearling doe) had repassed the portage.
Most fortunately, or rather provideuntially, Morrell,
when he found himself on the wrong track, had, with
his usual coolness, retraced his steps, and they found
him jusﬁ emerging from the wood close to the lake.
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In a trice the canoe which he carried was relaunched.

They entertained slender hopes of any greater success
than that of picking up one of the bodies floating -
below the cataract; but before Morrell had pushed
out of the lily-pads, the quick eye of the Indian girl
caught the figure of Duncan running along the cliffs,
The boat of the women could not indeed be seen,
but the trappér's action, and Mary’s shriek when her

companion was struck down, sufficiently explained

the case. A more conspicuous mark for a rifle-shot
— g better distance — could not have been offered,
Yet Atherton, fearing’ to miss, would have had
Morrell take the rifle, but the cautious guide said
that his hand was shaky with carrying the canoe. -
So Alban levelled, took a quick aim, and fired. * With
that falling form and flitting soul passed away our
hero’s youth, | |

A solemn procession dropped down the moonlit
river; now breasting a silver lapse, now gliding -
through the clear shadow of the lining forest. '

Pierre led the advance. The young Catherine
sat in the bows, like an Indian girl cut for a figure-
head, the “discipline” of her namesake still in her hand.
The espoused lovers were side by side in the stern
of this canoe. Alban’s white hunting-coat was but-

toned to the throat, and his shadowy slouched bat
16 :
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drawn over his brow; his rifle was carefully deposed “I can assure you that no éuch thoucht has

at his side. Mary was shrouded from head to foot in entered my head.”

one of the dark blue mantles of the -squaws, so ofien There was 2 pause

- “Jane told me that you thought of going abroad
to study a year or two in some foreign university.”
“My plan iz entirely changed in that regard.

T intend to pursue my profession in such a manner

mentioned, and sent by the repentant Madeleine. In

the boat which immediately followed, (Morrell’s)) lay a

straight, still form, wrapped decently, though coldly, in

Mary’s own mantle, recovered from the rocks below the

et e

Fall. A white handkerchief was spread upon the face.

Last, Courtney plied a vigorous paddle, and in the
bottom of the 'canoe (it was Duncan's) lay another form,
carelessly bestowed, with uncovered ﬁsage, awf’uﬁy
tranquil. ' | , '

The moon declined. It was when it began to
grow dark that Atherton and his companion began
to converse,

- “Do you know, Alban, that your act to-night —

50 necessary —so just—puts you in an incapacity

for holy orders without a dispensation? I happen |

to know, from the case of a young man that was
the talk in Canada last summer.” |

“I am aware of it: —as I have no idea of seek-
ing admission to the priesthood, the event does not
g'ive me much ann‘oyancé in that point of view.”

“T had a faint notion that yéu had thougﬁt of
such a thing, either in your retreat, or since,” replied
Mary, with hesitation, - -

as to enter upon its practice at the earliest possible
date. Three years to study law seem to me an age
at the shortest,”

There was another pause.

“You say that Jane is a convert?”

“ A zealous one”

“Dear Jane! I love her very much—and she
loves you, Alban.”

“I should be sorry to think otherwise.

“She will have no one but you to love her now.

‘This step will alienate all her friends. And they

will say — the world will believe it too — that attach-

ment to you is the cause.”

“To which it may be readily a_,nswered, that T wag
already: betrothed to another when the change oc-
curred.” i .

- “Methinks we should now contend which shall

show the greatest generosity, and “sacrifice most for
the other’s happiness.”
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- “Whither does that tend ?” .
4T will give you up to Jane, and you shall resign

me for her. I will allow, for the sake of peace, that

the prize of generosity is yours” she replied, with
quickness,

“ And what do you propose to do with yourself,
when this arrangement is econcluded ?” | |

“While papa lives I shall always have a duty in
the world — but fear not for me: in a thousand ways
1 shall be abundantly rewarded and consoled.”

“ Suppose, Mary, that the case were reversed, and
that it were a rival of mine in whose favour this ex-
change was proposed. Would you—could you—be
‘generous, and take him in my place?” '

- %Alban!”

 Answer me — for as you would answer, so will 1.”

“I would die first! Good Heaven! The case is
not the same. I am a woman. You, Alban, have
already loved once and again. Jane herself has been
"regarded by you with passionate feelings.”

“Tt may be so. But my hour of fickleness and
folly is past, I trust. The affection I bear you is
changeless as the stars above us. You ask of me,
therefore, something from which not merely my fidel-
ity, but my delicacy revolts. No! Like the slave of
- Eastern story, I can resign you to my Lord without
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g murmur, but do not expect me to give myself to

another.”

And so there was another pause -—- longef, more.
still than the former ones. The water rippled along
the canoe, and the paddie dipped with its peculiar
quiet. Mary had drawn her mantle over her face, so

" that nothing could be discerned under the hood-like

folds but the gleam of the eyes, even so near as
Atherton was. This boémt, with its freight of youth
and love, was almost as still as those which conveyed
the dead and the eternally separated.

In fine, it was not until they disembarked at the

" grove behind the mission that this silence terminated.

The walk to the house was short; it lay through' the
patch of wood and the rear of the garden. Considering
that her feet were free from shoe or moccasin, Alban
would willingly have carried Mary, but she would not
suffer it. Shte wound the mantle closely round her
with one hand, and steppéd along with the elastic
tread of & forest maid. The young Catherine bounded
on before them, | . |

“ Forgive me, and forget what I have said,” said
she,“as they approached the outer door of her own
apartment, where they were to part company. “If I
had knbwn your feelings, I would have died sooner
than have spoken so.” ‘ '




866 THE FOREST.

She had slackened her pace to sajr it.

“ An apology from you is more than enough. One
kind word would have been sufficient.”

“I am quite sure now that I have no vocation,”
said she, in a clear voice — “ quite sure since last night.‘
I fell asleep upon the martyr’s grave, you must know,
and m} méther appeared to me again: —do not laugh
at me, Alban —1I have a proof, in which I cannot be
deceived, that I ought to believe the vision true.”

“I dare say,” he replied, with a langh that came
from the bottom of his heart: it was so rich and
genia]—;like his father's— and seemed to vibrate, but
* without causing her fear, all around the listening girl.
“Do not embrace me to-night,” she answeréd, ex-
~ tending her hand, “for T am yet in the garb of a
pilgrim, and we have brought such mournful company
back ! — Must it be s0? Well, then—ah! enough!
— Brave a,nd gentle friend! In these, coming years
of which we have spoken, if Alban is constant, Mary
De Groot will be faithful.” '

Thus life éprings up under the footstef)s of death ;
flowers bloom at the base of the sarcophagus ; and the
youth of the world is eternally renewed.
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CHAPTER XXV.

Est enim centrum quoddam amoris Deus, in quo dlnglb omnam cresati-
ram pondus amotis.

St. Thomas of Vzllcmom.

1 see him stand before the altar with a gentle bride.
Compitum, The Boad of Lovers,

"“THE novena is over, and the octave too:—1I am

sorry,” said Jane, 4
“ Every thing on earth must end, you know. In

New York you shall make as many novenas as you
like, and the -octaves will wax and wane, like moons,
as the great Festivals come and go.” '

“Tt is strange to have lived so ]ong without know-
ing the only things worth knowing.”

“ They will soon be so familiar that you mll forget
you were ever ignorant of them.” '

. “T wonder if it is so in Heaven.”

“ Our thrice—happy friend, Mrs, Duncan” —

“Call her Mary Catherine!” said Jane. “T cannot
bear that other name.” '
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“ She could tell us.”
i
why may we not pray to her?”

“So we may. For my part, I do.”

“Yet Father Smith sung a solemn mass of requiem
on the day of her funeral.”

“We never know, of course; but would that I were

- as sure of Heaven, as I feel that she is there.”

“How surprised Henry Atherton will be at the

result of our expedition!” said Jane. “I long, yet
dread, to see them again.”

“By his letter, he would seem not to be unpre-
pared. And poor Mr. St. Clair will be consoled in
one point of view, more than he will be griéved in
another.” - _ 7

“Hush!” answered Jane. “Do you think that
your father is really strong enough‘ to bear the jour-
~ney?”

“They will contrive a litter for him at the port-
ages, and the rest, you know, is éasy. To-day is the

ninth of November, The Indian summer is soft, but

we must expect nipping weather soon among these
lakes, all say.”

“ Alban saw snow on the Adirondack, the day he
was out for deer.”

“True, and he wishes to hunt a day at Cold

“If Dorothjr is in Heaven, and sees God as He is,.
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Spring Lake, on our return,” said Mary, with a gentle
blush. , |
- «He seems to think of nothing but sport.”
¢« He is young.”
“So are you, Miss.”
“Ho is a young man.”
“Is that why he prefers your father’s society and
Father Smith’s to ours?” .
 “He cares for something besides sport, you see—

their conversation.”

“There they are as usual in the door. Let us go
and see if your father is. well wrapped up.” -

¢ Perhaps we shall intrude.”

“Qh, nonsense! ” said Jane,.

“I am opposed to your narrowing your mind down
to the pursuit of an exclusive profession,” said Mr. De
Groot. “ We need some men of & thorough, but more
-expanded culture. Your original idea of studying
for a year or two at a foreign university was a just
and sensible one, nor do I see the least i-gason why |
you should change it. I wish we had such a thing
as a University in this country, but we have not.

You must then go abroad to obtain this magnificent

advantage, and there is no reason why you should
not, for, as you yourself once said, we are essentially

Europeans: — we have changed our sky, but not our
” . 1e*
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minds, As for the expense — you must niot touch your
little scrip, of course. There is no humiliation in
receiving from a paternal friend, who has the greatest
possible interest in the development of your talents,
the facility of completing your education. My return
is to arise from your future glofy. Three years is not

too much for you to spend’in study and travel —in

‘a manly way —alone.  You will worship in Rome
and philosophize at Athens. You shall also see the
splendid life of London and Paris, and study the
social problems offered by their respective countries.
Europe is a great phenomenon. And you must know
the Old World —you are capable of reading its
cipher —in order to comprehend the New.”

“And what is to become of Mary while ¢Mr,
Alban, is doing all thig? ” inquired Jane.

“I wish to keep Mary at home till she is married,”
replied her father tenderly. “ Women. should be pene-
trated with the spirit and imbued with the love of
their own country. New York and the Manor, and
our own land, will do for my daughter, till her husband
thinks fit to show her the rest of the world. These
denationalized young ladies, whose native sympathies

" have been all e'xchanged for the love of operas, and -

bals, and ‘soclety as it is in Paris, are my aversion,

Miss Jane. There'is noble fem‘fale society in Hurope,
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but there, as here, it is local, and is found only in the

shade.”
«Well, all T know is,” answered Jane gaily, “that

if T were Mary, I never would trust Alban across the
water for three years by himself”

“Perhaps she has the same opinion as you, of the
danger,” observed Aiban, “Pbut is proud enough to
put my fidelity to the fest.”

« And if her betrothed prove faithless,” interposed
Father Smith, in his most courteous foreign manner,

« you are aware, Miss Jane, that your friend has always

. & resource.”

“ Pray, do not speak of that,” said her father hastily.
“Since the condition no longer exists on .which her
mothe;rl’é threat was suspendéed — since I acknowledge
that human nature is guilty and expiation necessary
—surely my loving Foe has laid aside her hostility,
and will suffer me to be happy in our daughter. You
were present, my good father — was not such the drift
of her dying prophecy?”

. The ecclesiastic smiled: —* Ah! monsieur, I told
you then that Almighty God would not let such
‘words fall to the ground. I dont say it was a
prophecy, mind, But the fulfilment is what I call
— remarkable — certainly, remarkable. Yet observe,”

continued the Jesuit, I do not say that there is
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any thlng miraculous in all- that has occurred. To
be sure, there have been a good many extraordinary
coincidences, but every one can be accounted for
by strictly natural causes. For example, the dream
of Miss De Groot, when at school, was probably
an effect of her imagination being éxcited by an

incident which had occurred a little time before,

united with the conversation of her schoolfellow on
the subject of the guardian angels: —was it not?
This schoolmate died the same day on the following
year, you will say : —but there is nothing miraculous
in that,” said the T Father, laughing slightly, and shrug-
ging his shoulders, — People die all the days in the
. year; you know! as well one day as another. It
was prowdentlal I allow: so is every thing that hap
pens, however apparently fortuitous, I don't deny
‘that. On the same principle, if you choose to consider
Miss Mary’s baptism as a fulfilment of her vision, by
a kind of spiritual interpretation,” added he, smiling
once more, but gravely, “it is nothing more than a
coincidence, after all, that it took: place on the day
predicted. The same secret. Providence, by the ordi-
nary operation of second causes, brought about both —
the dream and the accomplishment. The same rea-
-soning holds good in regard to your father's sudden
recovery, my dear child. For observe, such crises are

- laws of nature are_very' imperfectly known to us.
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not uncommon in all diseases, and we know too little

gbout the laws of the nervous system, especially in

disease, to be able to say that your father, who was
in a most sensitive condition, mind! and whose whole
conééiousness was undoubtedly concentrated upon hig
daughter, might not have been aware, naturally, .' by
remote sympathy, or overhearing our conversation,
that something extracrdinary had occurrgd to hgr."
“\You believe in Mesmerism, &ir?” demanded
Alban. ‘
“Not at all: neither do I disbelieve any thing that
pretends to be purel'y patural. All I say is that the
Our
excellent friend here, may have recovered by the -
mercy of God, and as a direct answer to our unwc.)rtle
_prayers, through the intercession of the Blessed Virgin,
of course, and yet from natural causes; and the
Almighty, who is the real Mover of all such eﬁ'et?'ps,
could eaéily cause the cure to be simultaneous with
the consummation of a holy penance, in order that
we tﬁight give Him the glory, as is due.”
“You allow, then, that the cure was obtained by __
our prayers?” said Alban.
“Of course, my dear friend, You don't take me
for an infidel—do you?” exclaimed Father Smith,

or rather de Mornay, laughing at the idea.
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“But_there is one circtimstzince, Father,” interposed
Jane, who had listened very uneasily to this explana
tion — “there is one circumstaﬁce, at least — which

- ¢annot possibly be accounted for except by a miracle.”

The priest’s countenance Was as impenetrable ag
~the Iron Mask, as he replied —

“If you know any circumstance with which I am
unacquainted, Miss Jane, —eh? I 2annot speak in
regard to any thing that T do not know.”

Jane blushed, and so dig her friend, who said,
rather quickly and reproachfully, |

~ “What depends on my sole iestimony had better
not be told. God has been very good to us all, I
am sure, and that is enough,”

“T think so,;’ rejoined Father Smith, with 3 glance
of mixed affection and Tegret towards his spiritual
daughter, _ |

“The circumstance about which you affect so much

- secrecy,” observed Afherton, “is knov;n all over the
village, through Catherine, For my part, I cannot
help regarding it as a signal act of grace that the only
particular, in this long tissue of events, which comeg
under the head of g positive command to any of us,
and one that the berson might feel some scruple in
obeying, has been attested, beyond the possibility of
her doubting the source whence it came. And if you
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I i issionar
consider, Father,” added he, addressing the missionary,
1

1 ig been
~ “how easily a lovely friend of ours might have

led by such events to miss her true calling in llif'et,‘t:)l
the danger of her happiness here and her sa Vallor
hereafter, you will agree with me that such a clear |
note of guidance was almost necessary. | .
“Never mind what they say,” Jane whispere 1{1} 4
her friend’s quite erimson ear. “ Pe-rhaps afte;‘ al
you will have the merit and the happiness to choose

) ”
‘the BEST PART.”

For Jane herself had chosen it—with a prfqr;p:
and perfect generos}ty—from the first n:;omen;::L o Ny r:a]
conversion. And with a calm, unaffected hero (i
she fulfilled her first resolution. . .In the dgvote__f
'ordef which she has since entered, is no servant. (;)
the sick and poor, no spouse of | the Eternallf]zn e:
groom, no handmaid of the sanctuary, .more Ze - %eni |
ing more assiduous in holy contemplation c:;n pr;jor ;
and yet more cheerful, more unpreten ;ng, e
compassionate to the weakness of others, than
Marghg a:ll;?;ze;lo merit either in her conve.rsion, or

in eﬁabraoing the religious state: for she thinks tﬁl.]at
she Waé led to both by a disappointmen{: of the : te;—
tions; but her delicacy on that score 13 one of the

last remains of earthly feeling still cherighed by the
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once sofi-hearted Jane: she never speaks of it; and
one only knows her sentiments (for hers is not a clois-
tered order) by an expression which she habitually
uses when she hears of any young person of her own

sex who has met with a similar misfortune — “ When k

| the .Spouse of souls woos so roughly, it is a sign that
He is in earnest.”

For it is useless to criticise as unsuitable the
imethod by which the Creator captivates ‘the will of |

His creatures into submission to Himself, Some are
dﬁven,‘some ate led. The most common channel of
influence, perhaps, is unperverted natural aﬁ'ectidn.
God deals with those whom he would win, as wise men
do. He resorts not to extraordinary means, when
ordinary are sufficient. It is a divine election which.
by the love of our natural parents brings us into
-being and gives us the advantages of our lot; and
it is the same grace which makes a human ﬁ‘iéndship,
or the illugion of youthful love, the occasion of our
being introduced into a higher life. These human
affections are His, and He knows how to play upon
| them, as a cunning musician upon his instrument, so
as to adduce a spiritual and immortal harmony from
material and perishable chords. ' ‘
The heart, O Lover of men, is Thine own! it
loves not but by Thy inspiration; and love (which
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can find no other satisfaction) ever leads back to Thee,
from whom it proceeded. Fount of Love, Thou art
also its ocean; and the stream that has fertilized its
own peculiar valley of earth,—if it waste not un-
happily in the sands of time,—as it came first from
Thy inaccessible mountains with their chaste, eternal
snows, which melt but waste. not, for Heaven feeds
them, shall lose its;elf at last in Thy all-embracing
deep. Thou sendest Thy rain upén the just and the
‘unjust, even the rain of Thy grace. What merits
*not eternal life, may yet be a disposition that con-
ducts to it We are Thy children before we know
it, before we are of Thy fold. In the bosom .of our
families, in the communion of our Churches, (hand-
maids and Hagars of Thy true Spouse) captivated for
a time by whatever passion, seduced by whatever
seir;blance_of our lost EDEN, or our promised SALEM,
it is not our wisdom that finds Thee, but Thy wisdom
that finds us, and Thy pity that bears us on Its shoul-
ders home. " i
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CONCLUSION.

So far had we written, and here intended to stop,
when it was suggested to us that some might feel
curious to know a little more definitely what became
of Alban and Mary De Groot. The subsequent career
of the former it fell within our ‘original purpose ‘to
describe at large, but as we have abandoned that
idea, it may be well to give it here in brief.

In spite of all Mr. De Groot could say, our hero
bent himself forthwith to the work of acquiring his
profession. It was as well that he did so. In about a
year came the collapse of the land speculation, and
the fall of real estate, which most of us can remem.
ber; with the crisis of '86-7; and the outbreak of anti-
rentism, The tenants of Wallahook refused to pay

their manorial lord his rents; they mobbed his col- -

lector, tarred and feathered the sheriff who attempted

to enforce the law, and rose in insurrection against

the military powéf of the Empire State. Lastly, they
defended sagainst their Patroon an infinite number of

vexatious suits, that jeopardized his rights, and ate

up his mcome in the very process of seecuring it. In
fine, the few rich farms that pertained to the Manor

-

‘ing deficit.
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itself, and ‘the wiser or more honest tenants, who dig-
charged the obligations by ‘which they held their lands,

‘scarcely sufficed to meet the ‘charges encumbering so

old and great an. estate, and the expense of keeping
up the noble Manor- house.

Meanwhile, rents in New York went unpald from
a different reason, and, without a harshness that so
lofty a person as Mr. De Groot would not use, could
not in all cases be collected a huge, floating debt,
from building, furnishing, and ornamenting his house,
swamped his immediate resources; and, lastly, he
had been so imprudent as to speculate in stocks
during the inflation of '85. There were fimes in
'86-7, when he was forced to borrow money of old
Mr. Atherton to meet his household expenses, and
Mary De Groot could dispense no charity that was
not hardly earned by the labour of her own ingenious
fingers, as if she had been the daughter of a mer-
chant’s clerk or a pinched and salaried book-keeper.

"As time went on, matters grew in some respects

worse, as those who recollect the course of events in
those discouraging years can easily imagine. The
expense of the law-suits was not felt till after a year
or two; and the various city losses did not ‘at an
earlier period adjust themselves finally into an alarm-

There was so much property, that really
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nothing but patience was necessary to extricate it
and yet it seemed that a considerable portion of the
New York real estate must be sold to clear the rest.
This extreme point of depression in the fortunes
of Mr, De Groot was reached in the year '89. Alban
was just admitted to the bar; he was twenty-four
years old; Mary De Groot was nearly twenty-one,

These long engagements are very much to be

| diéapproved of, of course; their least unhappy effect

is to take off all the fine edge of the new intimacy
that marriage establishes. This is especially the case
- where the parties reside in the same city, and move
perpetually in the same circle, and where the manners
allow so much familiarity between engaged people as
ours do. Let us peep, then, at a scene in the Fifth
Avenue in the Spring of 1839.

Few things are more beautiful than. June in Man-
hattan, especially in the finer parts of the western
metropolis, where massive elevations of dark-brown
masonry mingle with trees and gardens. Ten or
twelve years ago this could not be seen; but Mr.
De Groot’s noble mansion then rose with an imposing
antiquity of five years in its stately free-stone walls and
balconies, and of forty in its fruit trees and shrubberies.
In an oriel —a famous oriel — that looked upon the
gardens, the tinted windows being thrown open, stood
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a gentleman and lady in the flower of their youth.

The former stood gravely with arms folded ; the latter”

leaned her head against the oaken window-frame,
“Those beautifal years have passed, never to re-

turn!”

“You call them beautiful, although so clouded by
seeming adversities, and always to me, at least, ren-
dered restless by hope.”

“So is life, to the end:—it is a saying of your

-

”n . .

- “True, and therefore life is exciting and interest-

“ing rather than beautiful.”

“Qur friendship has been beautiful.”
“ And shall be, still.”
“T fear the change.”

-« And J-—anticipate it with' a beating heart—

the time when I shall at length know you, no longer
as the captivating mistress, but as the wife;fwhén |
that veil of reserve shall be at last thrown aside, for
me alone of all my kindl” ‘

The lady was silent, but her cheek replied with
a great deal of warmth.

“Certainly,” continued the young man, in a deep,
masculine voice, and calmly buttoning his glove, as if
he had ‘been conversing upon some idle topic of the
day,— “certainly we have to look forward to the
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serious part of life; you, particularly ; — I comprehend
the magnitude of the change to you, in forsaking the
sweet mystery and selfsecrecy in which you have
hitherto lived, to share your thoughts, your hours,
your retirement, and almost your very prayers, with
another, and, above all, with one not of your own
sex; to acknowledge another as your lord, where
hitherto you have been lady of yourself i ——yes, it is
a -great sacrifice. I wish I could spare it you. I
would, for your own sake, keep you ever as you are.”

A faint change, between a tremor and g smile,
flickered over the lady’s lip; she plucked a flower
from a plant that stood on the window-sill, and
smelled it. She turned to her lover, but with down-
cast eyes. ' |

“Good-bye, then! Perhaps, when I go to the con-
vent this afternoon to begin my retreat, I shall tell
- Sister Mary Catherine that she may 'prepare me a
cell and robe, for that I am resolved to remain for
the rest of my life.”

“Good-bye,” answered he, laughlng slightly. “You

- cannot excite my fears. I do not wish you mine ex-

cept as 1t 1s the will of God, and that will must needs
be accomplished.”

She moved away to the staircase door, concealed,
as we remember, in the wainscotting of the lobby, and
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tarned only, with - one hand on the lock, to offer him

the other. It was the.spot where, in their earliest ac-
quaintance, she had thoughtlessly jested with him ‘of
the pleasant thefts of lovers, and after had.-blushed at

her own words: it was the spot where they had once

parted with half-estranged. feelings and reserved.. de.
meanour, yet with hearts, for all that, not so widely
apart. A flood of memories came over hert and she
burst into tears. The whole expression of his counte-
nance instantly changed : — passion, pity, kindness,
blended in a deecp manly glow that overspread his
face. She would fain have escaped ; but his hand
held hers as in a vice. The gitl of sixteen, when she
used to run up that hidden stair, or pass that shadowy

corner of the paternal house, had been prescient, we

may - 1nfer, of this moment. She bent back silently
over his arm that embraced her; she blushed, all wet
with tears, as the rose droops its head in a summer
éhower; but women, probably, can tell whether-she
was displeased that the repressed tenderness of year‘s _
burst its bounds at such.a parting. - An infinite deli-
cacy had so refined their intercourse during those years,
that the passion of the youth had all its first fresh- |
ness, only matured by the long summer of her beauty
and goodness; and the first bloom on the modesty
of the girl was no less untouched. But this was just
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eight days before they were married, and they were to
see each other no more till they met at the altar.

This marriage was a determination of the lover,

who for six years had the sublime satisfaction of sup-
porting his wife, and etceteras, by his own resolute
industry. Since then,l affairs have taken a widely
_ different turn, and the whole family, De Groots and
Athertons, have been spending several years in Europe,
where leisure; study, and travel are forming, let us
hope, something great of Alban Atherton,

And if the life-long possession of one who came to

him as a beautifal and unsullied virgin, and not more

“modest than tender, with a mind as lovely as her form, -

should be a source of real felicity ; as it certainly is the
liveliest earthly image of happiness, (all the poets and
romancers, and the heart of youth, being witness;) what

then, again, (it is the secret moral of every tale of love,

the soft understrain of every epithalamium)— what
then is the bliss of possessing for ever that Beauty
more ancient than the hills, and crowned by Itself with

stainless youth in the Eternal Heavens|
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]t 1s a charming book. pervaded by & vein of pure ennobling thought. ~Troy i,
« There is no one who will doubt that this is & courageous apd‘?ble work, displaying
geaius and depth of feeling, and striking at & high and noble aim.”—XN, ¥. Evangelist.

« There is a fine vein of tenderness running through the story, which is peculiarly -

one of passion and sensiment."——dArthur's Home Gazetis,

LECTURES AND MISCELLANIES.

By Hiesry James. One vol., 12mo., cloth, price $1.25.

o ics of essays by one of the most generous thinkers and sincere lovers of truth
in tl‘}esce;llae:m?y.eaﬁg logka et society fr’omHan in}_epenc}ent point of view, and with the
test and most intelligent saympathy.”— Home Journal. .

B eﬁ:ia the roducgiun o? agmaind richly endowed of avery“peculmr mould, All
will coneede to him the merit of a vigaroue aud brilliant intellect. —Albany_ArguB.h‘ h
A perusal of the essays leads us to think, not merely because of the ideas whic
they contain, but more because the ideas are earneatly put forth, and the subjects dis-
cussed are interesting and important to every one.”— Horcesier National Zgis. "
“ They have attracted much attention both here and in Europe, where the n.uthgr
considered s holding a distinetive’ and prominent position in the school of modern

hil hy."—Albany Atlas, . )
P ) c'isltl’g wjrrriter wields & masterly and accurate pen, and his style is good."—Boston

live Branch. o .
Oﬁﬂlt Jﬁ?have many readers, and almost as many admirers."—N. ¥, Times.

NAPIER'S PENINSULAR WAR.

Histo I of the War in the Peninsula, and in the South of France,
frmtr'ly the Year 1807 to 1814. By W. F. I N_'Aptmt. C.B., Col.
43d Reg., &c. Complete in one vol., 8vo., price $3.00.

«'We believe the Literature of War has not received a more valuable augmentation
this century than Col. Napier's justly ,celebl:gted work. Though a gallant combatant in
the field, he is an impartial historian.”—Tribune. . .

« Nu‘m:'s I;i?ator_wlr), in addition toits superior lite_rary merita snd truthful ﬂdellxlm

resents strong claims upon the attention of all American citizens; because the aut o;
?s & large-souled philauthropist, and an inflexible enemy to ecclesinstical tyranny an
secular despots.”-—Post. ) ' )

4 The exggllency of Napier's History results from the writer's happy talent for im-

etucus, straight-forwerd, soul-stirring narrative and_picturing forth of charact.er%
e military mancsuvre, march, and fery onset, the whole whirlwind vicissitudes o
the desperats fight, he describes with dramatic force.—Merchants’ Magazine.




5 REDFIELD'S NEW AND POPULAR PUBLICATIONS.

REICHENBACH ON DYNAMICS.

Physico-Physiological Researches on the Dynamics of Magnetism,
Electricity, Heat, Light, Crystallization, and Chemism, in their
relation to Vital Force: By Baron Cuartrs Vox ReicHENRACH,
With the Addition of a Preface and Critical Notes, by Jonn
AsnByrNigr, M. D. With all the Plates. In one gnlume,
12mo, 456 pp. Price, $1.25. '

. % Thia book is a valuahle addition to scientific knowledge upon subjects that bave hith
erto been involved in ebscurity and mysticism, Charlatans have 80 lon g aveiled them
gelves of a slight knowledge of the phenomena of magnetism for mercenary purposes,
_ that discredit ﬁas been thrown upon the whole subject, and men of science have been
deterred from pursuing, or at least from publishing their researches. The work befora
us gives the result of 4 vast number of experiments eonducted with great pliilosophical
acumen, testing the truth of both modern theories and ancient superstitions, Phenoms
ena attributed in past ages to & supernatural agency, and by the superficial skepticiem

of later times diamiesed & mere_impostures, are in many ijnstances traced with grent -

clearness to natural and explicable causes. It requires, and is eminently worthy of an
attentive perusal.— City Ttem,

THE CELESTIAL TELEGRAPH:

Or, Secrets of the World to Conte, revealed through Magnetism s
wherein the Existence, the Form, and the QOccupations of the Soul,
after its Separation from the Body, are proved by Many Years’
Experiments, by the Means of eight Ecstatic Somnambulists, who
had eighty Perceptions of thirty-six Deceased Persons of various
Conditions. A description of them, their Conversation, ete., with
Proofs of their Existence in the Spiritual World. By L. Arpu.
Causexer. Inone volume, 12mo, 410 pp. Price $1.25.

“ Mr. Cabagnet has certainly placed the human race under @ vast debt of obligation
40 _himself, by the vast amount of information vouchsafed respecting our hereafter.
What we have read in this volzme has exceedingly interested vs in many ways and for
many reasons—chiefly, perhaps, because we have perused it as we would any other
able work of fiction.” As a work of imagination, it is almost incomparable. Some of

.the revelations are ag marvellous and interesting a8 those, or that, of Poe’s M, Valde-
mar. We commend this work to lovers of the wild and incredible in romance."—

Ontario Repository,

STILLING'S PNEUMATOLOGY.
Theory of Pneumatology ; in Reply to the Question, What ought to

be believed or disbelieved concerning Presentiments, Visions, and
Apparitions, according to Nature, Reason, and Seripture. B
Doct. Jouaxny Hrivrica June-StiLnine. Translated from the
German, with copious Notes, by Samver Jackson. Edited by
Rev. George Busn. In one vol., 12mo, 300 pp. Price $1.
'“We have in the course of the discussion, a‘philosophical rocount of the magnetie
Influence, a8 showing the influence of mind upon mind, as well a8 of Varions other ane

alogous subjects, The array of facts brought forward by the author is curious, and the

wotk will interest anv one who is engaged in studying the different phases of the hu:
man mind."—State Register, :

REDFIELD'S NEW AND POPULAR PUBLICATIONS.

e

POETICAL WORKS OF FITZ-GREENE HALLECK.

w and only Complete Edition, containing several New Poems,
N?:ogether wi%h many now first collected, One vol., 12mo., price

one dollar.

i f the hrightest etars in our American litersture, and his name is
iik‘e;ihl‘}gif::ellzlgi;so‘;d wherevger the English langnage is spoken.”—dlbany Ezpress.
«There are few poems to be found, in any language, that surpass, in beauty of )

some of these,”— Boston Commonwealth. .
th?ﬂﬁg iﬂ: izﬁggs&ge;dmirera of Mr, Halleck, this will be & welcome book i, forit isa
characteristid desire in human nature mhrlm_re I‘.lggr productipns of our favorite authors
i G d substantial form.”—Christian Freeman. - .

" ‘?gtlgle 1:!1)12;1: never appeared in a better dress, and few poets ever deserved a better

ona.’— Christian Intelligencer.

THE STUDY OF WORDS.
By Archdeacon R. C. TaexcH. One vol., 12mo., price 75 cts.

i i i he original unity of -lan.
seg in 4 truly learned and lively manner upon the orig :
gu.:i;ff :!;Tic?lrlx; origin, deri}:'ntion. and history of words, with their morality &nd sep-
aning."—Evening Post i
ar?‘t?l‘?wli):‘ ?; ‘;Sno:b{getribugte to the diérine faculty of apeech, Popularly written, for uﬁa
s lectres, exact in its learning, and poetic in it vision, it is & book at once {or the

| reader.”—New York Evangelist. . .
scl‘l.olléa ;sa(l)]r:ietgt? tglﬁ;‘ ggs: s?riking and original publications of ghe day, with notlpqg o'f'
hardness, dullness, or dryness sbout it, but sltogether fresh, lively, and entertaining,

—Baston Evening Traveller. B

BRONCHITIS, AND KINDRED DISEASES.

In language adapted to common readers. By W. W. Harr, M. D.
One vol., 12 mo, price $1.00. . h )

i i i in, direct, common-gense style, and ia free.fromt e quackery

wi‘:igi\tinv::{:t:etrrlw]tg; o?lz‘lllrgpg:ular medical books of the day. It will prove useful to

— I Ch. Herald. . . .
t}_l?,s% ]:;. 1;2 ;‘;f;i,iﬁ; c,g?;ﬁ‘en, ‘or who are prept?]y:ng foﬁ "ghe ézcr:ﬂ;;lsl; %;‘ and publie
t fail of securing this work."—Ch. 5 ,
‘Pﬁnllt{?:i'gﬁnﬁfg ﬁliz:’ssr?: ltlsll;l 1::1!:11!'9 of the vital organs, and does away with much super-

iti i { nsumption.”—Greene County Whig. .
mﬁ'%‘iﬁsdﬁgfk'gi?éﬁaﬂﬁz ‘:'?ﬂuablgj instruction in regard to food and hygienie influ.

snces.”'— Nashua Oasis.

ENIGHTS OF ENGLAND, FRANCE, AND SCOTLAND.

B8y Henny Wizuian Herserr. One vol., 12mo., price $1.25.

[ : ; i 7 ing, when blended,
he romance of history and partly fictlon, forming; w h
J;t,];gigrac:fv%alrxgglg l‘t':'gm the eorrect drawing of the times they illustrate, and interests
e V'— dlbany Knickerbocker. : .
ng %ﬁgﬁ%ﬁg&?ﬁfﬁng prodgch‘ons, which will be read (zimdd rLQmu;etd]eh'{:g 0\;1;:
are pleased with historical tales written in a vigorous, bold, and dashing style.

J(;'?,':I?‘il?:ée Jegends of love and chivalry contain some of the finest tales which the

] ) A "
graphic and powerful pen of Herbert has yet given to the lighter literature of the dayu.
~Detroit Frec Press. :




S, A

.BMNEW AND POPULAR PUBLICATIONS,

CHARACTERS IN THE GOSPEL,
DMustratiug Phases of Character at the Present Day. By Rev. .
H. Caarix. . One vol., 12mo., price 50 cents. (Second edition.)

“As we read his pages, the reformer, the senenalist, the skeptic, the man of the
world, the secker, the sister of charity and of faith, stand ot from the Seriptures, ard
Join themselves with our own living world."— Qhristian Enquirer,

*Mr. Chapin has an essy, graccful style, neatly touching the outlines of his slcturel,
and giving great consistency snd beauty to the whole. The reader will find admirabla
descriptione, some most wholesome lessons, and a fine spirit"—N. Y. Evangelist. -

“Its brilliant vivacity of style forma an admirable combination with ita soundness of
thought and-depth of feeling."—Tribune, |

Y

LADIES OF THE COVENANT:

Memoirs of Distinguished Scottish Females, embracing the Period
of the Covenant and the Persecution. By Rev. JAMES ANDER-
soN. One vol., 12mo., price $1.25. ¢ ‘

“Tt is a record which, while it confers honor- on the sex, will ‘elevate the heart, and
strengthen it to the better performance of every duty.”— Religious Herald. (Va.)
“It is a book of great aitractiveness, having not only the freshness of novelty, but
every clement of historical interest.”—Courier and Enguirer.
*1t is written with great spirit and a hearty sympathy, and abounds in lucidents of
" more than & romantic interest, while the type ol piety it discloses is the noblest and
most elevated."— N, ¥. Evangelist.-

‘ T Bl
* .
m ' A\VA’

TALES AND TRADITIONS OF HUNGARY.

By Tuxresa Purszky, with a Portrait of the Author. One vol.,
price $1.25. : '

THE above containg, in addition to the English publication, 8 Naw PrEFacE, and

TALES, now first printed from the manuscript of the Author, who has & direct interest
in the publication.

“This work claimes more sttention than is ordinarily given to books of its clase, Such
- 1a the fluency and correctness—nay, even the nicety and felicity of style—with which
Madame Pulszky writes the English language, that merely in this respect the tales hera
collected form & curions study. But they contain also highly snggestive illustrations of
national literature and character.”"— London Ecaminer. ‘
‘Freshness of eubject Is invaluable in literature—~Hungary ia still fresh ground. It
hag been trodden, but it is not yet a common highway, The tales and legends are very
various, from the mere traditional anecdote to the regular legend, and they have the
sort of interest which all national traditions excite.”—London Teader, ‘

SORCERY AND MAGIC '
Narratives of Sorcery and Magic, from the most Authentic Sonrces,
By Taomas Wrient, A.M., &c. One vol. 12mo., price $1.25.

*'We have no hesitation in pronouncing this one of the most interesting works which
has for a long time issued from the press.”—dlbany Fxpress.
“‘The parratives are intensely interesting, and the more 80, a5 they are evidently writs

ten by a man whose object is simply to tell the truth, and whe is not himself bewitched
by sny favorite theory.”—IN ¥, Recorder

i

REDFIELD'S NEW AND POPULAR PUBLICATIONS.

.

THE NIGHT-SIDE ON NATURE;

- Or, Ghosts and Ghost-Seers. By CataamINE CrowE. ~ One vol.,

12mo., price $1.25.

i kable work, Miss Crowe, who writes with the vigor nrd grace of &
wcl:tixta;nﬂc‘:g slt,x‘-a::l!;a:nse and high cultivat.ioﬁ, collects the most remarksble and best au.
thenticated accounts, traditional and recorded, of preternatursl visitations and appear-

M Boston Transcript. - . .
an‘c‘ifn alf:::fs:ﬂunlimitedﬂfund of Interesting illustrations and anecdotes touching the
spiritual world.""—New Orleans Bee. . .

THE WORKS‘OF EDGAR ALLAN POE;

Complete in Three Volumes, with a Portrait, alMem.oir _b}_r Jam_es
Oﬁllll)ssell Lowell, and an Introductory Essay by N. P, Willis; edit-
ed by Rufus W, Griswold. 12mo., price $4.00.

d not say that these volumes will he found rich in intellectual excitementa,
an'c‘lzvhzl;l;ging in rgma.rkahle specimens of vigorous, beautiful, and highly su_gg‘esuvg
composition ; they are all that remain to us of a man whose uncommon geniug it wou

0 ny.'—N. Y. Tribune, . ) .
be‘fg’lllg i’oogesni{ltéllectual character—his genins—is stamped upon all his pmduchotlgi,
and we shall place these his works in the library among those books not to be par

ith"-—~N. Y. Commercial Advertiser, . .
wlulsl?rhesl:pmductiuns will live, They bear the stamp of true genius; and ilf t‘he.:&- rephe
tation begins with a *fit audience though few,' the cn'cka will be coniatant y widening,
snd they will retain & prominent place in our litersture."—Rev. Dr, Kip.

CHAPMAN'S AMERICAN DRAWING-BOOK.

- The American Drawing-Book, intended for Schools, Academies, and

.. Belf-Instruction. By Jomn G. Crapman, N. A. Three Parts
" now published, price 50 cents each: :

Tris Work will be fssned in Parts; and will contain Primary Instruction nnd.Rudi-
ments of Drawing: Drawing from Nathre--Ma}terinls anq Methoda Perspectwe--
Composition — Landscape — Figures, ete. : Drawing, 8y applicable to the Mechtmlic Arts:
Painting in 0Oil and Water Colora: The Principles of Light and. Shede : Externa Anhianto-
my of the Human Form, and Comparative Anatomy : The Various Methods of Etching,
Engraving, Modelling, &e.

« 1t has received the sanction of many of our most eminent frtists, and com Scarcely
ighly "—N. ¥. Tribune. . 3
be_uc ]?umtr;l: l::?:g-lt;grgl%ts %rinciples developed in the beautgf'ul letter-press, and so e::guu;—
" itély are they illustrated by ‘tihe e?%rt;‘]rlir:gs, t{mt t‘h':n;1 g:glégpﬁ:i ifn (”‘E!I?ofn ;n;m:l. -
tingly to a thorough knowledge of bo e elemen on -~ Home Journa
« inga are superb, and the typography umsurpassed by any
whizglivgl;gr?:::ziainted. pIl: is 3134 honior to the ‘m‘xt{or and publisher, and a eredit to ‘
M—Seientific American. R
ou‘z‘- ’f‘g;x;?v%r;!f?:lg%isﬁnit and progressive in ita instructions that we can niclalt well tieig
how it could full to impart a full and complete knowledge of the &l:‘.ﬂ Nothing ¢an
with it in artistie and mechanical execution."—Knickerbocker Mogazine




© REDFIELD'S

TOY BOOKS,
FOUR SERIES OF TWELVE BOOKS EACH,

BEAUTIFULLY ILLUSTRATED,
FROM DESIGNS BY J, G CHAPMAN,

. - First Series—Price One Cent.
1. Tom Thumb's. Picture Alphabet, in Riyme.
2. Rhymes for the Nursery. .
3. Pretty Rhymes about Birds and Animals, for little Boya and Girlg,
4. Life on the Farm, in Amusing Rhyme, :
5. The Story-Book for Good Little Girls, .
6. The Beacon, or Warnings to Thoughtless Boya,
7. The Picture Book, with Stories in Eeasy Words, for Little Readers,
8, The Little Sketch-Bnok, or Useful Objects Hlustrated.
9. History of Domestic Animals,
10. The Museum of Birds. )
11. The Little Keepsake, a Poetic Gift for Children.
12, The Book of the Ses, for the Instruction of Little Sailors.

S Second Series—Price. Two Cents,
1. The ABC in Verse, for Young Learners,
2. Figures in Verse, and Simple Rhymes, for Little Learnets.
3. Riddles‘for the Nursery.
4. Thé Child’s Story-Book. -
5. The Christmas Dream of Little Charles,
6, The Basket of Strawberries, - )
7. Story for the Fourth of July, an Epitome of American History
8. The Two Friends, and Kind Little James,
9. The Wagon-Boy, or Trust in Providence.
10. Paulina and Her Pets, .
11, Simple Poema for Infant Minds.
12, Littie Poems for Little Children, .

Third Series—Price Four Cents,
1. The Alphabet in Rhyme,
2. The Multiplication Table in Rhyme, for Young Arithmeticiana,
3. The Practical Joke, or the Christmas Story of Uncle- Ned.
4. Little George, or Temptation Resisted.
5. The Young Arithmetician, or the Reward of Perseverance,
6. The Traveller's Story, or the Village Bar-Room.
7. The Bagacity and intellirence of the Horse, :
8 The Young Sailor, or the Sea-Life of Tow Bowline.
8, The Selfish Girl, a Tale of Truth, :
10, Manual or Finger Alphabet, used by the Deaf and Dumb,
11.'The Story-Book in Verse, ‘ .
‘12, The Flower-Vase, or Pretty Poems for Good Yittle Children,

¥ourth Series—Price Six Centa.

). The Book of Fables, in Prose and Verse.
2. The Little Casket, filled with Pleasant Stories.
3. Home Pastimes, or Fnigmas, Charades, Rebuses, Conundiums, ete.
4. The Juvenile Synday-Book, adapted to the Improvement of the Young
§. William Seaton snd the Butterily, with its Interestin History.
6. The Young Girl's Book of Hesithful Amusements and Exercises.
7. Theodore Carleton, or Perseveranve against Ill-Fortune.
8 The Aviary, or Child's Book of Birds,
9 The Jungle, or Child’s Book of Wild Animals,

10. Sagacity and Fidelity of the Dog, Mustrated by Interesting Anecdotes.
" LL Coverings for the Head and Feet, in all Ages and Countries,
2. Romance of Indian History, or Incidents in the Early Settlementa,

'CONTEMPORARY BIOGRARHY,
MEN OF THE TIME,
OR SKETCHES OF LIVING, NOTABLES,

AUTHORS ENGINEERS f | PHILANTHROPISTS
ARCHITECTS JOURNALISTS ~ PREACHERS
ARTISTS MINISTERS .BAVANS
COMPOSERS MONARCHS STATESMEN
DEMAGOGUES  NOVELISTS TRAVELLERS
DIVINES POLITICIANS VOYAGERS
DRAMATISTS ' POETS WARRIORS

In One Vol., 12mo, containing nearly Nine Hundred Bz'ogmﬁk-
tcal Sketches—Price $1.50.

s . . . "
¢ lad to learn that you are publishing thie work. It is precisely that kind of
in;‘oz'glc:ti%: tha(;: every puhli):: and intelligent man desires to see, especially in reference
to the distinguished men of Europe, but which I bave found it extremely difficult to

obtain "—FEztract from a Letter of the President of the United States to the publisher. N
«In its practical usefulness this work will supply a most important desideratum.”—
i nguirer. ; .
Cﬁ?ﬁ%ﬁnﬁ gvalunble mannal for reference, especially in the American depnrtmqnt,
which we can not well do without; we commend it to the attention of cur *reading
! ! "— i " - = . (] - =
pu‘Pfllsist thg'gzzﬁewe have desired & hundred times. brief. statistica! and biographical

-gketches of men now living. in Europe and America."—New York Observer.

i is elbow—

“Itis o f reference which every newspaper resder should have at his elb
a8 ‘izﬁﬁs};::aﬁeﬂaa a map or a gictionary=—and from which the best-informed will de-
ive i i d plessure.”"— Evangelist. ) .
rlt?'ll‘rl;?gr Ilalgglgntﬁ:rpfr‘:)re tills a place in Iitera%:re-, and once published, we do not eeco .

» could do without it."—4lbany Express. .
ho‘?itail;yeg?cfefmy compiled with great care and labor, and every possible means seems
to have been ured to secure the highest degree of correctness. I}E containg a great deal
of valuable information, and is admirable a8 a book of reference.’—Aibany Argus, .

« 1t ig, to our notion, the most valuable collection of contemporary biographies yot
made in this or any other country The authar ac}mow]edges that ita compilation waa
& *labor of eare and responsibility,! We believe him, and we give him credit for hav
ing executed that labor after a fashinn tRiat will command general and lasting approv-

— S imes, and Noah's Weekly Messenger, .
al.:: Tﬁ;f:ni’:aoyngr 1:;8!5}1: q:nost valuable ‘Wy:)!‘kﬂ lately mgued—v.&‘luable not only for aneml
reading and study, but as a hook of reference. It j& certainly the fuflest collection of
contemporary Biographies yet made in.this country,”-=Trey Daily Times. ded

“ This is emphatically a book worthy of the name, and will secure an extended pop-

ity — Detroit Daily Advertiser, . . .
ule‘l‘r Lt%goklﬁ)fr:efeﬁﬂnc% unequalled in either value or interest. It i indeed a grand s\ip.
plement and appendix to the modern histm:iio;, to ph; lnif_nni\tvg. 1(;{) Vt‘lll;;ltlilf:;?l" ;e;;vsg:xlgg
—a book which a man anxious to be regarded as Inteiligent an: 3 k-a formed, o n no
3 ithout than a churchman can do without hiz prayer book,
lgl:ig;: li}(;':-l{;’vgﬁ street man his almanac and interest tables."—New York Day Book.
«The volume once known will be found indxepensg}llﬂe, and will prove a constsnt
d i i readers at large'—N. ¥. Revcills, ) ‘
110'.1“;"5:-0{1 glgg;l%?tggt]éﬁnce. this volul%]e will recumﬁn%ndt itself as an invaluable ¢oms
ion in the library, office, and studio."—Northern Budget. . :
paHﬂ ie & living hre{nthing epitome of ﬂie day, a directory to that wide phantagmagoria
rld."— Wall Street Journo. . . )
w‘f‘%‘;}ttii o qu mo more valuahle book to ‘mf}h’r:rsifdators, gtatemen, and all who
would be *up with the time,’ than this."—Spirit of the Times. . .

?‘u l\geneof ailjl nations, creeds and partics, appear to be treated in n_kmc}ily.tqpmt.i es'l:'h—?
work will be found a useful supplement to thé ordinary biographica! dictionaries.
Com; t dueriiser. .

"%ﬂﬂi\i of such n work can searcely be over-estimated. To the gta:esmaré nniﬂ
philanthropist, as well a8 the scholar and business man, it will he tounblo tgrefibco
venience a8 a reference book, and must goon be considered as indispeneable to a librery
as Weébster's Dictionary.”—Lockport Courier.




WORES IN PREPARATION,

PHILOS OPHERS AND- ACTRESSES.

By ArseNe Houssaye. With beautifully-engraved Portraits of
Voltaire and Mad. Parabére. Two vols., 12mo.

COMPARATIVE PHYSIOGNOMY ;

Or Resemblances between Men and Animals. By J. W. ReprizLp,
M. D. Inone vol., 8vo, with several hundred illustrations.

ANCIENT EGYPT UNDER THE PHARAOHS.
By Joux Kevprice, M. A. In 2 vols., 12mo.

FATHER MARQUETTE'S DISCOVERY -

And Exploration of the Valley and River of the Mississippi. By
- Jonn J. Suea. With fac-similes-and a copy of his Map. Now
first translated from the original manuscripts. In 1 vol., 8vo.

THE HISTORY OF THE CRUSADES.

By Joskrn Frawcois Micuaup. Translated by Robson. Three
vols., 12mo.

NEWMAN'S REGAL ROME.

In 1 vol., 12mo. Price 75 ceats.

THE CHILDREN OF LIGHT.

A new work by Carorine Creskero’, author of ¢ Isa, a Pilgrim-
age,” and * Dream Land by Daylight.”

THE CHEVALIERS OF FRANCE;
From the Crusaders to the Mareschals of Louis XIV. By HENrY
Witriam Hersert: One vol,, 12mo.
THE PURITANS OF NEW ENGLAND:

An Historical Romance of the Days of Witcheraft. By Henry
Wizriam Hereewt, Author of «Cavaliers of England,” + Mar-
maduke Wyvil,” &c. One vol,, 12mo, price $1.25.

HOLLAND AND FLEMISH PAINTERS.

The History of Painters and Printing in Holland and Flanders
By ArseNe Houssave. With a beantifully-engraved Portrait
ofy Rubens, from the picture of himself.. One vol., 12mo.

THE HISTORY OF THE EIGHTEENTH CENTURY.

By Arsene Houssave. Four vols,, 12mo, with Portraits.




