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PREFACE.

Two friends, an American and an Epglishman, the
one a citizen of New-York, the other a resident in
Massachusetts, met after a separation of some
months, to spend the bright season of the year in
one of the loveliest valleys of New England. They
diversified their rambles and their rides amongst
grand mountains and by beautiful streams, with con-
vershtions upon subjects congenial to the tastes of
both. Ome day the topic became the curious copart-
nery in literary labors of Beaument and Fletcher,
and the one friend proposed to the other to attempt
the composition of a prose work of fiction in the same

“ manner. = This was readily agreed to, and the result

i3 here laid before the public.

They neither of them pretend to the genius or
the merits of a Beaumont or a Fletcher; but they
do believe, that some interest, independent of any
that may attach to the work itself, will be excited in
the public by the unusual course which has been
taken in this composition. The minute defails of
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their plan of joint authorship would probably not be
very amusing or instructive to any one; but the
public may be pleased to know, at least, thus much:
that each has contributed, as nearly as possible, an
equal portion with the other to the work that follows,
and that there is not a chapter—not a page—in the
wholek%book, on which each hand and each mind has
not labored.

If, as possibly will be the case, the curiosity of
some individnals may be stimulated to enquire which
portions are to be attributed to the one author, which
to the other, we fear we can afford them no farther
indication than that which their own knowledge of
either of the men, or their babits of thought may
supply. And yet, we will venture to add that .th§s
clue may very frequently lead them wrong, as it is
more than probable that the sentiments and opinions
of the one, may, in many instances, be attributed by
the reader to the other. o '

In regard to the work itself, very little need be
gaid. The scene is laid in the United States. The
characters, though not to be considered as portraits,
are not without their prototypes : the events, though
here and there assisted by fictitious accessories, are
often related as they occurred ; and of one a slight
but faithful sketch has alréady appeared in print.
The principal object was less, perhaps, to write
a talefull of stirring incidents, than to develop a
peculiar character, and to show the result of a
conflict, in the same breast, between opposite opin-
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ions, derived from different sourceg. In all lands
there remains, unfortunately, a high degree of intol-
erance, in each man, for adverse opinions or preju-
dices in his neighbor. We are apt only to love our
neighbor as ourself, upon the condition of his being
exactly like ourself. The higher this intolerance is
in any country, the greater is the misfortune; and
when the celebrated Ancillon called the collection of
his essays by a name which we may freely translate,
“ Something towards the mitigation of extreme opin-
1ons,” he did much, by that very name, to promote a
sane and benevolent philosophy—to point the way to
a more Christian and charitable mode of judging the
views of others, than the world has ‘generally been
willing to adopt. , )
If, however, it be a great misfortune to a nation
to be véxed by opposite and intolerant opinions, it is
a still greater misfortune to an individual to be torn

by conflicting views, from whatever source they may

come : and it is well, we think, for every man, as
early as possible, to obtain definite and conelusive
Judgment between the contending parties. To do so,
without any chance of reversal of judgment, it is
necessary for him to reject, as worthless, all, that
prejudice, however venerable from antiquity, or re-
spectable by association, may put forth to sustain

_ one view or another, and above all, to cast from him

the minted falsehoods constantly current in society.
Although to incite to such a course, is certainly one
great object of the work, yet, as will be seen by those
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who peruse the following pages, we do not “fresume
to speak dogma,tlcally, or to school the public upon
any of the various questions which affected painfully
the mind of one of the principal characters.

It the book have any moral, it may perhaps be
comprised in these few words, “ Try your opinions ;”
for we believe that in all cases it will be found that
peace of mind can only be founded on firm and well-
established convictions.

STOCKBRIDGE, Mass., Sept, 1, 1851,

'ADRIAN;
OR,

THE CLOUDS OF THE MIND.

CHAPTER L

Windows and doors in nameless sculpture drest,

‘With order, symmetry, or taste unblest,

Forms like some bedlam statuary's dream,

The craz'd creation of misguided whim,

Burns, * The Brigs of Ayr.
L ‘

Turre are odd-shaped old houses all over the world ; -and it
is very extraordinary what different expressmns they put on,
although their general features may be wery much the
same. There is something in the face of an old house very
much like the face of a human being. One cannot get it
out of one’s head that the windows are eyes, and the door
a mouth, and. the overhanging eaves thé beetle brows.
Who has not looked at one in the dim of the evening—
especially in school-boy days—till he almost fancied it the
head of the giant Blunderbore, looking out of the pit which
Jack, the giant-killer, dug for him. Not only is this simila-.
rity in what we must call the featares, but the aspect, the
expression has something human in it, How many a
venerable old house do we see, quite decrepit with age—

‘sometimes even upon crutches—but smiling upon us stlll

1*
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with a pleasant face from underneath its wig of house-leek,
Then again there is the grimly house—the dark, foreboding,
melancholy mansion, with trees of sombre hue generally
coming close up to it, and the long-bladed, bluish-green
grass concealing the meeting placé between its walls and

the carth. How its heavy brows frown upon us, How its

cold, staring eyes seem to look gloom and dissatisfaction.

How little welcome does it give. How stiff and repulsive-
does it seem! One could almost fancy it a Prime Minister,

putting his hands behind his back, and bowing negation to
some poor petitioner.

Of the latter kind, there was a very fair specimen, seated
in a deep hollow of some hills, two or three miles from the

seashore; but in addition to the general frowning aspect -
which it wore, there was, moreover, an air of melancholy -

about it, as it stood in its solitude, with fittle to see and
nobody to talk to. It had a bereaved and disconsolate air

and there was as little hope for it in the future, as there
was joy in the present; for it bore about it evident signs of
old age, and four large figures of hammered iron plaistered
on its front, were probably intended as a sort of register of

its birth, which was somewhat more than a century before -

the period at which our tale commences. These figures
were, 1-—6—8—1"7. Between the six and the eight, indeed,
there was a great gap, nobody. could tell why or wherefore.
Some people said there had omce been a window there,
which had been blocked up when the house was repaired
some fifty years before; but we cannot think it; for the
figures were high up on the house, where no other window
dwelt; and the story of the window, at all, rested only on
tradition, a foundation on which we are not at all inclined
to rely in any case, and more especially, when it is offered
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to us in the shape of an old woman’s tale, involving circum-
stances .repugnant to humanity. Such was the legend told
to any one who' delighted in cup and saucer eloqueﬁce, by
two ancient ladies of virgin fame .and exceedingly sharp
chins, who resided near the hill, by the side of a small lake.
They declared they had it from their grandfather; but we
think they must have been mistaken ; for we do believe
they manufactured it ‘themselves ; and, though each look-
ed very much as if she were her own grandfather, we do

" not suspect that either of them intended to allude to her-

self.

They said, that some sixty years before, a young and
beautiful girl had precipitated herself out of the solitary
window, which stood between the two figures six and eight,
impelled to what the newspapers call “the rash act,” by
the cruelty and tyranny of her own father, who wished to
force her into a marriage with 2 man whom she abhorred.
Now, we are no believers in Blue-beard fathers. We have
never seen them in a normal, or fossil state; and though,
very likely, Methuselah was very despotic when he got old
and crusty, yet such fathers, depend upon it, were all before
theflood. Daughter and father, however, the old ladies both
averred, had walked the house ever since, and from time to

time a shriek was heard, just such as the poor girl gave when

she was taking the fatal leap. They did not, of course, relate
that leap from their personal knGwledge; for the event occur-
red sixty years before, and the two sisters, though not twins,

- were cach exactly thirty-five—whatever the family Bible’

might say to the contrary, as some persons suspected it
would do, if ever let out of the dark closet in which they
kept it locked up—to punish it for tellmg such, lles about.
people’s ages, we suppose.
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But to return to the old house, with its registered. front.

It was a curious old building, of three stories high, with a -
roof, unlike most other roofs in the country, describing at all.

its various angles a wavy line, somewhat like Hogarth’s

celebrated line of beauty. It was, in short, like the dome

of some Turkish mosque cut square ; and the chimneys, made
tall and slender in order to earry the smoke above the hills,
miight well in the evening light have passed for minarets.
Over the principal entrance of the mansion, gracefily re-
clined upon cornucopias of fruit and flowers, what had once
been intended for two female figures, carved in oak,—an
ornament which both its form and execution suggested, had
once belonged to, or had at least been intended for, the
stern of some antediluvian ship. Mischief or accident, how-

ever, had cut down the relief of noses, and chins, and fruit,

to an uniform level with the less proniinent parts; so that
the general effect was™ neither particularly lively nor agree-
able. ' .

There were two stories above, and one below; and the
separation of the aristocratical up-stairs floors from the
plebeian ground floor, was marked distinctly enough by the
protrusion of the former over the latter, some two feet on
every side. The upper floors, indeed; were considerably
more_spacious than the under, and to prevent them from
falling down upon their inferior member, like an extinguisher
upon a candle, or a night-cap on a head, the large joists of
the flooring projected considerably beyond the wall of the

ground floor, as if the people of those days had found it .

more economical to build in the air, than on the ground.
The learned, however, assigned another motive for this pecu-
liar style of construction. They said that, at the time this

house was built, it was by no means an unusual ocourrence
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to see two or three hundred personages, nearly naked, with
brown skins, beautifully painted and feathered, approach a
dwelling, and rush under the eaves, with the design of
“bruising the hairy sealp of their enemies,” and that, unless
prevented by a sharp fire of musketry from-above, they
would hew down the doors with their hatehets, or break in
at the windows in an incredibly short space of time. As a
proof of the truth of that which they advanced, ghe persons
who gave this account of the matter used to point out a
number of round holes, between the rafters under the super-
incumbent protuberance, through which they declared, the
early settlers poured a deadly fire upon the savages.

All this might be so, or it might not, and it is not worth
while to stop here for the purpose of investigating the ques-
tion. Thank heaven, we are far enough from Indians now-
a-days, and those who do still exist—except upon the
extreme frontier—if not civilized, are at least tamed. How-
ever, the very idea of the dusky savages coming down from
their deep forests, with the war-whoop, and the tomahawk,
and the scalping-knife, and rushing fiercely, in the dead of
the night, upon the dwellings of the invaders gf their hunt-
ing grounds,—of the shout and the scream, and the pealing
shot, and the torture, and the massacre, the fiendish dance,
and the revel in blood, added other grim associations to
those with which the place was already invested, and which
its mournful, stern, and desolate aspect seemed well to
warrant.

‘The inside of the house was not much more cheerful
than the exterior. Timber was in plenty on the lands round
about at the time when it was built, and it had not been
spared. Large beams, time-worn and wormeaten, protruded
themselves in every divection, and the death-watch kept up
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his measured tickings in every room. The staircase was
broad and solemn, with low steps eighteen inches wide,
ascending from a good-sized, stone-paved hall, and running
back, though not completely, to the farther side of the build-
ing. The banisters consisted of thick round columns of;
wood, with a broad rail at top; and both in balustrade and
railing, the ravages of the worm—tracing a somewhat quaint
and fancif pattern of deep holes and superficial channels,
for the tiny destroyer to do the bidding of his master,
Time-—were not only apparent but obtrusive to the eye.

At the top of the staircase which, with a portion of the
hall in which it stood, was somewhat more than twenty feet
in width, was what, we suppose, must be called a landing,
though being thirty feet deep, from the top step to a window
of three lights with a fanlight above, in the back of the
house, it might deserve the name of a room, or a corridor.
From this landing ran away two passages, one to the right
and the other to the left, which deviated into a  number of
other passages leading to different rooms, and smaller stair-
cases without number, some going up and some going down,
some straight, and some crooked, and some which seemed
inclined to betake themselves altogether to the lower story
of the house, as if tired of standing there so long without
any one taking advantage of the assistance they proffered.

The rooms were all low in the ceiling, though some of
them were both wide and long, and everywhere were seen
the great beams cmssing from side to side, and forbidding
any one, above six feet high, to walk without stooping.
0pen1ng out of the hall, on the right and left—before, pass-
ing the staircase, you reached a sort of vestibule at the back
of the house—were two large rooms: evidently the state
rooms of a time of dignity passed away. ‘:The“ceilings of
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these were pearly as low as in the other apartments; but
the extent gave them a gloomy sort of grandeur, heighten-
ed in gloowy, u not in majesty, by the dingy panelling with
which one of them was lined, and the enormous gaping
fire-place, which looked like the jaws of some monster,
ready to devour any one who entered. The other room
was not panelled, and had, to say sooth, a somewhat
gayer aspect; for some long forgotten hand had, in a day
when the arts were not at their climax, covered the walls
with stucco, and ornamented them all round with one grand
historical fresco. This effort of genius was evidently not
coeval with the building of the house, if the date in front
was to be relied on; for the dresses of the various persons
represented were of a somewhat later period-—that of king
William, of immortal memory, rather trenching upon that
of Anne. Had it not been for this circumstance, some
points about the picture might have induced one to believe
that it was of very remote antiquity. It represented a hunt,
beginning at the eastern corner of the room and going on
till the end met the commencement. There was a party of
gentlemen, in great wigs, broad-tailed coats, and large jack-
ed boots, mounted on some sort of extinet animal which
bore a shadowy resemblance to a horse, but differing in

2 neck, much resembling that of a swan, and a head

hardly large enough to become a colt of two months old.
There were innumerable French horns also hanging under
the left arms of all and| sundry. Then came a forest,
the trees of which were apparently palm-trees and were
80 close together, that how the poor men were ever fo get
through them, heaven only knows. Then was seen a pack
of Italian greyhounds. with pigs’ snouts, and long hanging
ears—very ugly-looking people indeed—numerots as the
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sarids of the sea, and each bearing a strong family resem-
blance to the other. Then came another impervious forest,
. so filled with birds and beasts, of indescribable proportions
as to give one the idea that a child’s Noah’s ark had been
shaken out into it, anyhow; and lastly, appeared what was
probably the object of the chase—a beast which no one
would think of hunting in the present day, except a geolo-
gist; for he seemed to be of a mixed breed between a
mastodon and a giraffe.  'We say, he was probably the
object of the chase; for, as there was but about the distance
of six inches, with due deference to pefspective, between
his snout and the tail of the horse of the principal hunts-
. man, it was difficnit to say which was hunting the other.

We have declared that this room had a somewhat
gayer aspect than the other ; but after all it was a sombre
sort of gayety, like the laugh of a discontented spirit,
There was an echo of the past about it—a voice from the
dead, as it were—=speaking from the faded figures on the
walls, and breathing ruin, and desolation, and decay.

In the grand masterpieces of art, we find none of this
gloomy emanation. Genius communicates to them a por-
tion of its own immortality. They are not dead, nor of the
dead. They live and are for ever living. The soul of
Raphael, or of Michael Angelo, or of Correggio, still breathes
forth, all animate, from their works, and holds commune
with all who behold them. But take away the spirit of
genius from a painting—reduce it. to a mere clumsy decora-
tion—and it is but a tablet on a monument; the record of
death, and desolation and corruption. One of those old,
rudely painted rooms, however gaudy be the coloring, is,
1o us, more melancholy than one of the tombs of Thebes.
But here the coloring was not gaudy—it was not even
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bright—if was dim-~somewhat mouldy-—withering away—

and the effect of the whole after the very ﬁl‘St view was .

sombre, and dreary enough.

But let us quit the inside of the house, and cast our
eyes around us. We fear, the prospect is not very cheer-
ing. There is no great relief in the circumadjacent objects.

The spot in which the house was situated, was, as we have
said, a hollow, or valley in the midst of the hills; but these
hills themselves were by no means picturesque, though
somewhat high. They were round granite knobs, covered
with short, and by mo means luxuriant turf. Here and
there were seen, cold, round, polished pieces of rock break-
ing through, and ever and amon, a great boulder ap-
peared hanging upon the edge of the steep sides of the

- hollow, as if with the full intention of falling upon the head

of some unwary ‘travelller, as he passed beneath, North,
south, and west, such was the unvaried aspect of the coun-
try around, and the wind played strange gambols over those
bare hills, hooting, and howling, and whistling as it went, (
Towards the east, the valley had its outlet in the direction
of the distant sea-coast, and here the sceme was a little
varied ; for the ancient proprietors, in order to shelter them-
selves from the blast which came screaming in the winter
up the gorge, had encouraged the growth of sturdy pines,
which had risen up, protected by and emulating each .
other, to a vast height, completely. overshadowing the dell,
through the bottom of which, between deep rocky banks,
flowed a cold, dark-colored stream, so that the little road
which passed out in that direction, was not the most cheer-
ful one in the world ; for the dell and the stream Jooked
like the valley of Death and the waters of Oblivion,

There was but a very scanty space between. the old,

Y
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gray, time-worn house, and the first trces of the wood,
Immediately at the back of the building was a small court,
paved with round white stones inlaid with dark colored ones
in divers quaint figures; but many of the stones had dis-
appeared, rendering the original design hardly traceable,
and between the rest the grass and weeds were growing in
unmolested luxuriance. The remainder of the open space
was occupied, partly by an ancient flower and kitchen garden,
surrounded by a loose, stone wall, tumbled down in many
places, partly by some cattle sheds, and one or two fields
which had once been cultivated, though the only trace of culti-
vation noW remaining, was an abundant crop of hardhack and
other noxious weeds, arising from the long untended soil.

‘Were these the only objects within view ? No, there
was another—an old well, at the corner of the court-yard
and the garden, rudely surrounded with stones, and sur-
mounted with a tall pole and a long beam, according to the
primeval fashion of wells; but, alas! the cord and bucket
had long departed, and for many years, it is probable, no
one had dipped into the waters below, or drawn up the
fresh stream to assuage his thirst. 'The beam was now
‘worm-eaten ; some of the stones had fallen in: and this
trace of a former habitation by man only served to add
- deeper melancholy to the whole. -

Such was the state and aspeet of the place, when, one
autumn afternoon, a stranger visited it, with a companion
. from a town not far distant. The stranger came back again
after a day or two,—went away—returned—went away
again; and then 'the news spread through the neighboring

farm-houses, that the old place had been bought and sold. .

Of its purchaser, and his previous history, it may now be
necessary to say a word or two. :

THE CLOUDS OF THE MIND.

CHAPTER 1L

F
Pride has ennobled some, and some disgraced;
It hurts not in itself, but as 'tis placed;
"When right, its views know none but virtue's hound ;
‘When wrong, it scarcely looks one inch around.
STILLINGFLEET.

AvrHOUGH 1t may be all very well, according to t®e ancient

" maxim of the great poet, to plunge into the middle of

things—which, after all, with due reverence bc? it spoken,
is only making the epic pilfer from the drama,tu?—we can-
not help thinking that to render the recapitulation of past
events—the long yarn, if we may so call it, which must
necessarily be spun in some part or another of the story—
a very lengthy one, is to inflict a great tax upon the reader’s
patience, especially if those past events are very far past
indeed. Nevertheless, it is occasionally needful to go back
to a hero’s father—nay more, to a hero’s grandfather—in .
order, sofnetimes, to show family idiosyncrasies, sometiniles,

to trace acquired peculiarities to their original sources—just

as a man unravels the threads at the end of a piece of cloth,

in order to ascertain distinetly, what are the materials of

which it is really composed. The more briefly, however,

this is done, the better; for, as the patience of the merchant

would certainly be exhausted if his customer went on to -
unravel the whole threads of his piece of cloth, so, probably,

would the patience of the reader be worn out, if authors

were to tell all they knew about people’s gran@f’athers.
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In this book, we will not inflict the grandfather upon
any @ne; but will merely dwell a little upon the father of
one of our principal characters, as absolutely necessary to a
right understanding of the son’s nature, and, with all due
moderation, will make the dose of even that innocént medi-
cine as homesopathically infinitesimal as possible.

Adrian Brewerton—for such was the name of the per-
son who had hought the house deseribed in the preéeding
chapter—had been at all times a riddle to the world and
not unfrequently a mystery to himself, His character was
full of seeming inconsistencies, difficult to be reconciled, and
brought Hito one congruous whole by any effort of friendship
or enmity. Those who loved him could not pretend to
believe him all perfection ; those who hated him, could not
deny him many strangely contrasted virtues, Neither,
probably, understood him ; and his strange character could
only have been rightly comprehended and appreciated, if at
all, by that long, patient, and impartial scratiny, not.unen-
lightened by great experience in moral anatomy, which this
giddy world is but kttle inclined to bestow upon any of ity
passing denizens.

Adrian’s father, the younger son of a younger son, of a
noble race, although ne Puritan by either inheritance or

‘principle, had found himself in New England, at a somewhat

late period of its colonial history. Originally in the British -

army, he had left the service, after attaining the rank of
major, and had first emigrated to Virginia, from which:
Ste?te or Province, as it was then called—mnot succeeding, after
residing there ten or twelve years, in acquiring that fortune,
the prospect of which had lured him from England—he
removed to one of the more advanced settlements, founded
by a race with whom all his traditionary sympathies wers
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at variance. There Major Brewerton, no longer a young
man, had married a clergyman’s daughter—one of those
sensitive, refined, and inefficient persons, so often found in
the by-ways of the world; and of this union, Adrian was
the only fruit. | :

. By the time when the war of Independence commenced,
Major Brewerton had so far prospered in his worldly affairs,
23 to be in possession of a landed property which afforded
him a reasonable competence. DBut, as was to be expected,
all his feelings and prejudices were with the loyalists; and,
although he took mo active part in the struggle, he deter-
mined at once to emigrate, on the first indication of the
probable suceess of the revolution. This time he divected

- Tiis course to Nova Scotia, but returned some years after

the peace, to resume the possession of his property, secured
to him by the provisions of the treaty of 1794. The
little Adrian, from his childhood, gave evidences of a pe-
culiar organization, physical and moral. His beauty, which
was remarkable, was, to the unobserving eye, of too femi-
mine a cast; and yet, when examined more closely, it
seemed to grow upon you with a power you could not
resist. You became aware of a strange earnestness in his
blue eye, which at times gave, even to his features as a
child, an expression of thoughtfulness and . éoncentration,
indicating unusual latent vigor. He was strong in body,
though apparently delicately formed, and beneath a timid
manner, had a world of resolution and endurance. He was
not a merry child; and yet be was subject, at rare intervals,
to fits of what we may be allowed to call a morbid mirth,
as grotesque as it was painful. Taking no pleasure in the
society of children, he would sit hour after hour upon the
stairs of his father’s house, playing with a favorite spaniel,
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and often singing himself to sleep. Indeed, his ear for

music was remarkable. Every air that he heard im-
pressed itself indelibly upon his memory, and his diserimi-
nation of sounds, and nicety of taste, were as delicate as
his ear was retentive, This gifti——which often, as in his ease,
displays itself very early—was in after years united to a
kindred talent: the power of acquiring langiages, It was,
in fact, with him, probably but a double manifestation of one
gift, the subtlest perception of harmony ; and yet all sounds
of music, whether cheerful or sad, martial or religious, pro-
duced the same sort of melancholy undertone in his mind—

. an echo, as it were, of deep and solemn foelings in his

heart—not exactly a perpetual gloom ; for, as we have said,
he was sometimes strangely gay; but yet there seemed for
him an ever-present shadowy background, even to the sun-
niest landscape. ' .
At a very early period, another very strange propensity
seemed to. develope itself, though perhaps in this point his
character was influenced by the circumstances of his situa-
tion as an only child, living with persons much older than
himself. A boy of but six summers, he already dwelt more
in the past, than in the present or the future. Beparated
- from other children, those faculties were turned ‘inwardly
upon himself, which at his age are usually occupied with
the outer world. Not alone his own past, but the past of
the land in which he lived seemed to engross him entirely ;
and fancy aided to give reality—identity, as it were—to all
that he heard. The tales of witcheraft and sorcery of a
preceding generation—often narrated, and not seldom be-
lieved by the narrators themselves—and the whole tradi-
tionary store of child-wonders, had been so worked into his
every-day feelings, that the recollection of them had become,
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as it were, an experience of his own, That ignis-fatuus of
the mind, which has awed so many men of sensitive tem-
perament, who rather cling to it as a S&Cl:ed mystery of
their own individuality, than treat it as a moral phenomenon |
of very general occurrence—that sudderf consciousness of a
previous existence, which, on occasions perhaps the most
trivial, flashes across us as if we were rchearsing a famll.:ar :
scene, and then, as we endeavor to apply to the impression
the test of memory, fades away altogether, was so cor{sténtly
present to this child, that the greater part of his existence,
if not a fietion, was at least a dream.

Adrian’s physical conformation was, as we have stated,
delicate and fine, to make use of a Spanish expression. But
he was in. reality strong, and had no particular ‘tendency to
disease. Nevertheless, there was a propensity to inactivity
about him, which made people often think him more deli-
cate than he really was. It might be that his mind was
too constantly busy to allow his bodily powers due exercise ;
but often he would sit for hours by an open window, with his
chiestnut curls floating in the breeze, and his eyes, apparent-
ly, gazing upon vacancy, until some sudden noise startled
him from a golden revery. And yet, when thoroughly
aroused, he was capable of the most active and sustained
_exertion. When the motive was withdrawn, however, he
would again relapse, without any gradual transition, il.lfo 2
perfectly passive and, as it were, indolent state. In him it
seemed equally difficult to overcome the inertia of rest or
of motion. - ‘ .

Adrian’s first great sorrow—and it came upon him

- early—was his mother’s death. She had lingered long un-

der a slow chronic disease—now at ease, pow sui:’l'ering ter-
1ibly ; but she only kept her bed about four weeks. Dur-
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ing that time, the little Adrian was the constant companion
of her sick-chamber. Day after day would he sit in his
small chair by her bedside, watching as she slept, with more
than childish thoughtfulness, the spasms of pain that passed
over her pale counenance, even sweeter in its suffering than
in its bloom—watching with hushed breath, and no tear in
his eye, but overwhelmed by a prophetic instinct of some
great impending evil.

At such moments, strange, wild fanc1es would possess
his brain. Spirit whispers would be audible to his imagina-
tion; phantom forms would float before his watching-
wearied eyes ; and his isolation from the material world would
seem more complete than it ever can appear to the grown

an. * Every office of attention and duty he performed
quickly and tenderly ; but the words of affection he never
spoke. He could not be persuaded to leave the room ; and
yet it is probable that it cost him a great effort to conceal
the motives of his desire to remain ; loving his poor mother
with all the intensity of his nature, and yet self-compelled,
by some strange shyness, to hide his love for her in his own
heart. Every source of emotion in him seemed, as it were,
stopped and driven backwards by obstacles in its course, so
that the mazy current, which flowed on the exterior, gave
no fair indication of the depth and force of the restrained
waters,

At length, his mother died ; but even at that last mo-
ment Adrian was tearless. Indeed, so cold and strange did
he seem, that his demeanor was a subject of remark to the
neighbors. As the funeral procession slowly moved ﬂ’om
the door, and 'Adrian accompanied it, walking hand in
hand with his father to the grave, a convulsed smile passed
over his lips, which the by-standers variously attributed to
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insensibility or madness. Nevertheless, he felt the- keenest
agony under this strange mask. His grief was too intense'
for tears or consolation; and even towards his father, he was
moved, by a power beyond his own control, to hide the
intensity of his emotions.

For many days afterwards, Adrian wandered about the
house and neighborhood, either meditating in silence, or
singing an old song, which seemed to haunt him, and was
assoclated with the earliest recollections of his lost parent,—
speaking to no one—rarely replying to any questions—seek-
ing no sympathy. But when night came, and sleep had
removed those obstacles which dammed up, as it were, the
current of his grief', he would, in his dreams, give unre-
strained utterance to all that was in his heart ; and his sob-
bing would often call his father to his bedside to learn there
the strange secrets of that young, shy, sensitive spirit. Not
only for weeks, but for months, did this occur nightly.
Gradually these paroxysms lessened in frequency ; but for
years afterwards, one particular dream’ would return at
intervals ; and he would fancy that his mother, after having
been long supposed dead, had come back suddenly from
a journey, while some sort of dim and indistinet explana-
tion of her fancied death, and actual existence, would be
given in the vague language of dreams. At the same time
suffering would show itself in her face, as in days of old, and
Adrian’s joy at her recovery would be mingled with grief
at her worn and faded aspect——so like that which he
remembered just before she disappeared and was counted
among the gone. Then gradually would 'the loved form
fade away, until a new and more real death came, his an-
guish for which would be doubled by the llusion of a quickly
passing hope. Sometimes, in the confusion of su‘fh ‘visions,

! 3 ‘
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this second death would appear but as a confirmation of the
first—would glide back into it, and resolve itself into a mere
after-reflection of what had passed. But at other times, it
was a new, a distinct misfortune, as vivid as the real be-
reavement. ‘So precisely did this dream reproduce itself
from time to time, that Adrian was oceasionally half-dis-
posed to think it,in truth, no dream, but a visit in the
spirit, from her who mlg‘ht have learned, he thought, in an-
other state, all the intensity of that affection which had been
but partially revealed to her on earth. .

Thus passed several years. There were no schools in
- the immediate neighborhood of Major Brewerton’s house ;
and in his desolation and loneliness, he preferred to keep
his son with him.  He felt himself quite competent to under-
take Adrian’s earlier education; and with a sagacity, wiser
than the wisdom of these days, he determined not to force
the boy’s already precocious mind. He had what was un-
usual at the time: a very well selected, and tolerably ample
library, comprising not alone '}bob]ss brought with him from
England, but a great number sent for after the birth of his
son, with a special view to his instruction. There was not
a work -among them which had not been canonized as a
classic; and they were so arranged as to be most accessible
to the boy in the order in which their perusal was likely to
be of the greatest service to his developing intelligence. The
facilities of reading which Adrian enjoyed were not lost upon
the young lad. The possession of books seemed to open a
new fountain of enjoyment. He read any thing—every thing
—tread rapidly, and yet thoroughly, But strange to, say,

of one so acute in perception, and so peculiar in tastes and-

disposition, he manifested no decided preference for any
particular branch of study. Poetry, the languages, and the

»
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abstract sciences, equally interested and occupied him.
He seemed pursued by the mania of universal knowledge ;
and that not at all from an exercise of the will, but from
a mere necessity — a necessity too, which was not alto-
gether a source of happiness. Whatever for the moment
oceupied his attention excluded every other subject of
thought. He had not the power, common to many, of
alteruately taking up various purshits, leaving each incom-
plete, and msﬁming it easily in its turn. The one subject,

for the time dominant, was, for the time, every thing to him ;

and each became the favorite one, as in turn it engrossed

“his thoughts. This téndency, however, speedily began to

develope a general vacillation of purpose.
Besides these peculiarities, more special to hlmself

" Adrian inherited many points of character from both his

parents. His father had always clung to aristocratical asso-
ciations, with a tenacity, frequently more fixed and resolute
in the disappointed than in the fortunate: Although he
cared little for politics, and had married out of his class, yet
in a thousand opinions, and a thousand social observanees,
the blood of the Cavalier in his veins never belied its origin,

- We say that he had married out of his class; but his wife

had been one—and he could have married no other—
whose instinetive refinement not only controlled every feel-
ing and aspiration, but influenced every thought and every
opinion. Still she had notions of government and of popu-
lar rights, very different from those of her husband. They
were vague, it is true, and not arrived at, we fear, by émy
process of logic; but they were as much a matter of faith
to her as her religion—perhaps because she had as seldom
heard them disputed. If there was any subject on whick

| she was eager, it -was this; and often, long before-her child
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_could fully comprehend half that he heard, she would take

'Pd.ll'lS to instil into him, as a sentiment rather than a con-
vietion, her own somewhat crude ideas of political equahty
It was not surprising, then, that as he advanced in years,
surrounded almost entirely by persons who thought lLike
herself, and were ready to furnish arguments in support of
the doctrines which she had inculcated, the sentiment should
grow into a eonviction,

On the other hand, he received much from his father
of a very different character, and by a very different
process. Major Brewerton, from reasons strongly affect-
ing his son’s future welfare, did not attempt to influ-
ence Adrian’s opinions on the subject of government, and
liberty, and independence ; but the tone of his mind, the
tone of his character, his habitual thoughts and expres-
sions, his prejudices, if you will, the frequent allusions which

he made to aristocratical distinctions, and to the blood and :

station of his family in the mother country, all tended to
impress his son with high ideas of those social relations
which had been banished from the land. Al this was invol-
untary on the part of Major Brewerton; and when he did speak

plainly and purposely on such subjects to Adrian, he en- .

_ deavored so to direct his conversation, as to lead the young
man's mind to regard gentle birth, and noble blood, merely
as bonds to the honorable performance of every duty, and
to the avoidance of every thing that was base and wrong.
Unwittingly, howevet, by this course he taught his son to

estimate highly privileges which could have such results, -

and institutions which had such a tendency. Thus Adrlan,

in all that pertained to social sensitiveness, was like his fa~ ‘

ther, though he showed neither pride, nor pretension, nor
conceit ; and there was something in the very manner and
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demeanor of the boy, that made even the rude treat him
with involuntary civility, and feel a superiority which they
would not acknowledge, but could not deny.

Adrian’s life at home was a happy one; but there comes
to every one a period of aspiration for things beyond the
sphere of early life ; and at his importunity, when about ff
teen years of age, Major Brewerton determined to send

‘him to one of the principal universities ‘of the country.

Another year passed in mecessary preparation for admis-
sion ; for although his information was great and general it

- was extremely desultory ; and at the end of that time, the

old officer parted from his son, with words which often re-
curred to Adrian in his after life, and had no slight influ-
ence on his future fate,

“If 1 have ever, my dear boy, alluded to the station

~occupied by your family in my native country, England,”

he said, in concluding the admonitions he thought fit to give
him, “it has not been with the design of depreciating the
institutions of the land in which our lot is cast. Let the
remembrance of the blood that is in your veins serve only
to keep you from low society, to restrain you from any thing
that is base or dishonorable, and to lead you to every high
thought and worthy aspiration. A man may be noble, even
here, Adrian, with a nobility such as kings %hemselves can-
not confer, and neither states nor people can take away.
The blood of a real gentleman must, somehow, have become
corrupted and debased, if it do not speak out in his acts.”
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0, it comes o'er my memory,
As doth the raven o'er the infected housc,

Boding to all.

SHARSPEARE. omuo.”

A worp or two must be said regarding the new sceme
which Adrian Brewerton was just about to enter. College
life in those days was,in most of its essentials, very like what
it now is. Indeed there are no communities more tenacious
of old forms, or more steadfast in their resistance to innova-
tion, than Universities, This is particularly the case with
those.acholastic institutions situated in small places, where
the student-life and the town-life are as distinct as that of a
camp in a foreign land, from that of the inhabitants of the
country. Conservatism is, in fact, the principle of Collego
existence ; usages are still observed which have long been
" abandoned in the outer world; traditions are scrupulously
followed, and forms preserved, which are elsewhere conﬁned
to the church, or the kingly court.

At the same time, let it be remarked that the period

from which many of our first Universities date, was far \

anterior to the great changes which haV¥e rendered the
Unitéd States what they are. Our good ancestors, although
sturdy foes to tyranny, either of act or speech, only became
republicans upon the settlement of the government, after -
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dependence had been achieved. If is we, their descendants
who have invented democr acy'; and what may be reserved
for our children to discover in the same course, heaven only
knows. The worthy Puritans, although they hated Kings,
Popes, and Prelates, did not altogether despise social dis-
tinctions; and we are met very sure that it was not the
niggardly hand with which this soothing unction was be-
stowed, that produced one of the rancorous galls which first
set the colonial horses kicking. Before they had broken the
traces, however, many of the Universities of which we speak
had been established ; and the recognized grades in society
at the time found due representation in the institutions. The
student at college took precedence according to the station
of his father, and degradation from this precedence was the

. severest penalty, short of expulsion, known to the laws of

the University, The prescribed etiquette to be observed by
inferiors towards superiors, by students to President, |Pro-
fessors, and Tutors, and ‘by juniors towards seniors, was
established with a precision that might have puzzled an
Austrian chamberlain. Thus, in what may be called the

‘very outset of active life, Adrian Brewerton was surround-

¢d by all those associations and circumstances which were
calenlated to foster in his mind whatever aristocratical pre-
judices he had received from his father, while the world |
around him displayed to the opening eyes of his intellect,
the rapid progress, and the stern assertion of those social

principles which had been as a faith to his mother.

With regard to none of those under whose ‘immediate -
rule and tuition he was placed, is it needful to say any thing,
except perhaps the revefend and learned head of the Uni-
versityof that time, He was one of those individuals who
conceal under a cast-iron exterior, the gentlest of. natures,
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end the kindest of hearts. To use the expression of a clever

Frenchman, he looked as if he had been “1aillé en bois, et
coulé en bronze;” but he was, in veality, composed of the
softest materials of humanity. To him, and to several of

the Professors, Adrian brought particular letters of introdue- -

tion ; but to say truth, such passports were very ineffectual
in a New England College of that day, except in obtaining
for the bearer any little acts of kindness or courtesy that
could be shown irrespective of the routine of scholastic life.

So circumstanced, the first two years of Adrian’s studies
glided quietly by, chequered only by the various little hopes
and disappointments, which, when looking back through the
vista of years, appear so trifling, but which are often felt
at the time, as matters of overwhelming magnitude. The
eagerness which he had displayed as a boy-in the pursuit,
not only of each, but of every object of knowledge placed
within his reach, now developed itself in a sort of grasping
ambition to attain excellence in all things, In scholarship,
in dexterity, in bodily activity, in popularity with his fellow-
students, he was eager to excel—but to excel without the
appearance of effort. Tt is a common vanity, not unfre-
quently the companion of talent, or even of genius; but it
soon meets its natural check in the world. Adrian’s old fit-
fulness—feverishness, we might almost call it—still clung to
him ; and he was taught that it was not by desultory efforts,
irregularly, though energetically made, that he could obtain
greatness or eminence, He was disappointed at his own
- progress. He found—as all others have found, in the same
circumstances—when he, for the first time, came to measure
his powers with those of others, tat he had overrated the
facility of vietory; or perhaps—as is sometimes, if, not so
commonly the case~~disheartened with unexpected diffioul-

1HE CLOUDS OF THE MIKD. : 33

tles, he yow overrated the performances of others and

underrated his own.

The effect was salutary, however, Tt gave better, and
mote persevering divection to his energies, though it di-
minished his hopes and depressed his spirits for the time. -
Nor was it until a prize, for which all the students were

~ compelled to contend, and which he had no expectation of

obtaining—although he had labored night and day to win

"it, with the utmost determination—was adjudged to him,

that he began to regain his self-confidence. For twelve
months after this, he continued at the head of his class;

“but at the expiration of that time, his powers began to falter.

In truth his health was givhg way under too constant
and assiduous application. The nervous impressibility of
organization which had so strangely characterized his boy-
hood, rendered doubly acute by unintermitting mental
efforts, became a source of exquisite suffering, although his
will strengthené(hwith his years. A sort of visionary moodi-
ness seized upon him; and he fell into the same sort of

‘dreamy state in which he had existed for some yeats after

his mother's death.. As he sai, of an evening, in the old,
unpainted, brick college——even then to native eyes a venera-
ble specimen of architecture—with the cold, New England
moon shining in at the window, phantoms would rise before
him-—thought-phantoms, we may call them ; for they had
no reality for him, and he knew they were thin air, even
when he almost saw them visibly with the corporeal eye. At
other times; a different class of waking dreams would come,
mingling the past and future and blending memory and ima-
gination, as he wandered at night, after even student revelry
was hushed, among the mighty elms that still, under a
wintry sky, seem hke the ghosts of a giant race, departed
o%
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from the land. A footstep—any unusual sound-~would
startle him, and make his heart beat strangely. But his
will never faltered, and it was powerful, even over the body.
He never lost his moral control, when even a moment
was allowed him for thought. Though keenly alive to all
impressions arising from the idea of death, it was no fear of
danger which made him start at every sudden sound. He
would have faced a battery, or led a forlorn hope without

the quivering of a muscle ; and it seemed that any painful -

motive only enabled him to concentrate his energies more
powerfully and rapidly.

Amongst the young men of the college, Adrian had, of
course, innumerable acquaintances, the even tenor of whose
lives, very little different from his own, rendered but more,
conspicuous the broad distinction between their dull sensa-
tions, and his more acute and irritable feelings. Of intimate
friends, he had very fow—perhaps we might say but one—
but that friend was, as is so often the case,the very opposite
of himself in every respect. How he came to select him
for his companion, was a matvel to many who saw them

together, and who did not know that there was a dis-

tant relationship between them. = But in truth, it must be
allowed, that relationship had very little to do with their
intimacy. Nay, more, we have said that he selected him ;
but we imagine that there was very little choice exercised
on Adrian’s part. e never went in quest of sympathy, or
sought out a congenial mind; but in his peculiar reserve,
he seemed only to warm to those who first warmed: to him,
This was another of his weaknesses; but we have never

pretended that he was in any way perfect, and in this in-

stance he was influenced, probably%p
shyness which was one of his most,

a

the game sensitive
ed peculiarities,
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This friend, named Roger Ashmore, was the son of a
wealthy South Carolina lady; and it was not till he and
Adrian Brewerton had been in the same class for several
months together, that they discovered that Roget's mother
was a second or third cousin of Major Brewerton, and that
her father had many years before emigrated from that
country, which, naturally epough, occupies 20 mueh of the
thoughts of the :American people, though—not at all natur-
ally—they are unwilling to admit the fact. Roger was a
merty, dashing young man, fonder of a frolic than a book;
high-spirited, warm-hearted, generous to a fanlt; but
thoughtless, impetuous, and not very rigid in pnnclple,
often wounding without intention, and sometimes injuring
where strong passion was to be gratified, without a thought
of all the evils that he might bring upon others. Small in
stature, and, to use the only term sufficiently expressive, un-
commonly neat in person, he was a little .vain of his personal
appearance, and not a little careful to display it to the best
advantage. Yet he had his peculiarities of taste, which
strongly affected his dress. His habitual -costume was a
complete suit of white broadcloth—ever without a speck—-
the materials for which had been imported from England, for
his especial use, and though many wondered at this piece of
foppery, no one ventured to ridicule it; for Roger Ashmore
was somewhat fiery in his natule, and his anger was occa-
sionally dangerous. ' :
We need not dwell much farther upon the course of
two young men at College, nor put upon record, the sayings
and doings of lads of eighteen or nineteen years of age, who
had hardly commenced that active life which formed the
first chapter of either dn;the world’s history. We w111 there-

fora turn to an incids
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of Adrian Brewerton, merely premising that though com-
panions and friends, as we have said, there were not a few
of Roger Ashmore’s pursuits in which, from many motives,
and some principles, Adrian took no part.

It was an afternoon, in the latter part of March. Small
patches of spow still whitened here and there the bold

nits, of the swrrounding hills. A warm, mid-day sun
bad softened the frozen ruts in the unpaved streets, and re-
lieved the branches of the trees of a long accumulated mass
of ice and sleet. A fow ploneer birds had ventured north-
ward upon the high south-wind, lured to colder regions by
the deceitful ‘promise of returning spring.

These days, so common to the climate of the northern
parts of America, come from time to time, in the youth of
every year, like the gleams of hope to a sanguine mind
struggling against the early ills of Life, as bright and cheer-
ing as if the heavy winter were over, though they are but
too frequently succeeded by a season of greater rigor than
has gone before, -

Talk of the beauties of the spring to the inhabitants of
the eastern world. Here we hardly know it, except by
these oases of sunshine—false harbingers of a summer, still

far behind, which comes in its July intensify without any -
gentle tramsition or preparation. It is upon the autumn

that all the loveliness of the year is lavished in New Eng-
land. The balmy air, the changing leaf, the brilliant sky,
all come then, giving a charm to the aged and declining
year unknown to its stormy and struggling boyhood.

It was a Wednesday—then, as now, a half holiday to
the students. The frugal commons dinner at one o'clock
was just over; and Adrian was alone in his melancholy

room, on the fourth story of the an.clent ball. The creak

S
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of a boot on the crazy staircase was succeeded by a rap at
his door; and the moment after, without waiting for an
answer, Roger Ashmore entered.

“ What a nuisance new boots are, to be sure,” was the
young visitor’s first exclamathn, “these make as much .
noise as if my prime object were to disturb some professor’s
evening doze.” Upon the plantation I have a negro whose
peculiar function is, to break in my new boots, and an
uncommon privilege he considers it, too. Here it might
be difficult to find such a living, deputy boot-tree.”

Adrian smiled at the oddness of the coneeit, not feeling
quite certain that the main object of his companion might
not be to call attention, both to a most perfectly adjusted
piece of calf-skin, and to a remarkably small foot, the
possession of which was as coquettishly prized by Roger, as

‘it could have been. by the daintiest lady. . He perceived,
- however, that Roger Ashmore this day was not clad in his

customary. white eostume; but had on a rough sort of
shooting jacket, and glazed hat, as if bound upon some
unusual adventure.

“ Well, Roger,” said Adrian, as soon as the other had
thrown, or rather dropped himself into one of those
wooden-backed and wooden-seated chairs, which were
veritable stools of repemtance in those days, “pray what
project have you on foot this afternoon. I see you are’
dressed out for an excursion.”

“I have engaged a boat for a sail in the bay,” replied
Roger; “the weather is charming; there is just breeze
enough ; old John, the French deserter, has every thing
in readiness, and you must positively go along with me,
instead of moping hee, like a sentimental owl.”

“ No, no, Roger,™ 1ephed Adrian, with 3 grave’ laugh—-
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if such a thing be possible, or whether it be possible or not—
I have but little faith in-your boat ; still less in the weather;
and least of all in your seamanship. Dull as my own com-
panionship is to myself, I prefer enduring it to joining you in
any fool-hardy freaks. Do be persuaded, Roger; send word
to old John, that you will not want his boat to-day ; and we

will find some other means of passing the afternoon pleasantly.” f

To say the truth, the eagerness of Adrian Brewerton to
persuade his light-spitited companion to remain at home,
proceeded, in some degree, from a doubt as to the objects
and probable ends of his now frequent expeditions. He
knew, too, that Roger was rash in all his pursuits; and there
was something sad and foreboding in the fitful sobbing of
the wind, which depressed the overwrought mind of the young
student, and indisposed him for those active pleasures which,
in his brighter hours, he might have sought as eagerly as
even his friend. '

“ Pooh, nonsense, nonsense ” eried Roger; “ come along
with me, hermit, and I will give you a glimpse of the loveliest
face you ever saw in your days—only one glimpse, however,
remember; for as yet T have only had one glimpse myself—

though I intend to have many more. But that glimpse

will be worth a fortnight’s sunshine to you, Adrian,—come
along, come along "

The inducement was not only lost upon Adrian, but led
him to press his companion still more earnestly to remain at the
College. But Roger Ashmore was not to be dissuaded from
his purposes. He had set his heart upon going, and go he
would. After having exhausted all his eloquence in vain
upon Adrian, to persuade him to be one of the party, he
ventured a parting jest at his friend’s dulness, and dashed
down the well-worn, and tirhe—shaken stairs, which creaked
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and groaned under his light weight, as if a whole vegiment
had been descending at full charge. ‘

" 'His friend watched him as long as his eye could follow,
while he hurried across the College green, and down a
street which passed between the opposite houses. Having
been disturbed at the commencement in his hours of study,
another train of thoughts had got possession of Adrian’s mind:
he could not shake them off; and taking his hat, he prepared
for a long ramble beyond the limits of the town. He folt
very gloomy, and "for a moment he almost reproached
himself for having suffered Roger to go alone. “I might
have checked him in any folly,” he said to himself, “ or
assisfed him in any danger.”

"As soon as he was oufside the building, however, he
found every thing so bright and fair, that shadowy .appre—‘
hensions seemed to vanish in the warm sunshine, though -
still an under tone of solemn thought, like a deep bass to
a sparkling treble, mingled, not inharmoniously, with the
lighter and gayer feelings produced by the aspect of the
scene around. ' ‘

Some three miles from the town, stands an old moun-
tain, famous in legendary annals of the Indian times, It is
the last link of an extensive chain, which terminates here
abruptly within sight of the ocean—the mighty earth-wave,
halting, as it were, suddenly, as if the grandest development
of the one element had been awed by the majesty of the
other, Thither Adrian bent his steps, and climbed upwards
by an ascent, which lying, for some distance, over the
slippery surface of the worn granite, was both painful and
difficult. There was no particular road ; but about half-way -,
up was a flat surface (plateau, the French would call it) of
considerable extent, cleared by fire of all vegetation, except
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an occasional stunted cedar on the outskirts, growing up
from between the crevices of the rock. To the left, as you
ascended, -were the remains of an Indian camp, occupied
from time to time by a tribe long banished from the spot by
the advance of civilized man, but who still made an annual
pilgrimage to their ancient hunting-ground. The site of this
camp dominated the whole surrounding country, and over-
looked the sea for a considerable distance beyond a light-
house which stood upon a sandy shoal at the entrance of
the bay. Here Adrian paused for a while, surveying the
scene around him. Below, to the right, stretched forth a
broad plain, encircled by hills on two sides, and extending
seaward on a third in a long stretch of salt marsh, uporn
which the rank grass waved in luxwriant contrast to the
bare and sombre surface of the surrounding country.
Along the base of the mountain, flowed a rapid stream—
virgin in those days of dams and factories—a narfow chan-
nel in which, only, was as yet free from ice, the sides being
still frozen and motionless. The current looked green and
deep, as it tumbled onwards in its mad haste, overflowing,
from time to time, with an even surge, the smooth plates
of "ice still adhering to the banks,

Adrian let his eye run along its course, tracking it
with a curious sort of interest as it wended onward
towards the bay. Then taking a small telescope from his
pocket, he turned his view seaward. As far as his eye
could reach, extended the ocean, until the waves met the
horizon. The whole expanse of the sea, stirred by the wind,
was sparkling under the bright sun, as if lightning were
playing over its surface. Far out, hardly. visible to the
naked éye, two or three schoonerrigged Fastern traders
‘were beating downi for some Southern port. The bay itself

THE CLOUDS OF THE MIND, 41

was almost clear of sails; but a single vessel of five or six
tons, with all that grace and neatness of form and rig, so
characteristic of the small. craft of the American waters,
was standing out under full canvas. Adrian, still gazing
through his telescope, fancied that he could perceive and
recognize a light and graceful form at the helm.

Every object that he beheld was strongly suggestive to
bis -imaginative mind, and the sight of that boat, and
the real or fancied recognition of his friend, plunged him
into a deep and somewhat strange reverie. “ Here, starting
from the same point, brought up in the same school, going
forth with the same companions, how different may be—
must be, his path and mine,” thought the young man,
“ How different already! I take the mountain : he the sea.
Whither will each path lead? To the same bourne, at
last.”

He went on long in the same train of meditation, still
watching the little boat as it cut its way through the spark-
ling waves, until four strokes on the bell of the distant town-
clock warned him that it was time to make his way home-
ward. ‘

In ‘about another hour he was again seated near- his

- window in the old building, awaiting ‘the summons to

evening prayer. An hour more passed, and then the crack-
ed voice of the college bell—the vietim of many a gun-

_ powder plot, in its crazy old tower—began its rattling

appeal. For five minutes, leaping in a sort of measureless
canter, it dinned its call upon the ears; and then, after five
minutes silence, for five minutes more, it tolled as solemnly
as its paralytic efforts would permit.

Responsive to the call, the long file of gloomﬂy dressed

‘students wended their way to the open chapel, with a.gravi-




e RN il K A AR N . e o

42 ADRIAY ; OR,

ty in most of their faces characteristic of the people, and of
the times. Occasionally a jacket and light trowsers relieved
the monotony of the almost stereotyped uniform of black.
The faces of the greater number were full of character and
meaning—not very cheerful, it must he confessed ; but in-

dicative of resolution and of thought. Here walked, side

by side, the youth just emancipated from the nursery, and
the matured man, who, feeling a call to labor among the
heathen, had left the plough for theology, at a time of Tife
when most people’s stock of diyinity is required for their
own occasions upon the edge of the grave. Here were the
dark-eyed, delicate-featured child of the Maryla.nd Catholic,
and the heavy browed, stern-looking descendant of the
Massachusetts puritan: here, the gay, and pushing New-
Yorker, not without his own peculiar share of cuteness, and
the steady-going, persevering, self-denying lad of Connecti-
cut. And yet there was a bond of sympathy which united
all these incongruous natures—the bond of common interests,
and common pursuits.

The last vibration of the bell had died away upon the
ear; the shufiling of feet, hurrying up the uncarpeted aisles,
had ceased ; and all were quietly seated in the unpainted,
and uncushioned slips, into which the chapel was divided.
Slowly, the venerable president ascended the pulpit; the
only ornament on which was & scarlet cushion for the word.
of God to rest upon. He went through the customary
prayers, and thank-offerings, with a grave and steady voice;
but. as the congregation was about to separate, the president
demanded a moment’s attention.

Many smiled, thinking they were ahout to hear ai ad-
monition in regard to some breach of established -diécipﬁne.
But their smiles were frozen upon their faces, when, in falter-
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ing tones, and simple language, and his hard features quiver-
ing with emotion, the stern-looking, - soft-hearted old man
announced that their young companidn, Roger Ashmore
had, that evening, been drowned i the bay, and that. his

:body had not been rendered up by the sea!

For a moment a deep low murmur, like a-groan, swell-
ed through the room; and then each rushed to the door,
without order, and without respect for precedence. One
strong, painful, sorrowful feeling swallowed up all others, and
overcame even habit—often more powerful than nature her- .
self. Once outside of the chapel, an informal meeting was
im-mediai;ely held, and it was determined that all the students
should proceed, in a body, to the shore, as nearly opposite
to the spot where the accident had occurred as could be
ascertained. 'With that spirit. of rapid organization, which

~ seems inherent in the American people, the whole proceed-

ings were very speedily arranged, and it was even resolved
by the young men, to drag with them an old field-piece,
which had long rested in peaceful inactivity upon the town

' square, for the purpose of firing over the water, in the hope,

according to a very prevalent opinion, of bringing the corpse
to the surface by that means,

One only stood aloof from this conference; and he the
one who was most deeply interested. Adrian took no part
in the general movement, but acted for himself, The shock
of the first announcement seemed almost to have stunned
him; but the re-action nerved him again to instant exertion.
Exertion, indeed, might be vain, and the bringing of a

© Tifeless body from the waves to the shore, might seem to the

cold eye of reason, no object worthy of any very rapid
effort; but he was not one to argue such questions with

‘himself in such an hour. After pausing for a few moments, -
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as if stupified, he rushed to the only j;)lace in the town where
a carriage was to be procured, and ordered the horses to be
put fo, instantly. There was but lLittle time-lost; for as he

sprang into the carriage and drove off, the procession of the |

studeuts was just forming for their gloomy pilgrimage. The

- driver seemed to comprehend, and sympathize with his

motives, and the horses flew on with him towards the sea.
Then was the time for bitter reveries. His brain seemed to
whirl with the intensity of thought. One dark picture,

always the same in substance, but varying in form, as with -
the changes of a kaleidescope, shut out all the rest of the.

Universe. His friend was lost—lost in an expedition which
he had refused to share—lost, when he, perhaps, might have
saved him !

Onward the horses went, ag fast as they could go, now
keeping the road, now diverging upon the sandy beach, as

they followed the southern side of the bay. But Adrian’s

impatience flew in advance of them; and it was only when
at last they drew up at the mouth of a small creek, near
which the accident was rumored to have occurred, and the
young man sprang out upon the shingle, that he felt how
impotent was that impatience, and legletted that he had not
remained with his companions.

For a weary hour, he wandeted about upon the shore,
before the great body of the students came up. There was
no human being near, no house in sight, save a few.fisher-
man’s huts, dimly seen on the other shote of the bay, and
one building amongst them of a somewhat more pretentious
character,

In vain Adrian stretched his eyes over the deep, rolling

expanse of waters. Occasionally, ndeed, a darker' shadow
on the side of one wave would seem to his excited imagina-
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tion, a floating body ; but the next instant the billow rolled:
away, and the fancy was dispelled. e felt at that moment,
perhaps, the agony of eagerness to do something without the
power of doing aught, more strongly than it is ever felt—
except in sleep.

At length the procession, of which a faint ghmpse had

“been caught from time to time, as it painfully followed the
“windings of the shore, arrived at the spot where he stood.

The young men had dragged the cannon, which was mount-
ed upon wooden wheels, the entire distance by their own
exertions, all working in turns by relays, Little was said
after their amival. The gun was charged and fired : the
echo died away in the distaut hills, and the smoke, looking
like a blueish, white mist upon the dark surface of the

' waters, was wafted away by the wind. But nothing follow-

eil. As far as they could see, in the darkness| the body did
not rise. Nevertheless, they persevered; thinking that,
perhaps, it might float at length, and be drifted to the shore
Again, and again, was the gun fired, each time with as
little apparent effect as at first.

It was not until mid-night, that any thing Iike a consul-
tation was held; and then, not yet convinced of the fruit-
lessness of their efforts, it was determined that the firing
should be continued at intervals, while the whole party
watched throughout the rest of the night. The young men
decided, too, that if nothing were found by day-break, some
of their number should be despatched to the town for pro-
visions, while the rest crossed over to the other side of the
bay to search the shore in that direction.

So passed that sad, and solemn night, with nothmg to
be heard but the monotonous washing of the waves, the

whlstlmg of the wind, and the heavy booming df th@ oan- -
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non. All, too, was dark, and objectless across the- waters, -

except when, at regular intervals, the revolving light at the
mouth of the harbor, threw its glare upon the waves, or the
flash of the gun illuminated, for an instant, the long, low
line of coast, that stretched out on the opposite side of the
bay. '

At length the morning dawned; but the body of Roger
Ashmore was not to be seen; and haggard were the count-
enances, and sad the looks, which the early sunshine made
visible, as the student-band again took up its line of march.
Few words were spoken; but there was determination, as
well as sadness, in every face. ,

Fatigue, however, is a strange tamer of strong hearts;
and, when, after neatly four homs of painful journeying, the

opposite shore was reached, many threw themselves upon:

the sand of the beach, utterly exhausted, to olftain a few
hours sleep. Shortly after noon, when some refreshments had
arrived and had been partaken of, the search and the firing
of the gun were resumed. Nothing, however, resulted ; the
corpse was not found. The students kept no longer any
regular order, and as evening approached, discouraged and
worn out in body and in mind, they dropped away, in
bands of two or three at a time, leaving the old caunon
imbedded nearly up to the nave of the wheels in the loose
sand of the sea shore. At length, when the sun was setting,
only one of all the number remained behind. -
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CHAPTER IV.

8he gazed upor s world she scarcely knew,
"As secking not to know it; silent, lone
As grows a flower, thus quietly she grew,
And kept her heart serene within its zone,
There was awe.in the homage which she drew,
The spirit seemed as seated on & throne )
Apart from the surrounding world, and strong
In its own strength—most strange in one so young.
Byrox, “Don Juan.”

Avriax stood upon the low sandy beach, and watched the
slow heaving of the ocean. It was a dark and solemn
scene around him—grand from its very vast monotony.
To the eye of the beholder, the rise of the sandy banks,
which formed the bay, was hardly perceptible—so shight,
indeed, that it might very well have passed, in the gray
twilight, for a somewhat higher roll of the ocean, as the bil-
lows flowed heavily in upon the coast. The opposite side of
the bay counld not be distinguished at all from the sea, except
by a rippling line of white, probably caused by the curl of
the wave dashing upon the shore. Between, lay the
wide expanse of water, in long lines marked out by differ-
ent depths of shadow, with here and there a gleam of
brighter light finding ifs way through the clonds above,
and falling on the surface of the troublous ocean; for the
wind, as it hurried on, with a long; quiet, equable, rush-

ing sound, seemed to drive the vapors above: 'inté the
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same wide billows, as those into which it forced the sea
below. :

A few shells, some thin and scattered blades of grass, a
boat here and there drawn up upon the sand, and the top
of a fisherman’s cotfage, rising up from beyond the first

row of sand hills, were the only other objects present; while .

the setting sun, now nearly, if not actually below the hori-
zon, tinted the edges of the dark sweeping clouds with a
heavy red, mingling with the gray, and making the aspect
of the heavens, not more, but rather less gay than that of
the rea and land below. " Here 2nd there, occasionally, it
scemed as if an eye were opened in the clouds; and a
_bright beam would pour forth, down upon the olassy waves
below, and gild them with a momentary splendor. Nothing
else was to be seen—nothing gave the prospect any va-
riety, or any cheerfulness, except the contrasts of coloring
—green, and red, and yellow, and deep blue—produced
alone by the light and shade of the hour.
That evening coloring is always solemn, associating itself
naturally with “the death of each day’s kife ;” but, in this in-
stance, the association was more solemn, more gloomy still,

Another life was extinguished than that of day—a life for

which there was no earthly resurrection. For him who was
gone, no rosy morn would break : in his brightness and his
strength he had gone down, after a brief course, never to
‘rise. again upon the eyes which had beheld him. There
had been clouds and shadows; but there had been much

splendor also: there had been genial warmth, though,

sometimes too fierce-a heat; and all that was remembered
by Adrian at that mornent was the good and the admirable,
while every flaw and fault were forgotten. But, mingling with
the sorrowful memories and deep regrets in his meditative
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and susceptible mind, were other feehngs and thoughts,

strange, new, and awful. When he thought of the. gay
and brilliant being, full of animal life and daring courage,
and ceaseless activity, who had perished in those dark
melancholy waters—when he pictured him in memory, as
he had appeared when they last met, with the flush of
health upon his face, and reckless daring m his aspect, and
the fire of what seemed unextinguishable life in his eyes,
and thought that he lay there benecath those solemn waves,
silent, and cold, and still—a fair shaped mass of ciay—hur-
rying to corruption—he asked himself, where had passed
that ethereal essence which had been the lamp of the tem-
ple, and given living light to the whole —what had be-
come of the keen eager intellect f—whither had gone the
bold, reckless spirit, with all its faults and all its excel-
lences #—where had fled the bright soul with its warm-
hearted sympathies, its thrilling emotions, its Lghtness, is
caprices, its varieties ¢ Was it overwhelmed beneath those
long shadowy billows, or had it burst forth with the last
gwgling breath to find a purer and a higher dwelling than
the earth

Rehgmn Faith, Hope said yea! But there is something
terribly mortal in death to the young mind. It is the body
—the mere frail, mortal body, with which our nearest and
closest communion is held. We know, and see, and feel,
and touch the outward form—we only divine the spirit,
When the body les in the dust, there our communion
ends; for the long lapse of human life at least. Certainty
is exhau':sted Mystery and darkness lie beyond; and
though the lamp of Faith may be bright, and sufficient to
lead us safely on our own narrow path, its rays, in the mists
and shadows of the unseen world, have but a narrow.sphere, -
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and are insufficient to light distinetly the objects before or
around us. In the impenetrable gloom, mighty phantasms
Iﬁay flit across, and angel forms obtain a m(?mentary ra-
diance, but dim, dim, and faint, is the outline :f all we
descry, and we can but clasp our hands and. oy, I come
on the appointed road, oh Father of all Spirits | Be thou
my staff and my guide in this valley of the shadow of
177
deatll-lIe; stood and meditated on such awful themes with a sad
heart and a troubled spirit, till the rosieststreaks faded away
from the clouds above, and the last gleam departed from
the bosom of the waters. A light mist sprang up,‘and
hung along the edges of the bay, while a long .tt'am of
ducks took their flight westward, their wings clangfng over
his head with a melancholy sound. It startled him from
his reverie; and looking once more upon the waters, Pe
said, “No, no! I will not leave you, so long as he I_Ies
beneath 7 and turning round, he walked slowly over the

* sand hills, along a track, cut by some cart wheels, and fur-

rowed also by the keels of several boats, which were
occasionally pushed down it from the higher ground to
the sea. It led him straight over the first ridge to the
door of the house which he had seen, without remarking,
from the other side of the bay. It was a small, neat,
wooden dwelling, painted white, around which two or three
shade trees, as they are called, had been induced to grow

with- great difficulty. They rose up barely to the eaves,

which were not very high; but at all events they served to
shelter the windows from the glare of the sun, while the
cool breath of the ocean found its way easily through the
thin leaves and straggling branches.

Without ceremony, Adrian knocked at the door, to ask
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a lédging for the night; and a marvellously sweet:toned
woman’s voice answered from within, bidding him enter.
On going in, he found himself at the door of a litile

room on his right hand, in which he saw, by the faint gleam of

a small fire, a shadowy figure seated by it knitting. The eyes
were apparently turned towards him, and probably, more ac-
customed to the darkness of the room than his own, they

. distinguished easily enough that the visitor was a stranger.

“My father is mot in” said the same sweet voice ;
“but T expect him back from sea every minute, if you
want him.” ' )

Adrian briefly explained his object; and the young
girl, for so his companion apparently was, seemed, at first,

- a little puzzled.  “1 must not take upon me to answer

you,” she said, after hesitating for a moment. %1 do not
think my father is 2 man to send a traveller away at night-
fall.  He will be back soon—at leas, I hope so, for he has
been longer away than usual—since yesterday morning at
two oclock. If you will wait for him, I don’t think you
need go farther. Stay, I will light a candle; for it is grow-
ing very datk, and I am beginning to be a little alarmed :
there has been such rough weather, and a poor young man
was drowned yesterday. Whenever that happens, it makes
us who stay at home think sadly of those who are out at
sea.” : - S

She had continued talking, while she quietly lighted a
candle ; and Adrian was about to answer ; but the sudden

~ blaze, lighting up a face of extraordinary beauty, and dis-

playing a formr of wonderful delicacy and symmetry, ren-
dered him dumb for a moment with surprise and admira-
tion. The young girl before him was probably not more
than seventeen or eighteen years of age, not very fall, but
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yet in perfect womanhood. The graceful flowing of the
lines over her whole form, especially when she moved to
and fro in the little parlor, had something which might be
called almost luxurious in it. The rich rounding of all the
limbs, and yet the great delicacy of all their proportibns,
were such as arve seldom seen, even in the sheltered hot-
house plants of the higher or the wealthier circles, The
small, delicate foot and hand, the tapering fingers, the
bosom heaving beneath its modest covering, the length from
the hip to the knee, the smallness of the waist, and yet
the perfect ease, which showed that no movement was
hampered by dress, and no point of symmetry produced by
art—all seemed to belong to another sphere than” the
small cottage, and the life of labm .

The face, too, was in harmony with the whole, exqui-
sitely chiselled, delicate in complexion, clear as a bright
summer evening, with the eyes as blue as heaven, the eye-
lashes long and dark like the fringes of the night, and the
eyebrow clearly but gently traced beneath the ivory palace
of the soul. All the features, to the eyes of Adrian at
least, seemed perfection—almost too bright and beautiful
for earth indeed, had it not been for the warm, rosy, some-

what pouting lips, and the rich gleamy, brown hair, which

in the glossy tangle of its curls seemed to link the angel to
the human nature.

While all this beauty had been pourmg in upon his
sight, his fair companion had not failed to examine, with
some care, the intruder upon her solitude. There was noth-
ing inquisitive or obtrusive in her gaze; though it could
not be called exactly shy ; for there was a tranquillity in it
which shyness does not tolerate. She seemed speedily sat-
isfied with her guest’s appearance however, placed the can-
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dle on the table, took her seat again, and resumed her
work. 8he did not speak again for a minute or two; and
Adrian, although his mind was full of her and her beauty,
had time to give a hurried glance round the room, with
that instinctive feeling which teaches us that the character
of every one, but more especially a woman, is generally
more or less displayed by the objects with which she habit-
ually surrounds herself. In the present case all was in good
keeping. The room was homely enough, the furniture
plain ; but every thing was scrupulously neat, and in one
corner was a small piano, then an article of considerable

_cost, while a little book-case hung above, bearing -on its

shelves a much more extensive assortment of books than is
usually to be found in a cottage, even in a land where edu-
cation is universal, and reading a passion.

As we have endeavored to show, there was a certain de-
gree of shyness about Adrian Brewerton—that sort and de- .
gree which is almost always the share of susceptible and ima-
ginative people. He felt that to sit there in silence was awk-
ward ; and yet, as his fair companion was silent, he hesitatéd
to renew the conversation. He forced himself at length,

_ however, to inquire whether her father was frequently at sea.

“Oh yes,” replied the.girl, with a smile. % Do you not
know my father is Israel Keelson, the fisherman, who sup-
plies almostithe whole town? = He has four boats, and peo-
ple in them; but still he will go to sea himself. It has
been his custom from his boyhood ; and thongh an old
man now, he eannot forbear it.”

“ Are you not sometimes fearful for his safety?” asked,
Adrian, wondering at her calmness, when his own thoughts

were all full of the doings of that terrible element on which
this man’s way of life was cast,
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There was something very peculiar in his tone, and the
girl looked up, gazing at him enquiringly. “Yes” she
answered, “I am often anxious, and very much alarmed
when he is longer absent than usual. DBut yet, perhaps, 1
do not feel it so much as you would do. Tt was my lot to
be born a fisherman’s daughter ; and T have seen him go
out two or three times every week, ever since I can remem-
ber any thing. T have thus become accustomed to it, and
probably, from habit, should forget the danger altogether,
if every now and then, some temible event did not happen,
to show how real the perils are. There was one the other
day; and I saw it all with my own eyes. It is that which
makes me rather more. timid and anxious to-night; for I
expected my father back some hours ago”

“Then you witnessed the whole scene,” said Adsian,
thinking she spoke of the unhappy fate of his {riend. ¢ Tell
me, I beseech you, how did it happen "

“T do not like to think of it,” replied the beautlful girl,
“and yet the sight comes back upon my mind very often,
like a frightful picture—or a dream. The boats had all

gone out before daylight, as they usually do—just three |
weeks ago on Monday. Two of them ¢ame home very -

goon ; and my father’s own boat was the second. The wind
had freshened a good deal, and blew right into the bay;
but yet I have known the wind much higher, and the sea
seeming to run much more roughly. My father was anx-
jous, however, for his men; and went down to the shore and
looked out with his glass. It was raining a little, and the
spray dashing; but I went down after him, and stood be-
side him, till we saw two boats come scudding in over the
dark line where the bay opens to the ocean. My father
then said, ¢ There they are: it’s all safe now.—Go in, my
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childy but he still stayed on the beach I‘nim‘self, and though
I did as he told me, I went to the upper window to watch.
One boat was about half a mile before the other; and the
first came dashing along, tipping over the waves, as if they
were its playfellows. It did not seem to| me more than
a quarter of a mile from the landing-place, and I.could see
John Lincoln standing up to furl the ‘sail. Poor fellow, he
was a good young man, and had not been married above
five or six months. I thought they were quite safe; but
all in a moment the boat reeled terribly, came with her
broadside to the waves, and went over. There were five
men in the boat, and all of them had wives or children, or

“sisters round about. It seemed as if every one of their .

friends knew of the accident in a moment; for I hardly
saw what had happened when there was a terrible scream
from the different houses round, and the beach was covered
with people. I screamed and ran eut too; and the sight
was so terrible I hardly knew what I did. I saw two or
three of the men, whom I knew well, struggling in the
‘water, sometimes rising over the waves, sometimes hidden
beneath them; and I could have rushed in myself to give
them help. TPoor John Lincoln, who could not swim, was
clinging to the boat, and his wife stood close by me shriek-
ing terribly. All the women, indeed, were shrieking and
wringing their hands. My father and the other men, how-
ever, ran a boat down in a minute ; and half my thoughts
were for. them ; for the waves were breaking sharply
on the shore, and I thought the boat would be swamped.
But when they got beyond the surf, and I looked out
beyond them to see again, I could only descry two men
upon the water, and one still clinging to the boat. Two
had gone down for ever. A third suddenly disappéared
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before my father could reach them; but they got hold of
the fourth, and drew him in amongst them. That caused
a little delay, and ok, how poor John Lineols young wife
shrieked during that moment ! Well might she shriek, poor
thing; for, just when my father’s boat was within a hun-
dred yards of him, a higher wave than the rest Shook him
from his hold, and he, too, disappeared.”

The girl put her hand before her eyes, as if she would
shut the sight out from memory; and Adrian bent his
head, and remained silent for several moments, saying to
himself, % There are greater misfortunes in this world, than
such a death as that of Roger Ashmore.”

“It must have heen a ﬁ'mhtful scene, indeed,” he sa1d
at length, “and your father's next parting from you must
have been very pamful. I came down here, with a number
of others, to seek for the body of a young companion who
was drowned in the bay yesterday. He parted from us,
full of life, and health, and hope, without ever dreaming of
danger ; and now lie lies beneath those waters, cold, and
still enough. Where is his spirit gone? he continued,
recurring to the train of thought in which he had indulged

upon the beach. “ Where is now the home of that bright, °

ardent soul 7

“As has been his life,” replied the girl, in a tone almost
solemn, “so will be his resting-place. I heartily believe,
that here, upon this earth, we work out an after-destiny.
‘We are building for the future, and must inhabit where we
have built—Do you not think so #” .

“I do,” answered Adrian; “but yet there are strange -

thoughts cross my brain at times. I suppose they trouble
the minds of all, more or less, these longings to pierce the
dim, shadowy curtain which hangs between life and life,—
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-to look beyond this present which walls us in—to know

something tangible, real, of that wild interminable future~—
that ocean of endless waters which lies beyond the sandy -
shore of this existence, flowing whither we know not. 1 often
feel, as T look forward, as Columbus must have felt, when
standing on the verge of the Atlantic, ho looked out upon
the mysterious immensity before him, and asked himself,
What beyond #” '

“QOh, no!” answered .the beautiful girl; “Oh, no! he
never felt so.”

“ Why not ¥ asked Aduan suddenly, and almost sharp-
ly. “Why should he not feel so "

“ Because,” she replied, in a low, timid, but very grave
tone, “ because he had the certainty of science, and had
you true faith, you would have the certainty of revelation.”

Adrian almost started ; for the idea of a want of faith
had never been so palpably presented to his mind before.
He looked gloomily down, for a moment, questioning his

- own heart ; but his beautiful young companion seemed to

think that she must have offended him, and she added, in
a quiet, soothing tone, “It is bold of me, I know, to say
such things ; but I did not mean to pain you, sir; and it is
well for us, sometimes, to think seriously how much we be-
lieve, and how much we doubt.”

Adrian’s impulsive nature carried him away, and cross-
ing over the room, at once, he took her hand, repeating
several times, I thank you! I thank you! You have
given me a light—a light into the mysterious darkness of
my own heart. ~ Yes, I will search the cavernto the deepest
nook—I will no longer have doubts. I will believe, or not
believe. Nay, nay! I do believe. But still it would be
some satisfaction could we, even for a moment, overstep

3*
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the great gulph ; or could one of those who have changed
their habitation from a mortal to an immortal state, recross

‘the bridge of death, and give us some assurance of what

is beyond. " Methinks, then, 2 man would believe more
fully. It would be conviction, rather than belief.”

“ Rather than faith,” replied his lovely companion. “If
they believe not Moses and the prophets, neither would théy
believe if one went to them from the dead” ¢ But would
you not be frightened ?” she asked, in a lighter tone, as if
she found such grave subjects somewhat inappropriate to
her age and her sex; “ Would you not be frightened, if

some spectre were to take you at your word, and coming

to you in the darkness of the night, tell you the awful se- .

crets which you now so earnestly desire ¥ .
“Not in the least,” replied Adrian, boldly. '“To see
one of these spirits—spectres, as you call them—if such
things be allowed to appear — and taking for granted
man’s immortality, and a world of sentient beings beyond the
grave, it is hardly possible to suppose it otherwise—to see
one of these spirits, and to question him as to the state of
hig ‘being, and the mysterious immortality before us, has al-
ways been a strong desire with me. I seek for the definite
and true, in all things, and I do not think that the appear-
ance of any disembodied soul would give me the least
alarm.” J
He went on for some time farther in the same stra.in,
and his fair companion replied, sometimes in a grave, and
sometimes in a more lively tone; but with a degree of
talent and information such as Adrian had seldom met. with
before, and never in a woman. TFor nearly an hour, their
conversation was thus prolonged, wandering over a thousand
subjects, differing very much from each other; for each fol-
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lowed where the conversation led, and each spoke his
thoughts plainly, pausing not to keep up any very definite
line: of argument, but reasoning on each separate topic,
with a light, farciful, and wandering course, till, at length,
a well-known shout upon the beach gave the girl intimation

‘that her father had arrived in safety, and, starting Joyfully

up, she hutried to the door.
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CHAPTER V.

How pale appear
Those clay-cold cheeks where grace and vigor glow'd!
O disroal spectacle! How humbly notw
Lies that ambition which was Iate so proud!

SmorrETr, “ The Regicide”

“You are very welcome, sir;” said a tall, fine-looking old
man, with white hair, following Adrian’s fair companion
into the room, and shaking hands with him frankly. “You
are very welcome, sir; and we'll do our best to make you

comfortable, though the house is a very small one, and you
will have but small room. I don’t exactly know your

name, but I think DIve seen your face up at the town,
am%st the lads at College.”
‘“Most probably,” replied his young visitor, % My name
is Adrian Brewerton, and I am, as you say, a student.”
“Ay! you wed to lodge at Madame Copland’s,” said

the fisherman, drawing off an enormous pair of heavy

boots. “I know now, DBut what is this they tell me 2—

that one of your young gentlemen was drowned yesterf_lay,‘

here in the bay ¢

“ Tt is too true, indeed,” replied his young guest. “He
was my companion and friend, and I cannot make up my
mind to quit the spot so long as his body remains beneath
the watem,” ' I

s
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«&it down, sir—pray, sit’ down,” said the fisherman
“we'll have some supper in a minute; for I’'m hungry

. enough, the wind having chopped ‘round off the point, so

that we were kept out till we had nothing to eat. Pray,
what was the name of your friend who was drowned 7

Adrian told him, and the fisherman’s countenance
changed a good deal. It grew grave, and even stern; but
Tsrael Keelson was not a man to keep back his thoughts
whatever they were, and after a momentary pause he said,
“I am sorry he was your friend and companion—I don’t
think you could have had a much worse. We ought not
to speak ill of the dead, they say; and certainly he did no
harm to me or mine, but many a one here he did wrong
in several ways, and I may say, at least, that I am sorry he
was your friend.”

Adrian heard him with very strange and mingled emo-
tions. An hour or two before, if any one had spoken ill of -
Roger Ashmore, he would have answered sharply—even
angrily ; and his check did flush a little, and his brow con-
tracted ; but yet there was some new feeling in his heart
which kept that hot response back as it was springingitto
his lips. He kvnew not well, why or wherefore ; but there
was something exceedingly painful to him in being called
the friend and companion of one whose character and acts
he could not defend, in the presence of the beautiful girl
who stood hard by. Had he been able to justify the dead,
to show that his conduct had been misrepresented, his
character mistaken, he would have defended him before
any one, or in any circumstances ; but, he felt that he could
not do so,- and the faults which before had seemed slight,
had now, by some strange influence, become . aggravated in
his eyes, and he feared that even the old fisherman and his

- . |
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daughter should attribute to him a participation in his com-
rade’s offences. There was a momentary struggle in his
mind between two impulses, and it was not till after he had
thought for a time in silence, that he replied : “ Poor fellow !
He had his faults, Mr. Keelson; but he has gone to give
his account of them; and he had his virtues and good
qualities also, The latter were less apparent to the world
in general than the former. God sees all] But this I- will
say, though his friend and his companion, I had no share
in any of the acts to which, doubtless, you object. . There
might be many ties between us of old friendship, boyish
companionship, family regard, and connection, without our
being linked together in any thing that is evil; and now
he is dead, I would fain think only of that which was noble,
and generous, and good in his nature, and forget all that
was wrong, or foolish, or light. The companions of his
gayer or brighter hours have soon dropped away, and given
up the search for his body; but I remain, and will remain,
till I find it.”

“That's right! that's right!” said the old fisherman
h@tﬂy ; “ Vicious ﬁlends}ups are mever lasting; and, al-
though they say, ‘ Tell me a man’s companions, and I will

tell you the man, it is a rule I have known fail very

ofteni Now, my dear, tell Kitty to bring the supper ;
for she is long enough about it, and I am half starving.”

Adrian wondered who this same Kitty could be; but it
turned out that she was only an old negro woman, a servant
in the famﬂy, and as soon as she had placed the simple
meal upon the table, the old man invited his guest to be
seated, and took his own place at the board, putting his
hands together, and saying reverently, “Lord, bless and
sanctify thy mercies to our use, for Christ’s sake.”
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Adrian was exhausted and faint with watching, wander-
ing, and want of food; for he had tasted nothing since the
preceding day at an early hour, except a small portion of
the scanty viands which had been brought down . from
the town at noon. Nevertheless, he had no appetite. A
sick, oppressive feeling, whenever he thought of poor Roger
Ashmote, lying there beneath the waters of the bay, made
him loathe  the_thought of food, and after having foreed
himself to swallow a fow mouthfuls, he laid down his knife
and fork. The old fisherman had been talking of indiffer-
ent subjects in a quiet tone; but his eye—a clear, bright,
hazel eye, which seemed to have kept its youth in despite
of time—turned to his young guest every now and then,
with a grave and marking look.

“You don’t eat,” he said’ at length. “ What is the
matter, young man ¢”

“I have not yet got over the shock of my friend’s death,”
replied Adrian. “I know well that if griefs and re-
grets do not themselves pass away with time, their effects
upon the body do, and that men go about the world, in a
few months after the bitterest losses, to all appearancis as
if they had lost nothing. But this oceurred very lately—was
very sudden—and there were also many painful circumstan-

ces attending it. Besides, I have been wandering about here © v

since last night at nine o’clock, seeking for my poor friend’s
body, which we have not been able to find.”

“I should think that mattered Little,” replied the old
fisherman, in a homely manner, but in no ill chosen lan-
guage. “Did you find the corpse, you could but put it in

 the earth. The ocean affords as wide a grave, the waters

as calm a sepulchre. But people have different notions of
these things. For my part, I would rather lie beneath the




64 ADRIAN | OR,

glittering waves on' a sunshiny day, than in the quietest
nook of a country churchyard. Yet, I do not mean to say
you are wrong. Every one feels according to his habits,
and you, I dare say, have been brought up on the land.”

“T have very rarcly been upon the water at all,” re
plied Adrian, “ and I shall EVEI, after to-day, hate the sea,
on account of my friend’s fate.

“The land takes its number, and the waters their own,”
replied the fisherman. “ Had he lived to be asold as Abra-
ham, he must have died at last: though it is a pity, too, to
see a young lad taken away so early, and that before he has
had time either to repent or to atone.” .

~ Adrian was silent ; and the beautiful gnl looked at him
earnestly and compassxonately, as if she thought her father’s
somewhat stern words might be too hard for him.

But the old man was softer at heart than his exterior
betrayed ; and as scon as the simple supper was over, he
rose and took his hat, saying, “I am going out for a bit,
my child, I want to speak a word with Davie.”

“ What, Davie the fool?” asked his daughter with a look
of Some surprise. ‘

Keelson merely nodded his head ; and as soon as he was
gone, Adrian enquired who was the person he had gone to
visit, with such an unenviable epithet attached to his name.

“He is a poor, simple man,” replied the girl in a mild
tone, “ perfectly harmless, and not without some curious
shrewdness, He is always prowling about in this neighbor-

~ hood, and every body is very kind to him; for he does no
wrong to any one, but often serves, when he knows how.”

She then, with woman’s sweetest art, labored hard for
nearly half an hour, to win the thoughts of Adrian away
from the painful subject which she believed engrossed them.,

THE CLOUDS OF THE MIND, : 65

She little knew how much she herself shared in the
young man’s. thoughts at that moment; nor how often the
reply which Struck her as strangely interesting and touck-
ing, when he answered any thing she said, had been influ-
enced by feelings which she herself had created. Of course,
no words of tenderness—no expression of admiration—no
lover-like speech, or suitor’s flattery, passed the lips of

~ Adrian Brewerton at that moment; but yet there Was some-

thmg in his tone, in his looks, in his words even, which,
every now and then, made the young g'ul’ heart thrill with
new and pleasant emotions—nay, once or twice brought
the warm blood for an instant into her cheek—not at any
strangeness in his language, but at the strangeness of her

owhn sensations,

They were thus talking quietly across the table, when the
old man, her father, opened the door suddenly, and put in
his head, saying, “ Now, young gentleman, I see you won't
be happy till you have found the body of your poor friend;
so, if you like to come along with me, I will go and drag a
bit. I think I have got a notion of where he went down.”

“Nobody saw where he sank,” replied Adrian, rising ;
“but I am ready to try any thing—with or without hope.”

“There was one person saw him go down,” said old
Keelson; “and thongh his account of any thing is not the
clearest, poor creature, yet I think I can hit the place.”

“Oh! father, do not go to-night,” said the girl earnestly.
“ This gentleman knows nothing about boats, he says ; and if
you two go alone, you may both be lost likewise.”

“Pooh ! nonsense, girl,” said the old man with a laugh
“besides, James 18 going with” us, and Ben Hel'ring, who
can swim as well as his namesake, and I dare say the gen—
tleman can swim, too.”
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“ can, indeed,” replied Adrian, somewhat bitterly : “and

that makes what I feel the more painful ; for poor Ashmore

asked me to go with him, and I refused. Perhaps, if I had
gone, I might have saved him.”

“ More likely you would have been drowned yourself” re-
plied the old fisherman; “for it was a very long swim to the
shore from where he went down, and the sea was running
very high af that time, It is getting quite still now, so don’t
you be frightened, my child. No harm will happen. Get
me the lantern, my dear. The lads have run down the boat
by this time.” -

But Ella was frightened ; for the mind, though it may,

by habit, become so much accustomed to perils, as almost |

to lose a consciousness of their existence, is soon reawakened
wheu their magnitude and proximity have been brought
tangibly home to the heart. Anxiously, apprehensively she
sat for more than one hour after her father and-Adrian

Brewerton had departed. She could not work, she could not.

read. The first occupation left thought too free; the second
could not chain it down strongly enough to resist the im-,
pulse in another direction. From time to time, she tried

both, however ; but still the mind wandered, with 3 feeling of

awe and dread, towards the bosom of the waters, and she
listened eagerly for the sighing of the wind, asking herself,
what fate that breeze might be bringing to those upon the
ocean,

Suddenly, at the end of the second hour, she heard the
outer door of the house open, and then a hand was laid upon
the latch of the room where she was sitting, The next in-
stant, a stout, broadset young man, with a frank counte-
nance, but a somewhat sensitive and impetnous gleam in the
eye, put his head in, saying abruptly, “ They have found
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him, Ella. They have found him, at length, and are bring-
ing him up to. the house. You had better go into some
other room; for they must carry him straight in here, till
Davie brings down a carmage to take him home. Hark!
they are coming—go away, go away "

“No, James, I would rather not,” replied the beautiful
girl.  “Why should T fear the sight of a dead man? Itis

'. well to look upon such things at times.”

He urged her strongly to go; but she persisted in her
resolution ; and with a look of some mortification, he turned
away towards the door, just as old Jsrael Keelson and Aﬁdrian
Brewerton approached, bearing in their arms the corpse of
poor Roger Ashmore. ,

‘When she heard their step, Ella Keelson, with a blanched
cheek, but a firm hand and a calm eye, took up the light,
and held back the door to give them admission. The sight
of death is almost always more or less terrible to the mor-
tal creature; but there is. something more terrible than
usual when the dead was young. There' scems something
unnatural in it—something repugnant to. our instinctive
notions of the duration of life, to behold the marks of the
clammy grave upon a youthful form. Death seems to
belong to age; and youth has no harmony with it. Itis a
harsh discord in the midst of life’s musie.

Painful was the sight, as the yellow light of the candle
fell upon the pale, calm features of the corpse,'while they bore
him in, with the long, black -hair, wet with the waters in
which he had yielded his breath, streaming over his friend’s
arm, and showering salt drops upon the floor. There was
no agony upon the countenance—no trace of that fearful
struggle for breath, which we picture with such terrors.
The face was as calm as that of a sleeping child—the body
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falling easily and uncontorted ; but yet to the eyes of Ella
it was an awful sight. She knew not from what motive;
but, after the first glance at the countenance of the corpse,
she raised “her eyes suddenly to that of Adrian Brewerton,
which was pale, but much more tranquil than in the pre-
ceding part of the eveming. From some sort of vague
impulse, her look glanced on towards the passage seen
through the open door, and there her eyes met those of the
young man, called James, fixed earnestly upon her. There
was nothing, sullen, or harsh, or angry in them, but some-
thing, very sad. She withdrew her glance instantly, and
retired a step or two, while old Keelson exclaimed, “Open
that door, my child. We must lay him on thé bed.”

Ella hastened to obey, and slowly carrying the corpse
to a small bed-room behind the parlor, they removed the
sheets, and placed it on the mattress. -

“ Pull off the boots at once,” said old Keelson, “or we
shall never get the feet out. Bodies swell when they have
been long in the water.”

It was already impossible to draw the boots off;. and
Adrian, with a shudder, as he remembered the incidents of

the preceding morning, and the little traits of vanity he had

remgrked, now cut the boots from the small and delicate

feet of the unhappy young man, and east them from him

somewhat vehemently.

Ella beld the light while this was done, and the group
of her father and herself, Adrian, and two or three of the
boatmen, stood round about the bed, for several minutes,
in profound silence, gazing at the face of the corpse. A
slight murmur then rose, 'as some of the spectators
began to ask a question, or .make some observation to a
neighbor ; but the old fisherman, who had great rule and

@
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authority in the place, speedily interfered, saying, * There,
my friends—there! You have looked at him enough, I
think. This young gentleman is his filend and relation;
and he must feel a good deal differently from what you do.
It is heavy rowing when all hands don’t pull together; so
you had better go, and leave him with us. 'We have sent
for a carriage to take the body back to the College, which
the poor lad left yesterday afternoon, as blythe and lifesome
as any of us. There will be many a heavy heart for this
young man’s loss ; and, as there is one here present, it will
be better that he should be left alone till the first sad busi-
ness is quite over.”

The old man’s little speech had its full effect, The two

‘ot three fishermen who had entered took their departure,

and nobody remained with Adrian but Ella and her father,
and the young man called James, who seemed a privileged
guest. ' :
Little was said for the next hour and a quarter ; but
then the grating sound of wheels was heard in the sand,
and then a loud, and even a gay shout ; after which a voice
exclaimed, “ Here are the horses! Here are the horses!
We have driven like mad to- carfy the dead ; and if he goes
back at the same rate, they may shake him alive again.”
While these sounds were being . uttered, the door of
the outer room once more opened, and a man, somewhat
below the middle height, thin, but well-formed enough, but
with a countenance having that queer, sly expression, which
often seerns to indicate, in the faces of what are called half-
witted people, the extinction of the higher, and the acumi-
nation of some of the inferior qualities of the mind, entered
with a light and jaunty step, almost as if he came on some
oceasion of merry-making. When he beheld the sad and
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solemn group, however, still standing round the bed, and
the cold, marble face of the dead, his transient gayety
seemed reproved, and he walked onward upon tiptoes, as
if afraid of waking Roger Ashmore from his sleep.”

« The carriage is here, Master Keelson,” he said, *and
the horses all ready; but who is to ride with the dead?
There wont be much talk by the way, I guess;—who is
going to take the silent drive ?”

As he spoke, he fixed his eyes keenly upon the young
boatman, James ; but the other answered somewhat sharp-
ly, “ Not I, Davie; be sure of that. I would’nt for a hun-
dred dollars ”

« Strange—strange " said Davie, with a look of intense
thought—marvellously intense for one of his condition :
« Strange that people should be afraid of the dead who were
never afraid of the living. He could do nobody any harm
if they were shut up in the same graye with him. Very
odd, James—is'nt it?  Yet I shouldn’t like to go either.”

“T will go,” said Adrian Brewerton, calmly. “ Nobody
else will be needed.”

“Come, lend a hand at least, James!” said old Mr.
Keelson, somewhat sternly. “ Lend a hand to bear in the

corpse. Some one may have to do you the same good
turn some day.”

The young man comphed with apparent lductance
while Adrian took up his hat, and butfoned his coat,. and
Ella followed with a light, though Davie, the fool, as they
called him, was already holding the lantern at the outer
door.

The corpse was carried to the side of the carriage,
placed in it, and disposed as.decently as might be; and
then turning to Adiian, Mr. Keelson said, “I think you
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had better take a glass of brandy, sir. You look pale.
You are very wet, and you will have a long, sad ride.”

“ Nothing whatever,” replied Adrian, “T thank you a
thousand times, Mr. Keelson—much—very much mo® than
T can express: and -you too, my dear young lady,” he
added, taking Ella’s hand, and pressing it gently in his own.
“1 thank you with all my heart for the kindness you have

. shown me. But we shall meet again, when I can speak

my gratitude more fully.”

Thus saying, he- turned towards the carriage; but when
he approached the door, and saw the corpse lying across
the -other side, partly supported by the seat, he stopped
inyoluntarily, and paused for a moment, as if it required

‘an effort of resolution to enter. The next instant he put

his foot upon the step, and took his seat beside the dectd
body.

At that moment Ella’s eyes were fixed upon hlm with
a look of strange sweetness—full of sympathy, and admi-
ration, and compassion. |

While she gazed at him, another was gazing at her;
and when the carriage drove away into the darkness, old‘
Keelson turned back towards the house, saying, “He is a
noble, brave fellow I” But the young man, James, folded
his arms wpon his chest, and bent his steps towards his own
home, murmuring but two words, “ Ah, Ella P

It was the breaking of a dream. ‘
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CHAPTER VI

Veramente la, legge con ehe Amore

I1 suo imperio governa eternamente,

Non & dura né obliqua; e I'opre sue,
Piene di providenza, e di mistero

Altri a torto condanna, O con gaant arte
E per the iguote strade egli conduce

L’huom ad esser beato. .
. Tasso. *Aminia?

Tue funeral was over, all the sad rites performed, and Adrian
Brewerton, clad in deep mourning, sat, a few weeks after,
in bhis lonely room, laboring hard, by intense study, to
withdraw his mind from more than one subject, which he
did not wish to contemplate. The loss of his friend, the weary
search for the body, the drageing for more than an hour in
the deep and solemn bay, by night, the long and terrible

drive back to the city, with the corpse for his only compa-

nion, had left a strong and fearful impression on his mind
which he could not shake off. But yet, strange to say, these
dark and gloomy memories were chequered by thoughts and
recollections exquisitely sweet and delightful, upon which,
nevertlieless, he was unwilling to allow his mind to dwell.
There was a fair face, a graceful form, a sweet and beaming
smile ever present to his eye, and 2 musical voice swelling
gently on his ear, in despite of all his efforts to banish them
from his memory.

There be some thirll, like the flash of the hghtnmg, .

9 A
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too bright ever to leave the 51ght*—some s0 sweet as to
linger in the ear for ever,

Yet he struggled hard to forget, and resolved steadlly
and sturdily never to return to that cottage, where he had .
passed but a few hours, indeed, but had found matter

,more dangerous to his peace than he knew even yet.

These memories and these struggles, however, had
shaken his nerves greatly; and though he combated his
feelings with more manly energy, he was again in exactly
the same state of thrilling excitement in which his mother’

death had left him when a boy. He heard astep upon the

stairs : he felt agitated. The door opened suddenly, and he

almost started from his seat. It was a stranger who entered
—a coarse-featured, heavy-browed man, short and square in
form, and bearing that sort of seaman’s air, which no land-
foppery can coniceal. He stared for amoment at the young

- stndent with a sort of bold, supercilious look; and then in-

quired if his name was Mr. Brewerton.

“The same,” replied Adrian, now roused, and returning
his gaze steadfastly, “ What do you want with me ?”

¢ There’s a packet for you,” replied the stranger, throw-
ing down what looked like large thick letter on the table,
and adding, “I had it from Madam Ashmore, of Charles-
ton; and to oblige®her—I have often obliged her before—
I promised to deliver it myself.”

“I thank you,” replied Adrian, gravely; and without
farther words, the unprepossessing stranger turned upon his
heel, and whistling a light air, descended the stairs.

Adrian tore open the packet eagerly He had written,
at once, to the mother of poor Roger Ashmore after the re-
covery of the body, and had dwelt much upon the efforts of
others, especially those of old Xeelson, but little upon his own,

4 .
Y
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The president, however, had, in another letter, done ample
justiee to the exertions of the young student, touching the
mother’s heart by an account of the profound grief into which
Adrian Brewerton had been cast by the loss of his friend. To
mark her sense of his kindness, Mrs, Ashmore now requested
Adrian to accept, as a memento, some valuable trinkets for-
merly belonging to her son, which werein the hands of the pre-
sident, and to present, with his own hands, to the old fisher-

man, Roger’s gold watch and seals, as a token of her gratitude. '

Strange human nature! Adrian had been vigorously
resolving, as we have said, not to go back to the cottage—
had blamed himself severely for the struggling of his heart
“against his determination; but now, a fair exeuse for violat-
ing his resolution was an absolute relief to him; and he
hastened, at once, to do all that he had determined not to do.

It was again a half holiday, and the young man walked
to the president’s house, showed the letter he had received,
obtained the watch, chain, and seals, and hiring a carriage,
drove himself out to the bay. The weather had become
milder, and a soft sort of languid haziness, mingling with the
sun-shine, had rendered far distant objects somewhat indis-
tinct; but as Adrian drove toward’s the fisherman’s house,
he could see plainly enough, at some distance, the fair form
of Ella, seated under the little verandah, and busily engaged
with some sort of woman’s work. The sound of the wheels
first made her raise her eyes; and the bright look of joy and
satisfaction which beamed suddenly up in them, when she
recognized the young student, was very perilous to poor

Adrian’s heart. Her hand was in his in a moment; and,
with a frank simplicity, which might have spoken ill for his
suit, # he had come with a suitor's purposes, she told him
how glad she was to see him, how anxious she bad been
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about him, and how often she had asked her father to call
and enquire for him, whenever he went up to the town,

For a few moments, Adrian too gave way to his feelings,
sat down by her, conversed with her in tones almost too
tender, and with words too full of fancy, and fire, and en-
thusiasm, though they had no direct reference to herself.
But he recovered himself speedily. 'We know not what it
was that checked him in full career—perhaps it was a glow
that came, upon Ella's cheek, which taught him to ask him-
self, “ Can I be such a scoundrel as to be making love to
this young girl, without any probability—any possibility of
our union * '

. He changed the conversation mstantly, to subJects of a
graver and a colder kind ; and here Ella, who for some
time had spoken but little, answered more freely, conversmg
sweetly and calmly, with a pleasant, even ; yet sparkling train
of thought, and weaving round Adrian’s heart a network

_ of fine links, from which it could never break free.

She had told him at the fist, that her father was out,

but not at sea, and that she expected him back immediate-

ly; and thus Adrian remained by her side nearly an hour,
under the verandah, waiting for the old man’s return.

As they thus sat, the young fisherman, James, passed
before them at a. little distance. Whether he had seen
them sitting together, or not, before they observed him, we
.cannot say ; but he never raised his. eyes when he was
near, walking slowly on, as if he did not perceive them.

About twenty minutes after, as their eyes ran along the
boach, they saw old Tsrael Keelson coming slowly alohg the
sand-hills, at some distance. He walked with his hands be-
hind his back, his head somewhat bent, and his eyes turn-
ed towards the ground. e was not alone; and as he
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came nearer, Adrian recognized, in the stout flashily-dress-
ed man who accompanied him, the same.rough personage
who had brought him Mzs. Ashmore’s letter.  In approaching
his own house, Mr, Keelson twice raised his eyes towards
the verandah; and when opposite to it, and quite near, he
turned towards the stranger, saying, in a stern and decided
tone, “I will have nothing to do with it, I tell you; and it
shan’t be done here I” :

“ Shan’t I” said the stranger, with .a sort of sneering
smile; and turning round, he walked away, whistling the
sanie light air he had whistled when leaving Adrian.

The old man greeted the young student kindly, nay, warm-
ly, sat down with his daughter and Adrian before the house,
and talked a little of the past; but yet it was clear that
something had, in a degree, disturbed him, for he fell every
now and then,igto a reverie. '

At the end"of about a quarter of -an hour,—for he was
glad to protract the pleasant moments,—Adrian Brewerton
proceeded to speak of his mission, and presented the old
man with the watch and seals. My, Keelson took them in
his hand, examined them carefully, with a slight smile, and
then returned them to Adrian, saying; “'Tis a pretty toy;
and those figures on the back are beautifully chased enough.
I used to know something about such things in my young
days. Tell Mrs, Ashmore, that I am very much obliged
to her, but I cannot accept any thing so valuable. It would
look like being paid, my young friend, for secking the body
of her son; and that can’t be.”

Adrian, however, pressed him strongly to take at least
some little memorial, assuring him that Mrs, Ashmore would

feel mortified if he had refused to do so. .
« Well, then,” said the old man, “I will take this little
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seal;” and detaching one from the ring, he handed it to his
daughter, saying, “ What is on it, my child 2 Your eyes are
clearer than mine at this time of day.” '

Ella took it, and replied, after looking at it a moment,
“ There is a bird, dropping down into its nest upon a bough,
and underneath is engraved ‘ad ogni ucello suo nido e
bello”

She read the Italian with a pure soft accent, that made it
seem as if the sweet tongue were native to her lips; and, to
Adrian’s great surprise, even the old man, her father, asked
for no translation. '

- %It is a pretty conceit,” he said ; but whether he refer-
red to the bird and the nest, or to the words which accompa-
nied them, Adrian did not know. He soon found, however,
that if he stayed much longer he was lost. He resolved t(;
go, hesitated, lingered, entered into . conversation again,
Then he took his Jeave: then was led to"'speak of some
ff'esh subjéct, and the whole system of resolving, hesitating,
lingering, and leave-taking, had to come over again, .

He reproached himself for his folly; but it had given
him half an hour more of enjoyment—as many another
folly does, to be reckoned for hereafter, on Fate’s dark tally
behind the door—and at length he went away with a heart
beating, and a brain whirling. But Adrian Brewerton was

by’thjs time in love ; and he kunew it.

6
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CHAPTER VIL

The night grows wond'rous dark : deep swelling gusts
And sunltry stillness take the rule by turn,
‘Whilst o’er our heads the black and heavy clouds
Roli stowly on.
JoAwNa Bamie ¥ Rayner®

-

Stx months had passed, and Roger Ashmore’s sad fate. was
all but forgotten at his College, so rapid do'the ever-varying

incidents and impressions of youth, like the footsteps of a-

hurrying erowd, successively efface one another. Of all his
comipanions, Adrian Brewerton alone retained the memories
of that fatal day, and those solemn seenes, with any thing
like their first distinctness, Before his eyes they continued,
day and vight, as if he were haunted by an ever-present
picture. Even at the end of those six months, there was
nothing dreamy in his recollections—nothing vague and un-
tangible, as is so apt to be the case with past horrors, which
the mind in its weakness recoils from contemplating as re-
alities, Every particular was still awfully palpable to him,
as if the past were a part of his actual being—probably it
is so always, and we shall know that it is so, in an after
state, though with our obscured intellects in this mortal coil,
we forget what we are, and what Fate and our own acts
have made us. Man’s immortality is ‘of his own making.
So tells us the Bible, and so do we believe. But Adrian’s
mortal life was more affected by the past than that of most
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men.- He felt even the current of his existence swayed,
if not diverted from its channel, by the influence of those
short hours which seemed to have concentrated in them-
selves the emotions of a life-time. :

Nevertheless, he appeared in a certain way to have
gained strength, either by the shock of Roger Ashmore’s
death, or by ‘the energy of newly awakened passion: at
least, so one might judge by several changes in his habits.
He eoxhibited more unity of purpose, and more continuity
of effort than before. . His enthusiasms remained as great
as ever; but they had become somewhat more practical.
Determination seemed to be steadily supplanting vague
aspirations.  Still, all this was so obscurely shadowed forth
as to be rather a matter of consciousness to himself, than
a change observable by others. To the oversensitive, the
over-hopeful, if we may be allowed the expression, the ex-
haustion of strong emotions in youth is often the redemp-
tion of later years. It is like the tempering of iron in the
fire. If it be worthless, it breaks; if it be true steel, it be-
comes ‘the harder and the finer.

Whether from a morbid tendency to the investigation
of man’s physical and moral structure, stimulated, if not
produced, by the various events connected with his friend’s
fate, and the sharp contrast between his life and death
—life in its wildest exuberance, death in its gloomiest
desolation—or whether from motives purely intellectual,
Adrian was, at this time, devoting all his energies to the
study of Anatomy. Itis probable that the first conjecture
is the correct one. Certain it is, that people of a nervous
organization are exceedingly liable to engage in pursuits, .
and enter upon investigations, apparently the most foreign
to their disposition. They appear drawn by a force, not to
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be resisted, towards what is uncongenial, if not absolutely
antipathetic to their own nature, like the fascinated bird,
which is sald, not merely to be powerless in the serpent’s
gaze, but to fly towards the reptile about to devour-it. Wae
have seen the youth who fainted at the sight of blood choose
arms for his profession, and prove himself, in the turmoil of
the battle, the bravest of the brave ; and there are a thou-

sand instances of the same propensity in history, Probably -

Adrian was now only acting in obedience to a law of his
being, even while he seemed to be violating all its' im-
pulses.

- However all this may be, Adrian’s passion for what
some may consider his strange, and somewhat repugnant
pursuit, grew upon him daily ; but he did not allow it to
interfere with his ordinary College duties. Every spare
moment, indeed, devoted by other students to recreation or
pleasure, he employed in studying the mysteries of man’s
material nature.

Such were his pursuits, then, about six months after the
drowning of Roger Ashmore. Summer was just dying into
autumn: the mornings and evenings belonged to the latter
seasol : the middle of the day to the former ; and an occa-
sional $torm of great severity indicated that 11: was one of the
transition periods of the year.

One afternoon, towards nightfall, while Adrian was
nusing by the tomb of Roger Ashmore, in that corner of
the town grave-yard appropriated to the University, a young
man, somewhat older than himself, approached, and ac-
costed him familiarly. In spite of the rough camlet cloak
in which he was wrapped, and the rather threadbare gar-
ments that it covered, the new comer was not to be mis-
taken for an inferior man, There was something in his
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casy and frank address that indicated a wider acquaintance
with the world than was to be acquired in the cloister-like
retirement of 2 New England University, His language,
t00, had less than usual of that formal monotony of in-

. tonation, adopted in those days on all oceasions, and on all

subjects—whether horseracing or theology, angry disputa-
tion or friendly discussion. His face, which wore an ha-
bitual expression of dignity when in repose, lighted up in
conversation with such a merry, careless, good-natured look,
that he seemed the embodiment of fun and jollity,

Charles Selden had, indeed, a double nature. He was

. the caréful, patient, ardent devotee of science, and not un-

frequently the deep and philosophic thinker; but he could

‘also be the frank and hearty boon companion, throwing

off in hours of relaxation the load of thought, with a facility
that few studious men possess. At the time when we now
introduce him to the réader, he was attached to the medi-
cal department of the College, in the capacity of Exhibitor
of Anatomy, and had thus formed an intimacy with Adrian
Brewerton, But not long before, he had made a short tour in
Eufope, and had obtained the advantage of a two years' resi-

_ dence in Edinburgh, at that time a great resort of those Ameri-

ean students in medicine who could afford to carry on their
professional education in the hospltals of foreign countries.

“Well, Adrian,” he said, as he came up, “what can
induce you to mope here alone amongst the tombstones ?
Are you thinking of playing the part of resurrectionist, that
you wander about, in broad daylight, in the churchyard,
like a greedy ghoul? Or are you indulging in a little sen-
timent over the grave of some rustic Phillis, prematurely
snatched from her churn and her poultry-yard .

Adrian felt half offended at the unseasonublé levity,
4%
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which jarred with all the feelings then busy in his bo-
" “You know as well as I do, Selden,” he said,
“that poor Roger Ashmore is buried here. Pray do not

som.

make me doubt what I never yet have doubted, your good-

ness of heart, by joking in such a place, and at such a mo-
ment! Perhaps” he added, after a pause, “I may be
treating a light jest too seriously ; but indeed, Selden, my
thoughts, just then, were not very mmech in halmony with
merriment.”

“You do not yet understand me, my dear Adrian,”
answered his friend, taking his arm, and leading him
away from the spot. “In play hours, I am as full of
nonsense as a schoolboy. But in time you will know

me better, I hope, than to imagine me capable, even for a
moment, of wilfully trifling with feelings which I respect.

I was thoughtless—forgive it—and now let me tell you
what brought me in search of you; for I have tracked you
from your chambers, We have obtained a prize at last.
Five subjects have been sent to us from New-York; and
I have just had them carried to the dissecting-room as
secretly as possible. You know the feeling of the towns-
people upon this subject; and should the bodies be disco-
vered in our possession, I fear the result might be serious
to all of us.”

“But if you are sure of your men,” answered Adrian,
“there can be noslanger.”

“I do not know,” replied the other, thoughtfully
“ New Kngland men will talk occasionally. At all
events, to-night the bodies must be watched, for many rea-
sons ; and the dlsameeable duty of course develves upon
me, ”

He paused, and 'meditated for 2 moment, and then added :
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“This is particularly unfortunate, for I have accepted an

" invitation to the Governor's grand election ball—if the word

ball be not a misnomer for so grave an entertainment as
it is likely. to prove. 1had, however, set my heart upon
going, if it were only to enjoy a liftle quiet quiz at some
of his Excellency’s solemn co-officials, It is very provok-
ing,” he continued, the last thought carrying him back into
a lighter tone. “If I could but find a discreet substitute, I

'might manage the matter. To say the truth, I had made

up my mind fo ask you to take my place, Adrian; but T
fear it would be impossible for such a nervous piece of.
mechanism as yourself to survive so ghastly a vigil.”

“Not at all,” replied Adrian, ‘without hesitation, partly
impelled by that morbid tendency to which we have al-
ready alluded, and partly by the doubt of his firmness
which his companion’s words seemed to imply: “I will
cheerfully sit up in your place, Charles : the more so as you
seem to think me incapable of it;” and the next moment
he-went on to say, with a smile, “although, perhaps, it was
only to accomplish your object that you pretended to think
so. At any rate, the companionship of the dead has no
terrors for me now : mothing likely to happen from the
living ever had. At what hour does your ball commence %7

“ At the frightfully dissipated hour of mine,” replied
Charles Selden. . “But I will come to your rooms for you
at ejght, Adrian. 'We will then go together to the College;
and I will see what can be done to make yo, comfortable
for the night. You are really doing me z service, which I
hope some time to reclplocate if not in kind, at least to an
équal degree.” v

They then parted ; and Adrian slowly returned to his
chambers. We cannot say that he felt altogether-at ease
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in reference to the task which he had taken upon him-
self. He had no special incentive to burden himself with
so disagreeable a charge, except his desire to oblige his
friend ; and a vague sense of discomfort—which, after all,
was not fear—took possession of him, and gréw upon him
as the minutes passed. Nevertheless, there was that restless
feverishness within him—that sort of morbid desire for this
peculiar species of excitement—which would have made him
eager to fulfil his promise, even if his fnend h,ad come and
offered to release him.

In the mean time the weather had singularly changed.

‘When the friends met, the sky had been quite clear—with
that damp chill in the atmosphere, however, which often
follows the setting of the sun in Autumn. Gradually the
heavens had blackened as evening closed in, One by one,
huge masses of cloud had rolled up from different points of

the horizon, as if there had been many winds in the sky at’

once ; and overlapping each other in dingy folds, they speed-
ily united in one general and mysterious gloom. The breeze,
which seemed to follow in a circular course the direction of
the hills, was at first low and fitful ; but with the close of day
it increased both in foree and steadiness ; and the air, at the
same time, became more and more raw. At length, the

rain began to fall—mot in the large drops of a summer -

* shower, but in the small, fine, even tricklings of an easterly
storm. Occasionally a broad but pale sheet of lightning
would, for a moment, cast its glare along the distant hori-
zon, making visible even the leaves of the few isolated oaks
that' stood- out in relief upon the neighboring mountain tops.
As the hours went by, the canopy of clonds became as one
huge black pall, unlike the grayish, slaty aspect of a wintey
storm sky ; and then the atmosphere became so dense, that you
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could almost taste it, and the taste was of a mouldy kind,
suggesting the idea of fresh turned up earth in damp places.
Men began to grope their way through the unlighted streets,
with lanterns in their hands ; and through each window in
that part of the College buildings inhabited by the students,
issued forth, from dim oil lamps, upon the foggy air, a stream
of light surrounded by a sort of hazy glare, which produc-

. ed a strange effect when seen from the opposite side of the

Green, a3 if great eyes were looking at one through the
mist, :
Adrian had 1ot noticed these sitccessive changes in the
weather as minutely as we have described them. He had
been siiting alone in the dark, thinking of other subjects;
but still they had made their impression, and had not tend-
ad to raise his spirits, or to cheer his mind. He heard the
rain fall in its melancholy monotony. He felt the oppressive
denseness of the atmosphere. He saw the sheet of light-
ning as it flickered through the gloom; but it was not till
he heard his fiiend’s step upon the stairs, and Charles Sel-
den length entered the room, muffled to the - throat,
and with a dark-lantern in his hand, that Adrian began to
realize distinetly, how dismal a mnight v1g11 was about to
follow,
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CHAPTER VIIL

"I'is only the obscure is terrible,
Imagination frames events unknown,
In wild, fantastic shades of hideous mien;
And what it fears creates! '
Haxwan Mogre. “Belshamar.

CrARizs SELpEN Was in high spirits, and full of that

eager and impatient activity which is exceedingly irritating
to the calm, thoughtful, and unexcited. “ Come, Adrian,

my boy,” he exclaimed ; “ on with your things; for we area

good deal behind time. It must be at least twenty minutes
past eight—don’t forget your stick ; and you may as well takea
pillow along with you. The floor, you know, is a hard bed.
1 tried to get a cot for you, but could not succeed without
exciting suspicion. There is a carriage below. The owner
did notlike the idea of his horses being out in such a night;
but even in this incorruptible country, the all-powerful extra
dollar had its usual effect. Come mnow, do hurry, that’s a
zood fellow,” he added, as the other seemed to be going
about his preparations more deliberately than he liked.
“T want to sit with you for at least half an hour, before
leaving you with your stiff and silent companions.”

Adrian was soon ready. Taking his pillow under is

arm, and in his hand a stout cudgel, which he was accus-
tomed to-carry with him in his frequent ramblings outside
of the town, he descended with his companion to the car-

L
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riage which was waiting for him at the side of the street
that skirted the College grounds. The direction of his thoughts

- was shown by a few words which he spoke while his foot was

upon the step.  “ This is a fearful time, Charles,” he said, « for
those who are atsea ; and the watching for friends upon the
deep, a sadder vigil than mine.”

Then seating himself in the carriage, he mused in
silence until they reached the entrance of the medieal
school, at the other end of the town, though his friend
rattled away throughout the drive with surprising volu-
bility. - Both jumped out together, and while Adrian sprang
up staiis out of the rain, Charles Selden directed the car-

- riage to wait in order to convey him to the governor’s en-

tertainment. :
The Medical College was a white stuccoed building, of no
particuldr architecture, and displaying in no part any indica-
tion of the purpose for which it was designed. It might
have been a state house, or an hospital, or a private resi-
dence, in so far as there was any positive inconsistency in its
outward looks with the purposes of either. 8till, there was
something particularly cheerless in the uniform white sur-
face, as the lantern which Charles Selden carried, threw its
gleam npon the tall ghostlike facade. Within, every thing
was of the same color—whitewashed ceilings, whitewashed
walls, and white uncarpeted floors.  There was something in
the universality of this color, or rather want of color, which
affected Adrian, as he passed along, very disagreeably at that
moment. The amphitheatre to which they huried, was
situated, as is usually the ease, in the highest story of the
building. It was a room of an elliptical shape, with no lateral
windows, every precaution being taken to prevent the possi-
bility of any prying eyes from without satisfying their cu-




88 ADRIAN } OR,

riosity ; and the only light the room ever received came from
a glass sky-light, of a rectangular form in the roof. You de-
scended to the floor by a series of broad steps, correspond-
ing with the lines of benches for students which encircled
the room; and on the side opposite to the door, was a fire-
place. In front of this, was the large dissecting table, the
surface of which was covered with zine, or some other metal,
for reasons which we will not attempt to explain. Imme:
diately over this table, was suspended from the ceiling, by a
long iron chain, a sort of glass chandelier, furnished with
three lamps of a very antiquated patter,

The other objects that were prominent in the room
were a large black board at one side of the fire-place, covered
with anatomical figures sketched in white chalk, a small ta-
ble at the opposite side, displaying some preparations for
supper, and a couple of rush-buttomed chairs, There was
something more, however—not so distinet, but which in
its very vagueness made Adrian start when he entered,
although he had expected some such sight. Upon the dis-
secting table, on which one body only was usually placed at
a time, were now piled up the five corpses—two forming the
lower stratum, two on the top of these, and the fifth making
the apex of the pyramid. A sheet had been thrown over
all; but the outlines of the ghastly burden beneath were
visible enough, and the fingers of a pale hand protruded from
under the edge of the coverjng.

Charles Selden noticed the varying color in h1s compa-
nion’s face as he closed the door after him, and. rallied him
a little for being nervous; but Adrian made no reply, and
turned the conversation to other subjects. '

Throwing his pillow upon the floor, in front of the fire-
place, in which was burning a huge pile-of wood, evidently
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. kindled several hours befo{e, Adprian joined his friend at sup-

per, who, with a forecast not at all necessary, was anticipat-
ing upon the good governor’s hospitality. For half an hour
the conversation flowed from subject to subject, until Adrian
almaost forgot where he was, and what was the object of his
coming; but then his friend looked at his watch, rose has-
tily from the table, and laughingly wishing Adrian pleasant
dreams, and promising to rejoin him as soon as the ball was
over, ran up the steps to the door, and rushed out of the
room. He had partly descended the staircase which led to
the street, when Adrian heard him suddenly returning, and
looked up to see what he wanted ; but without re-entering,
Selden closed the door which he had left ajar, and the key

~ was heard to turn in the lock outside. Whether it was a

mere freak, or whether Selden intended only to amuse him-
self with the fancied fears of his friend, or whether he was
really apprehensive that Adrian would not remain long after
his departure, the latter could not tell. Indignant, however, at
either motive, Adrian called loudly to him to return and un-
lock the door; but the only response was ghe sound of Sel-
den’s feet running down the stairs, the closing of the car-
riage door, and the tramp of the horses’ hoofs in the silent
streets as the vehicle drove away. A moment or two after,
the roll of the wheels subsided, all was silent again, and Adri-
an found himself once more in his life alone with the dead,

For a time, anger swallowed up all other feelings 3 but,
at length, Adrian drew his chair to the front of the fire, and
sat gazing upon the glowing embers that crackled in the
strong draught of the chimney and threw an irregular and
fitful glare upon the hare walls and scanty furniture of the
amphitheatre. He tried to force his thoughts away from the.
present scene, and, as one can so easily do in the calm un-
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troubled moments of existence—few though they be in this
eager world—io build castles, and lay out gardens of fancy
amongst the ever-changing fragments of the fire, But still
the presence of the dead made itself felt. He would not
think of them; but he knew that they were there. Their
proximity seemed to load the air with sad and solémn
thoughts, with vague, superstitious fears, with an impulsive
loathing of the neighborhood of death. He could not ba-
nish the sensation—it grew upon him, it swallowed up all
thoughts, and his mind became excited in a painful manner.
Every unusually strong gust of wind: the unexpected falling
of a burnt log from the andirons: the flaring of the ill-trim-
med lamps, would cause him to throw a hasty and uneasy
glance at the dissecting table, until he almost fancied that
some of the bodies moved when the sheet was slightly stir-
red by the current of air from the door.

Adrian felt angry at and ashamed of his sensations,
and, by a strong eflort, in some degree mastered them,
Weary with a long day of study and overwrought emotions,
as night wore 0%’ he fell into a sort of dreamy state—some-

thing between sleeping and waking—almost losing himself
in the confused pictures, which followed each other before
the mind’s eye without form and without eonnection.
After a time, he roused himself sufficiently to remember
that he might as well lie down, and endeavor to pass the
hours in more complete and tranquil repose. He blew out,
the lamps in the chandelier, removed the chairs from the
fire-place, wrapped himself in his cloak, and stretched him-
self upon the floor, in front of the fire, to sleep. But stum-
ber was as fickle as usual: for some reason the sleepy fit
which he had felt overpowering him while he sat in the

' chair, now passed awsy, and he lay for hours unable to close’
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his eyes, staring upwards at the sky-light, upon which the
rain was pattering fast. Thinking that the light of the fire
might be the cause of his wakefulness, he at length rose,
and raked the ashes over the smouldering heap. Then
resuming his hard bed on the floor, and burying his head
in the pillow, he fell-speedily into a slumber, which any liv-
ing person, had there been one present to watch him, might

have seen, by the muscular twitchings of his frame, was

neither altogether pleasant nor refreshing.

How long he had slept, in this uneasy way, he knew
not, when he was suddenly awakened by a severe blow upon
the forehead. An indistinet consciousness of where he was
flashed across his mind; but his thoughts were all in con-
fusion between past dreams, and present realities, and he
sprang tpon his feet, with a feeling of terror which he had
never experienced in his life before. Instinctively, he raised
his hand to his face, and the warm blood, trickling upon
his fingers, convincéd hien of the actual truth of what he
felt. s first impulse was to vush to the door of the apart-
ment, and he had reached it, and tiied to open it, before
he recollected that it was locked upon him. There was no
other means of egress from the amphitheatre, What could
he do? To ery for help was useless; for there was no liv-
ing person in the building except himself and whoever else
might be in that room. It was impossible for him to make
his voice heard outside, even if there had been any one
awake to hear it.

As soon as he could collect his thoughts at all, though
they were still indistinct and confused, his first impressions
were, that one of the bodies, which he had undertaken to
watch, had been in a trance and had revived, or else that
some one had been secreted in the room, and that, in either
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case, the intention was to murder him. By degrees, how-
ever, the mistiness left by sleep passed away, and his mind
somewhat resumed its power. Every thing was now per-
fectly quiet, and Adrian began to think -that his hasty
interpretation of the mystery must be erroneous’: else why

had not the first murderous blow been’ followed by others { .

‘Why, at least, was it succeeded by such a profound and
continuous silence ¢ Still, however, he stood with his back
against the door, and his heart beating violently, -but
prepared to repel any fresh attack. Dangers . which
could be seen and comprehended, he could have met
without quailing ; but there was something in the circum-
stances of his present position—something so” lonely, so
strange, and so terrible, that it seemed perfectly to un-
nerve him.

He had been standing in this way some ten minutes—
though the time seemed to him an eternity—when a sud-
den flash of lightning blazed acros$ the sky-light of the am-
phitheatre. It illuminated the room for one single moment;
but that moment was sufficient to show Adrian that the
sheet had disappeared from the dissecting table, upon
which were now lying exposed four ghastly corpses,

~ He knew there had been five!

How he longed for another flash to enable him to see
more! DBut none came; and, stepping quietly to.one of
the tiearest benches, Adrian endeavored to ascertain if he
were really much hwrt, He found that the bleeding had
already stopped, and that it had proceeded from a wound
above his left eye, of no great magnitude. Still his sus-
pense continued; and it was a long ‘time before he could
sumimon the resolution necessary to do any thing for the
purpose of arriving at some certainty.
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At length he bethought him that ‘possibly the embers

-under the ashes might not be altogether extinguished :”

and, moving cautiously around the walls of the room, he
approached the fire-place. Nothing occurred to inter-
rupt him—all was still and silent as the grave; and raking
away the ashes, he found, to his unspeakable satisfaction, a
thick bed of living fire beneath, the glow from which lighted
up, at once, the nearest part of the amphitheatre.

‘What he saw before him, although for a moment it made
his blood curdle, at once explained all that had occurred.

Lying. partly upon the floor, and but a short distance
from the position which Adrian had himself occupied,
was the body of a huge negro—the trunk and shoulders
alone touching the boards, while the legs \and feet were
raised at a considerable angle against the dissecting table,
Either a sudden gust of wind, more violent than ordinary,
orsome harsh clap of thunder, had shaken the building, and
the table being much too small for its burden, a slight thing
had been sufficient to disturb the equilibrium, and cast the
uppermost corpse upon the ground. The uppermost hap-
pened to be that of a gigantic negro, and in its heavy fall from
the table, dragging the sheet with it, the arm had struck
Adrian with great violence, occasioning the wound over his
eye. Still, although this explanation was perfectly satisfac-
tory to his reason, Adrian did not recover his composure as
rapidly or completely as might have been expected, even
by those who understood all the pecu]iarities of his charac-
ter. He relighted the lamps, however, and looking at his
watch, found that the hour had already passed at which
his companion had promised to return.

“He must be soon here,”:he thought, “and I will not
try to sleep again. ~ But I must restore some order.”
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Dragging the body of the negro under the table, and

covering the other corpses again with the sheet, he once -

more drew his chair in front of the fire-place, and sat down.
But still he remained uneasy and discomposed. Yet his
uneasiness seemed rather an after reflection of the terror
which, for the time, had . so completely mastered him, than
any present apprehension. Tndeed all possible alarm from
the same source was exhausted in his mind; but, never-

theless, though there was nothing definite in his sensations, |

he longed for his companion’s return, as he had rarely

longed for any thing before. ‘No sound, however, broke the’

silence of the night—no rolling carriage wheels—no step
upon the stairs. Hour by hour passed away without Sel-
den’s return, and Adrian’s dreary watch seemed intermina-
ble, when the first gray of dawn at length appeared, ming-
ling strangely with the sickly and yellow light of the half
extingnished lamps. But the storm had subsided in a
degree—the rain, at Jeast, had ceased to patter upon the
sky-light, and the lightning no longer blazed across the sky.

Anxiously and impatiently did Adrian await the arrival
of his friend, whose mad freak in locking him in, he felt
himself hardly able to pardon. Still the time ran on, the
sounds of life began to be heard from the streets, the day
grew broad and strong, and a mnervous impatience seized
upon Adrian Brewerton, which kept him in a sort of eager
agitation not to be deseribed. For more than an hour be-
fore Selden’s return, he had stationed himself at the door,
awaiting his coming, and longing to get out into the fresh
air at once.

‘When Selden, at length, did come, his manner was
strangely altered from Whaf@lt had been the night before.
e looked - grave, anxious, sad; and before noticing the
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ghastly appearance of Adrian’s' face, or any change which
had taken place on the. dissecting table, he begged his
friend, over and over again, to forgive him for what he had
looked wpon at the time as merely a harmless Jest, but now
felt to have been an inconsiderate and unkind act.

Adrian made no reply; and after an instant’s pause,
as if for an answer, Charles Selden went on to say, “I have
a letter for you, Adrian, brought by a special messenger,
whom 1 met just as I was coming out of myrooms. I
have hastened to bring it to you, thinking—thinking that
it might be of importance,”

His manner was strange, abrupt, and absent, as if there
was more on his mind than he was willing or able bo com-
municate. :

Adrian took the letter, which was in an unknown hand
He opened it mechamcally, but read only two lines. They
told him that his father was dead—had died suddenly.

After all he had passed through, the shock was too
much for him; the letter dropped from his hands, and he
fell fainting into the arms.of Charles Selden.
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CHAPTER IX.

T had much rather see
A crested dragon, or a basilisk ;
PBoth are less poison to my eyes and nature,

Dzypex. “ Don Ssbastzcm 7
1

We are certain that the Cato Major was written in the early
autumn : that clear, delicious season of‘the year which comes
as a sort of repose after the heat and the labors of the
summer. There is a sort of harmony between it and the

decline of man’s life—a sympathy, as it were, with the

departure of the more fiery things of the human year, which

has something very consolatory in it to those who see'the

allotted grains of sand, dropping away through the hour-
glass, one by one, and the end of the apportioned time

approaching. It has not the merriment, the soft-glowing -

gayety of the spring of those lands, where spring is, indeed,
the gentle season. It has not the prolific fire, and genial
power, of summer ; but it has a freshness, a clearness, and

an elasticity, all its own—as if it, like man, had lost the .
" sultry blood of passion, and the tender weakness of eatly

years, and, with hardly impaired energies, went unburdened
on the way, with the toils of harvest over, the frui{s of earth
well garnered, and the winter's coming viewed without a
dread. '
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It was ome of those buqht clear, auturmn days, when

~ all hagy softness is gone from the almosphere, when a

light, pure, cool breeze hurries the clouds over the sky, and
the shadows over the earth, and all seems sparkling, and
changing, and rejoicing in the scene. Old Israel Kecelson,

- with his telescope beneath his arm, walked to and fro upon

the sand hills, and his eye ran over the sea, on whose bosom

the gleams were floating amongst the shadows, like heaven-

born boats of light; but he thought not, it would seem, of
the varying face of the ocean: he thought not of the bril-

liant blue of the sky above, or the white clouds that hur-

ried throughit: he thought not of—perhaps felt not—the

rapid air that waved his white locks to and fro, and

brought a pinker color into his cheek. His eyes were bent far

forward beyond the,fifie where the bay opened out upon the

ocean, and seemed fixed upon a vessel which, now half-hull

down, and at other times more distinctly seen, scemed

standing off and on, with some purpose whmh puzzled more -
than one who watched her. ~

Ever and anon, the old man would stand upon the
highest of the sand hills, and raising his glass, would gaze
long and earnestly at the schooner. At length, however,
he seemed satisfied, replaced the telescope beneath his arm,
and walked deliberately back towards his own house, at the
door of which his daughter was standmg, gazing forth, as
he had been, upon the waters,

“What is that vessel, father? asked Ella, as he ap-
proached.

“I cannot tell you, my child,” replied the old man,
somewhat gloomily. “I can tell you what she has heen,
not what she is. Why do you ask, Ella?”

“Because I have seen her often lately,” replied his

c 5
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daughter; “and she iz unlike any other of the vessels of
these waters.”

“ Ay, narrow in 1he beam, long in the run, rakish in
the masts, black in the hull, sitting on the water like a
duck, and going through it like a dolphin,” replied the old
man. “ She looks like a phantom, even by the broad day-

light, and at night you might pass within pistol shot of her |
without sceing her at all. She has been a slaver, Ella—

what she is now, God knows and the bad men aboard of
her. I suspect, but do not know; and I only guess who
commands her, too.—If I knew that, I should know all.”

“Who do you suppose him to be, father'?” asked
Ella. :

Old Keelson mused for a moment, took his daughter's
hand, and led her into the little parlor, replying to her as
they went.

“Do you recollect, EHa " he said, “seeing a man walk-
ing along with me one day upon the beach-ua stout,
broad set, ill-looking man-—a Captain Sparhawk ¢”

“1 did not hear his name,” replied Ella, * but I remem-
ber him well. There are some faces, father, one can never
forget; whether the token by which they are remembered
be disgust or admiration. His countenance seemed to me
the most fearful I ever beheld—one of those faces on which
Providence.seems to write, as a warning to all who behold,
every vicious and terrible act, one-by one, as they ‘are com-
mitted—a record of a bad life, written by the hand of
Fate. I recollect it quite well. The sight of that. face as he
turned away from you made me stop suddenly in my con-
versation with young Mr. Brewerton. Who is that Captain
Spalhawk father 9” . )

“A bad man, in the way to wea]th or the gallo ‘”
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answered her father. “ I saw him twice at Charleston, some
sixteen or seventeen years ago. IHe was then a young man,
of twenty-two or twenty-three years of age; buf if the tales
he used to tell of himself, in his moments of thoughtless
revelry, were true, he had crowded into that short life
crimes enough to bring down upon his head, even then; the
vengeance of man, and the condemnation of God. Whal
he has done since, my child, I do not know; for he has
become more careful of his tongue with years, and boast:
only of his wealth, not of his wickedness; for he is wealthy

~ now—heaven help ys—at least so he says, and mixes with

the first society of the South, he declares. But I believe
not all these tales of himself, any more than all those he
told before; and one .thing I could see clearly from his
conversation—wealthy, or not, he is as eager for gain now

.as he was some twenty years ago; and he will have it, cost

what it will —his own blood, his fellow-creatures’, —}.us’
wretchedness, or theirs,”

- While thus speaking, they had entered the room; the
old man had taken his accustomed seatin a large chair, and
Ella, with her work in her hand, had placed herself be-
side him. Her eyes were bent down, as she listened to
her father; the long, black lashes, resting upon the soft
cheek, now somewhat paler than it had been a few months
before. Old Keelson gazed at her, with a look not easily
to be translated. There was love in it; there was admira-
tion—joyful passions both; but yet, from time to time,
came across his countenance a sort of shade—it might be
fronr memory-—it might be from forethought—it was like
the long shadow cast athwart the landscape by a cloud
near the setting sun,

. He sat silent for a moment or two after the last words

»
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were uttered, and then laid his hand upon his daughter’s
arm gently, saying, “ Ella, listen to me, my child I |
She instantly dropped her work upon her knee, and
raised her beautiful speaking eyes towards her father's face ;
and the old man went on. , |
“Tf ever that marn should fall in your way again, Ella,”
he said, “ avoid him—shut the doors against him—seek re-
fuge with any fiiend, with any one near. I am not apt to
dread the face of any thing living or dead; but I do not
love that man, Ella; and if what I feel towards him be
dread, it is for you, not for myself. I know him tobe a bad,

a wicked man. I know that he brought over from the .

coast of Africa a cargo of three hundred miserable beings
for Mr. Volney,—a man who once greatly wronged me.
They were crammed into a little schooner, not fitted for half
the number. A hundred and seventy died npon'the passage;
and he laughed when he.told how he had pitched the niggers
into the sea, calculating how much the value of the rest was
enhanced, by the miserable death of so many human beings.
I abhor that man, Ella  and I love not to see a vessel which
I believe to be his, hovering about upon this coast.”

“1t surely cannot affect us,” replied Ella, gazing in the
old man’s face with a questioning look.

~“Isee not howit ean, indeed,” replied Keelson; “but

yet, my child, there are strange turns in fate ; and a notion
has taken possession of me,that I shall not be long with
you, my child.”

Ella threw her arms round her father’s neck, a.nd had

she given way fo the first impulse, would have burst'into

tears ; but, though full of thrilling emotions, with a° heart
vibrating, like a finely strung instrument, to every tender
and every kindly feeling, and as susceptible of grief as joy,
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that young girl had a wonderful fund of strong resolution,
and quick self-command. Consideration—a long process
with many—was with her, as with all bright minds, rapid
as lightning ; and before the tears could spring from their
secret fountains to her eyes, she had said to herself, “My
father is sad—depressed—-—l ought to strive to cheer him,
not add to his gloom by tears;” and they were repressed.

It is a common expression, to say, that people act from «
sense of duty. There are two ways of doing this, and two
classes of people who do it. One class—containing in itself
all the most disagreeable very good people we know—slow-
ly and deliberately grind down every feeling upon the
grindstone of long, and—perhaps—conscientious, considera-
tion, depriving their good acts of half their spiritual merit,

~ by transferring them from ‘soul to mind, from heart to intel-

lect, and attributing to themselves glorification for their
hardness, and their harshness, and 'their want of Christian
charities and human sympathies, on the ground of doing
their duty rigidly ;—as if a man deserved great credit for
not setting a house on fire, when he had got neither a can-
dle nor a match-box

There is another class, howerver, who feel what is thelr
duty before they think it,—who act it before they consider
it,—who have the: kingdom of God within them, and the
sweet volce of Deity ever speaking within their hearts. To
our own mind, @ sense of duty, to be worth very much,
must be instinctive ; and so it was with Ella,

The next moment, she relaxed her embrace of her fa-
ther’s neck, and with a tender, gentle smile she said, “ You
are sad, my dear father, _Something -has oceurred to vex
or trouble you, and like & thunder storm, has left the sky

overcast even when it is gone.”
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“And have you not been sad, too, lately, my ch}ld P
asked old Keelson.

“ Nd—no—not that I know of,” replied Ella.

“You have been very thoughtful, my love, ever since the

drowning of that young man,” said her father.

“Was the scene not enough to make me s0? asked
his daughter ; but at the same time, a slight and transient
blush fluttered over her face, and she paused for an instant.
She then added, however—feeling, perhaps, that her first
words had some tinge of insincerity in them, yet not know-
ing where it lay, in *her ignorance of her own deeper mo-
tives, “T had never seen the young man, that I know of,
before I saw his corpse brought in here ; but the sight, and
the whole occurrence, did give my mind a greater shock
than even more terrible scenes have given. He was very
young, my dear father; and I think that these things, every

day, affect me more and more, Perhaps I have been more

sad, now I think of it. - But I will be gay again, and try to
cheer you.” :

“ No need, my dear,” said her father. «To one accus-
tomed to look upon death, as I am, its only terror lies in the
thought of the fate of those we love, after we are gone; and
I would fain clear my mind, Ella, of all reflection and con-
sideration on thatsubject. Then I can be as cheerful, and as

gay again as ever.—You can stay, Kitty. I donot mind your
hearing what Isay.”

The Jast words were drawn forth by the entrance of a

negro woman, somewhat stout in person, but with that sort
of gay, good-humored countenance, which one frequently
sees in persons of her complexion, whethel they have lived
a happy, or even an unhappy life. She had come in with a
plate of fruit; but seeing earnestness in the faces of her nias-
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1
ter, and her young mlstless, she was retreating hastily but

quietly, when the voice of Mr. Kedlson stopped her,

 You can stay, Kitty,” he repeated. “ Indeed T would
vather that you did remain ; because I wish to beg my daugh-
ter, in your presence, Whenever it shall please God to call .
me frot the world, not fo part with you on any account ; but -
to retain you always with her, and near her. She nursed
your infancy, Ella,” said the old man, turning to his daugh-
ter. “She has been faithful and true to us in many perils and
diffieulties; and Ishould wish her to remain withyou to the
end of her days.”

“ Thank you, massa, thank you,” replied the good woran,
with-a well satisfied grin. % Missy Ella never send me away,
and Inever go away, whether she send me or not.”

The old man smiled upon ber kindly. “1 do not think

| you would, Kitty,” he said, “and if I should die

“Pooh, pooh. You not die,” said the negress, “You
live 10'(1& time yet, Massa Keelson. You not fiftyseven yet
—quite young 1han. Iremember when I was quite a little
girl, your birthday, when you comed of age—oh, I know, T
know—fifty-seven next month, and not much older than
you was then.”

“High time to think of changing one’s abode, when

| one has dwelt in it so long, Kitty,” said Mr. Keelson ; ; “butb

just let us suppose it posmble that I should die, and that I
should die suddenly, the first thing to be thought of should
be the taking cake of my papers—"

“Oh, ay. De little bundle- which you put by so care-
fully at top of de chest,” said Kitty. “I see. you, I see
you—1I see you many times when you tink Kitty don't see.
Oh yes, Missy Ella must take care of dose.”

“But in her grief” replied Mr. Keelson, © she might
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not think of them, Kitty—strangers might come in. I 'have
seen a whole house ransacked from top to bottom ; and if
she should forget them, you must secure them for her, my
good Kitty ; for upon them depends much of our little pro-
perty, besides memorials that are dear to us all, though
they may have to do with the vanities of this world.”

“Oh, vanity —Vanity very good ting,” said Kitty ;-“1
never saw any one widout vanity, who had any ting to be
vain of And as to property, Massa Keelson, you got
enough for all you want, or Missy Ella eider—I don't see
why you go any more tosea. What de usé of haulin up
fish, dat you never eat yourself, when you got quite enough

for all you want, and to spare too; for dere be poor old -

Davie, the fool man, you feed and clote him too. You too
young to die, but too old to go to sea.”

“I begin to think so, t00,” said Mr. Keelson; “for the
old muscles are growing stiff, Kitty, and it takes two days’
rest to recover from one day’s fishing.” _

“Ay, ay. You stay at home, and I go cook de dinner,”
said Kitty, moving towards the door; but when she had
actually passed it, she put in her head again, saying, “I
not forget de papers. Any body shall pull my heart out
before dey get dem away. You stay at home, and don’t
go mo more to sea, and me make you all very comfortable,
When 2 man begin to tink of going to oder world, he better
not go to sea. It is a bad sign for de next voyage. Billy
Harris made his will, and was drown four days after.”

Thus saying, Kitty retired from the room, leaving Mr.
Keelson with his daughter. Between the two who remained,
the conversation gradually took a lighter tone. The dark
impressions which had evidently affected him for some days
previous, passed away from the mind of the old man; and
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for the next month his time was principally occupied in
writing and receiving letters, which had been a rare ,(i)ccur-
rence during the years that preceded. Gfo to sea again .he
did, once or twice ; but Blla’s entreaties did more Wlt}-l him
than Kitty’s remonstrance. He was well to do in th.e
world, had accumulated a sufficient property for all .}llS
moderate desires; and he felt, daily, that he was becoming
Jess fitted for 1ong—conti1med exertion and exposure to weather,

Gradually, he thus weaned himself from his favorite occupa-

tions, and, in the end, gave three of his boats away to those‘ _

" who had been the companions of his earlier toils.

Tn the mean while, Ella did all that she could to
cheer and to soothe him. In his presence she appeared
always gay, and blithe, and happy. -But, in truth, it was.
with an effort. What was in Ella’s heart !
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CHAPTER X.

Un altra cosa ti bisogna dire,
Ch’io son da un pensier tutto smarrito
E non posso la mente mia chiarire.
Purcr,  “ Morgante Maggiore,™

Tinw wore on.  Adrian Brewerton’s College course was draw-
ing to aclose. Incidental distinetion of every sort he had won,
long ere the final contest for University honors presented
itself. His ambition, which, from time to time, had slum-

bered, or wavered, scemed now to rekindle with wonderful
energy; and, what in his case was more extraordinary,
with wonderful concentration also. 'Whether this ambition

was in itself a fixed and steady principle of his nature, in--

dependent of any immediate incentives to exertion, or
whether it was only a temporary flame kindled by the ex-
citement of competition, we will not pretend to say; and
yet the reader may have remarked, in the account we
have previously given of his ¢haracter, many traits of that
desultory eagerness of pursuit which is generally the result
of natural, but ill-directed ambition,

However it may have been, his dazzling course asto-
nished himself, as well as others. There seemed something
of inspiration in it, not for creation, but for acquisition.
His knowledge of much which came to others by long
study, appeared intuitive. He knew not himself, in truth,
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where, or how he had gained all that he knew—whether
it had been acquired or divined.

At the same time, his mental condmon at this particu-
lar moment, harmonized so completely with the course he
was called upon to pursue, that entire processes of thought
and argumentation were revealed to his understanding by .
the feeblest glimpse of suggestion. While the contest was
going ov, the state of his feelings, likewise, seemed to fa-
cilitate, or rather to stimulate his efforts, In his ignorance
of all that the world can pour forth of grief and agony, he’
seemed, in his own eyes, to have suffered much—to have
suffered every thing: heé hardly believed that there was any
thing in reserve for him to suffer. An interval of calm—of
dead, heavy tranquillity, feelingless though pangless, succeed-
ed the storm of emotions, before a reaction came., The very
ealm itself was prolonged by the intensity of his present
studies ; but the calm was likewise an incentive to those stu- -
dies. It was a weight upon him from which he sought
rclief; and although we have said that his tranquillity was
without feeling, we do not mean to 1mp1y that it was’ with-
out thought.

Adrian felt that he had been speculative—that he had
been desultory. He regretted the inequality of his previous
efforts, and' what we may call the mental dissipation, in
which he had indulged. Ho reproached himself that he
had so often neglected the positive for the visionary—that
he had not rather stored his mind with knowledge, than
endeavoured to develop its capacities prematurely by
the investigation of truths which often remain mysteries
to the maturest intelligence ; and he persuaded himself that

- could he only live the last four years of his life over again,

he would live them very differently. Who, in this weary




108 ' ADRIAN; OR,

and stormy course of life, has not, from time to time, in
moments of repose and shade, looked back, like Adrian
Brewerton, upon the rough road behind him, and seeing to
the right or left a smoother, or a straighter path, won-
dered that he had mot taken it—forgetting, alas! that
it is by now standing on vantage ground, he is enabled
to distinguish objects from which his sight was cut off
when below, by innumerable obstacles and impediments ?
‘Who is there who has not dome this; and then stumbled
on again, in the same blindness and ignorance of the way
before him 3

Adrian’s selfreproach was undeserved.  With the
lights that he possessed, and the current of his nature
urging him on, he had trimmed his boat for the best, His
judgment had never left the helm, and if he had been oc-
casionally driven from a stxalght course, by elements beyond
his control, the general dlrectlon of the vessel remained un-
changed. He was steering for a harbor stlll, obscured
though it was in the dim distance, and the chances were
that he would reach it, notwithstanding his distrust of himself,

Such jmpressions of his past life, however—the sort of
review which he stood still to {ake, in the dull lapse of
emotions which succeeded shortly after his father’s death—
impelled him strongly to pursuits in which he fancied there

would be occupation without feeling, the exereise of thought .

without that of imagination. He was not without compe-

titors, however, in his efforts for distinction. There were |

two classes of young men in College then—the thoroughly
studious aud the thoroughly idle. The tendency of the
time and the country was to extremes—and, after all, is
not this, in many respects, the tendency of all countries,
and all times? Fanaticism, and infidelity ; the. severest

THE QLOUDS OF THE MIND. 109

morals, and the most reckless dissipation ; the most refined
manners, and the grossest brutality; the most profound

"Jearning, and the most surprising ignorance, are frequently |

contrasted in the smallest commnunities, Human nature
seems to abhor comsistency. The highest development of
virtue in one man would appear to provoke, in an evil-
minded neighbor, an equally extreme development of vice ;

- and in degenerate times, or degenerate couritries, instances

of merit, not only, from contrast, appear the brighter, but,
actuzilly become s0, both from a certain antagonism in our
moral nature, and also from the fact that man finds higher
models both in books, and in absteact conceptions, than he
is likely to meet with in actual examples, No where could
strong virtues provoke their opposite strong vices more de-
cidedly than they did in the New England University.

As we have said, Adrian had competitors, and they -
were neither few nor contemptible. If he won some honor in
the race, he thought, he could not hope to distance all.
There were several, who with much less natural ability than
he possessed, had pursued an undeviating, persevering course
for many years, and possessed an iron power of endurgnce,

- which enabled them to contend for every inch of ground,

while it protected them from discouragement by defeat, or
over-elation in consequence of success. The knowledge,
however, that he had such rivals stimulated him to exer-
tion; and day by day, the eagerness 1n01]eased till it became
an enthusxasm a thirst, a fever.

At last the day came that was to decide. Many a

steady heart beat with unaccustomed emotions: many an

eye was full of anxiety. But Adrian, strange as it may ap-
pear, was as calm, so far as any external signs were mani-
fest, as the most indifferent spectator. Many wondered at

¥
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his composure, for few except men of strong passions un-
derstand, what a volcano of excited feelings may slumber
under the calmest exterior. When, however, it was at
length ammounced that the first honor was awarded to
Adrian Brewerton, although his features and expression
underwent no change, what he felt was not so much rejoic-
ing as satiety—it was as if a cool tide were suddenly poured
upon conswmning fires, :

The precise nature of his feelings would be difficult to
deseribe : it seemed to him as if years had rolled by in
the passing of a moment. So far from overrating his vie-
tory, he did not fully appreciate it. The contest from
which he had just emerged fell suddenly in value, until it
seemed to him but as the strife of pigmies. Clouds van-
ished which had obscured his view—mists were swept
away from the past which had magnified the objects; and

the sunshine that broke forth upon the future, dimly reveal-
ed to him the magnitude of the struggles that await the
earnest man in life. The very victory seemed to humble
him : not that his selfreliance was not increased, as there
was just reason that it should be ; but it was hard for him

to understand how he had expended so much ambition upon
so small an end. Adrian Brewerton had not yet learned
that his feelings were only in harmeny with a general_law,
in obedience to which the truly great mind, at each succes-
sive attainment in this Hmited sphere of action, is led to
look back upon all the triumphs of the past, however great,
and however legitimate, if not with coﬁtempt, at least with
a thorough appreciation of their insignificance, when con-
trasted with the mighty and unlimited future,

‘With all this, the effect of his success, during the first fow

days that succeeded, was to restore him to a more peaceful
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calm, which he somehow knew could not last. He had come
to a resting-place in the struggle of life. He fancied that, like
the lotus-eater, he could lie down for a while by the road-side,
and with half-closed lids contemplate, in luxurious dreaminess,

" the past and the coming time. But it covld not be. There

was that in both which admiitted no such dalliance with
memory or hope, even for a day. A flood of recollections, .
and a flood of anxieties, vague, because he hardly dared to
fathom them, rushed upon him with an impetuosity propor-
tioned to the restraint which his temporary devotion to a
single purpose had imposed upon his mind.

It is impossible to make any one who did not know
him, fully comprehend the effect of his first great struggle :
the collapse into which he was plunged by success, and
the reawakening of aerowd of previous impressions upon
Adrian Brewerton. Day by day, and week by week it in-
creased, varying often, but still leaving him depressed, and
though he suffered not without a strong and vehement strug-
gle, the result was evil to his health and spirits.

The disease was more of the mind than the body, how-
ever. His frame remained powerful and robust, though the
color had faded from his cheek, and his eye lost its expres-
sion of sympathy with the swrroundings of every-day life ;
but a sort of morbid, causeless anxiety seized upon him,
from whith he -could not escape. Neither had he that
command over his thoughts, which he rightly looked upon
as one of the greatest qualities of a strong intellect. Often
would they wander, in a sort of mazy dance, amongst vague
and indefinite objects of terror. Often would they fix per-
tinaciously upon some painful fact which it was useless to
contemplate, but from which he found it impossible to with-
draw them. . The fate of Roger Ashmore ; his father's death;
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his terrible watch by the dead bodies ; all forced themselves
upon memory when he would not—rose up as distinetly as

they had appeared at the moment of occurrence j and were
even aggravated in all their darkest features by the power
of an over-excited imagination. This was especially the case
with his father’s death, The tall, venerable figure of Major
Brewerton, with his snowy-white hair, his ‘dignified and
stately carriage, and all that habitual grace of maunner
which had distinguished the old British officer, presented
itself continually to his view, clear and definite, as an ob-
ject almost tangible. Adrian seemed to hear his father
speaking the memorable words, “ Let the remembrance of
the blood that is in your veins serve only to keep you from
low society.”

They appeared to have a deeper meaning—a more
pointed, a more special application, than when they were
first spoken; and if his. mind rested in a sweet dream
on the beautiful girl by the shores of the bay, the revered
shade would 11se up to his sight, and the WOldS of warning
sound again in his ear.

One day, he had been thus indulging, and had been

thus checked, and the bitter struggle between love and pre-

_judice had been going on flercely, when, at length, he started
up, exclaiming, “I will Jeave this place! I am without
object here—but not without temptation, I will leave it,
and forget.” | _

He had taken his hat and gloves, and had opened- the
door to go out, without any very definite object, when he
saw, just mounting the stairs towards him, his fnend
Charles Selden. :

The good heart of the young physician had wrought
a great change m his demeanor fowards Adrian, since
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that night when he had played off so painfal a prac-
tical joke upon him, at & moment when nerve and resolu-
tion were most neeessary to meet the fatal intelligence of
the following day. Adrian himeelf hore no rancor ; and his
memory of injuries was short; but Charles Selden seemed
neither to forget his own act, nor to forgive himself; and
though with a feank generosity of mature, he did not avoid
Adrian, but sought him more than ever, yet there was al-

~ ways a grave tenderness in lis manner when he first ad-

dressed him, as if the very sight of his friend at once
awakened selfreproach. To others, he was as gay and
dashing as ever, and even with Adrian, the first sort of re-
serve qm(,kly wore off,

“ Ah, going out, Brewerton #” he said, shaking him by
the hand, “I am glad to see it. You sit too much alone,
my dear fellow, ¢ of melancholy musings your companions
making” Besides, you have taxed your mind too much.
There is nothing ou earth like bright skies, and open fields,
rocky hills, and rushing streams, trees, and birds, and flow-
ers, and waving corn, for reconciling us with the world, and
life, and fate.”

“ All mysteries,” answered Adrian, gravely.

“ Ay, but beautiful and consoling mysteries, too, when

, rightly seen,” answered the other. “I -am not given to

preach—how should I be ¢—nor to moralize, nor to' philoso-
phize overmuch ; and yet, even in my own butcherly trade, I
cannot help, every now and then, discovering things which
give & confidence to faith, and fill the heart with high hopes,
instead of cold, unsubstantial dreams. When under my
sealpel I detect the mps{ wonderful contrivances, such as
the mind of man could never conceive, for giving powers,
and pleasures, and faculties to this mortal frame in health,
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and for providing it with curative means in sickness, I say
to myself, there must be a great mind to devise, and to pro-
duce all this—there must be a great spinitsomewhere in the

Universe—not a dumb moving power, but an intellectual,

thoughtful, loving being, as full of beneficence as mighti-
ness, I say, that if there be such a being, it proves that
there is such a thing as spirit—as soul ; for he himself must
be all soui; and I say again, that unless there be an anomaly
in Nature—a gap in creation, which no analogy will admit
—there must be some point in which matter and spirit are
united ; and that point man. Tnstead of a dull, leaden,
material universe, hard, and cold, and heavy, springing from
dust, and unto dust returning, all around me becomes ani-
mate with energy, and happiness, and hope. I stand, as it
were, at the entrance of a garden of delight, and neither
fear the time when the door will be opened for me to go in,
nor mourn without comfort for those who have passed be—
fore me. But T keep you standing heve, and, doubtless,
you have heard sermons enough befo:e now, from wiser
lips than mine.”

“I rejoice to hear you talk so, Charles ” replied his

friend. “ 8it down, and go on in that strain for as long as’

you will.  Your words have given me comfort already ; and
such thoughts, when I can but grapple with them, al-
ways do.”

“ They are better than the bottle,” 1ephed hlS compan-
ion, with a smile; “for they are of a finer flavor, 2 more
pemsisting influence, and they leave neither head-ache, nor

heart-ache behind them. But come, let me be the com-

panion of your ramble. We can talk as we go, and
'lextract some amusement from every thing we see.”
“ And, perhaps, some instruction too,” replied Adrian.
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“«Do you know, Charles, in what my dreaminess has ended ¢

Tn a conviction that there is no object so worthy of philo-
. sophical desire as the definite. Cloudy imaginations, ever

quivering doubts, hanging on a diamond-axised balance,
the pursuit of shadows that elude the grasp——the butterflies
of bojr-philosophy-——have no longer charms for me, Unsat-
isfactory, delusive, vain, mocking one like wandering lights
in a morass, they leave nothing stable to rest upon. 1 want
the substantial and the true. I am resolved, Charles, to
seck the definite)

“« Where will you find it 2” asked his companion, with a
laugh. “ Sogno della mia vita e il corso intero.”

1 shall find it, I trust, in my own heart,” replied Adrian,
gravely. “T will question it of all things. I will know of
it what it is, what it contains, what it requires. I will sit
me down, and let mind speak to spirit, under an inquisition
from which it shall not escape. All my life, hitherto, has
been passed in seeking, if not finding, just notions of exter-
nal things. Tt is time I should know something of myself.”

A personage who always slips from us, when we think
we have got him by the shoulder,” replied Charles Selden.
“Nevertheless, 1 applaud your resolution, Adrian. It is
always well to hunt the devil, even if we do not run him
down, 'Wé learn all his tricks and turmncrs if we canmot
catch him at last. But you will have to look yourself out a
hermitage for self is a gentleman who can only be dealt
with in single combat. A number of seconds spoils the
fencing.”

«] have determined so to do,” answeled Adrian Brewer-
ton. “Nay, more; I think I have heard of one, where I
can be as solitary as I desire. I founda place advertised in
last: week’s journal, of which, the utmost-efforts of the pro-
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prietor, to make his deseription: cheerful and sociable, only
served to give a picture full of silent retirement, such as I
wish for. I spoke about it to the person to whom
applicants were referred, and asked if he had seen it. He
shrugged his shoulders, and said it would never do for me;
which made me think it would do exactly. There is one
farm-house, over the hill, at three miles’ distance; two old
maids, living half a mile beyond'that, and another farm-
house, not more than five miles to the westward. It has
the benefit of the easterly winds, with some spasmodic gusts
from the north, to set the windows ratiling—a grove of
red pine, and some fields that have not been exhansted
by ovelitillage I shall go out and see it soon; and if 1
find that it answers its descrlphon, and that all the marvel-
lous beauties and conveniences I have described are not
the flourish of a rhetorical anctioneer, I will buy it.”
~ “Buy it!” exclaimed his friend.

“ Why not?” said Adrian. My father left a consider-

able sumn in ready money, and this place costs but a few
thousand dollars,”

“Well, let us go togethel, this very day, and see it,”
sald Charles Selden. “But be sure you will get sick of it
: %and the definite,in six months.”

~ Ido, I can sell it.”
- “Not always possible,” answered his friend. “Markets
for such commodities may be difficult to find.”
“Then it can stand vacant,” replied Adrian.

“But the loss of interest, and the taxes,” said Charles.

“Never mind the taxes,” replied Adrian Brewerton.

“I think not,” replied Adrian Brewerton. “ But even if
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CHAPTER XI. .

But o’er the twilight groves and dusky caves,
Long-sounding sisles, and intermingled graves, -
Black melancholy sits, and round her throws
A gdeath-like silence, and a dread repose.

" Porr. “Kloisa and Abelafrd "

Tre momlng was as brxtrht, as if summer had been in
its prime, when Adrian Brewerton and Charles Selden, leav-
ing the carriage which had brought them to the top of the
hill, walked down the slope towards the dilapidated columns
of brick-work which had once formed a gateway to the
strange old house which has been deseribed in our first
chapter.  Adrian Brewerton carried a large key in his
hand ; for the person to whom the selling of the house was
entrusted, although he undoubtedly expected to be paid for

" his pains, had declared—with that cool indifference which,

many persons mistakenly imagine to be mdependence—-—tha.t ’w
“He guessed he could not take the trouble of going.& 00 ’

* but that Mister mlght have the key and look at it hirrse

Then, if he liked it, he did; and if he didn’t like it, he did-
not, That was all.” .
"As they had tumed away from his house, Adrian ha,d

* merely notiged his behavior by nodding; to, Ohal‘les Selden

and saying, “ Independence !
+ “Pooh, nonsense, Adrian,” replied his friend, “a man
may be independent and civil-—free as the air, and yet Tk
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obliging—a Republican, a democrat if you will, and yet
honest. Now I do not call this honest. This man has
undertaken to sell this house, is to be paid for it, and will
take care that he is paid for it; but yet he will not goa
fow miles to perform the very duty he undertakes, and
“covers his neglect to his own eyes, under the plea of inde-

pendence. There is something of fanaticism in it too; for

the fanaticism of liberty has in a great degree, in these
States, superseded the fanaticism of religion, and one is not

much better than the other. They call a Frenchman insin-

cere; but how much more pleasure, and profit, too, does
one get out of a Frenchman’s insincerity, than out of the
brutality of such a fellow as this.” :

He went on endeavoring to prove three very remarka-
ble positions : First, that a Frenchman was not naturally in-
sincere, bat that his lar e promises notwithstanding small per-
formances, proceeded altogether froim the same good-humoy
which induced him always to do any thing to serve another,
when he could do so without great personal inconvenience :
Secondly, that the Frenchman’s good-humor, and the cour-
teous manners even of the peasantry, did ndt proceed from
education or custom, or even the long tralnmg of genera-
- tions, but from race : and thirdly, that there was at least as
*much (if not more) real vanity latent in the rough ineivility
of several branches of the Anglo-Saxon- race, as in all the
gay and dashing boasting of the Frank.

‘We do not mean to* say that he proved these proposi-
tions; and it would not very much interest the reader, per-
haps, to hear how he supported them. There he stood
before the gates with Adrian Brewerton, and a smile upon his
countenance as he marked the melancholy aspect of the place.

The morning was as bright as summer, we have said.
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The sun was doing his best to make every thing look gay,
as if be had been hired by an auctioneer for the purpose.

he sky was clear and blue, without even a haze upon it, or
a vapor in the atmosphere. The light breezes waved about
the branches of the trees, and sported round the old walls,
like children playing at hide and seek, and seemed lyingly
to give out that they were the habitual ﬁlenizens of the
valley, when, in truth, it was more frequently-the meeting-
place of the grown-up sons of Aolus. 8till it looked deso-
late, solemn, cold, and gloomy, in spite of all that sun, and
sky, and breeze could do. There was a sadness about it—
a stern, vepulsive gravity, like the aspect of a man whose
heart is withered in hard and selfish toils.

Adrisn Prewerton did not seém to notice this dull as-
pect at all. He was in a reverie of some kind, whether
brown or blue, we know not; and he looked as grave as
the house, while pacing along the Little pebbled path, fr om
the gateway to the door, he trod down remorselessly tho :
tufts of grass which had taken so long to grow up between
the stones. e put the key in the door, and had his not
been‘a very strong arm, and his grasp an iron one, when he
chose to exert his powers, the key would have staid there
for a very long time without turning; for rust was in all
the wards, and the bolt was growing to the staple.

. His first effort to open the door was unsuccessful; and
Charles Selden exclaimed with a laugh, « Depend upon i,
Adrian, this door is like that especial one in great. Dutch
houses of the old school, which is only. opened thrice du-
ring the earthly sojourn of any man—when he goes to be
christened, to be married, and to be buried. I will run

round and see if there is mot some more practicable en-
trance.” '
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He returned in a minute after, exclaiming, “ Here is a
door, Adrian, that requires no key at all; for there is no
‘lock upon it. Depend upon it, that is the family entrance;
for the grass is not half as stiff and independent as here, and
there is actually an old hen in the yard, who informs me
that she laid the first egg after the flood. - :

This was said as he came round the house; but befcne
the last joke was discharged, Adrian, who was not easily
turned from his purposes, hiad forced the key round in the
lock, and they entered by the front door.

There were great wooden window-shutters against the
windows, fastened by a beam, rather than a bar; but these
were removed, with some trouble, and the light was let into
the rooms on the right and left of the entrance-hall.  The

-daylight certainly seemed to find itself in a strange place;

for the taking down of the shutters had stirred a quantity

of venerable dust, which began gamboling with the one ray
of sunshine which found ifs way in, in a very improper man-
ner, considering the age of the parties. It must have been

4 great relief to the dust, but somewhat oppressive to the

sunshine. Adrian looked around the large, panelled room ;
and even, with the aspect of that, he did not seem displeased ;
and when he went into the opposite room, ornamented with
the hunting scene, he seemed better pleased still.

“T will sit there, Chatles,” he said, pointing with a smile
from the one chamber to the other, “I will sit there, when
I want to think; here, when I want to dream.”

“ And where when you want to go to bed ¥’ asked
Charles Selden.

“That we will see presently,” answered Adrian; and g&)—
ing up the great staircase, he entered four of the rooms .
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upon the first floor, which afforded a favorable specimen,
being the last occupied and the best preserved in the house.
He visited no more. “These will do,” he said, dryly. “I
will have this room for myself; that for you, Charles; when
you come to visit me; that for a gardener; and that ﬁor an

old woman to cook our dinner.) |

“Very old!” said Charles Selden, in a monitory tone,
“and T don’t know that even that will do: ; for, if 2 man were
to live here six months, I think he would marry his great-

- grandmother—up to wlnch degree I believe the canon

reacheth not.”

“No fear,” replied Adrian Brewerton; and descending
to the great panelled room again, he stood for & moment in
the middle of the floor, looking across the ray of sunshine,
in which were stillsdancing the busy motes, so like the
tboughts, and hopes, and purposes of life. At length, he
said suddenly, “Do you know, Charles, this is my birth-
day? I am enc-and-twenty years of age to-day—a new
starting-place—a starting-place for any goal I please—a
thousand courses around me—a thousand careers to choose
from ; and yet but one that is right, and worthy, and noble.
Is it not worth-while to. pause a little, and enqulre which, of
all the many, that one is?”

“ Well worth the while, indeed,” replied Charles Selden, o
in a graver fone ; “but still more worth the while to take

~ the course, and pursue it steadily, when-you have found it,

if ever you do. . Men’s lot .in life—men’s conduct in their
career, even, depends not on themselves. Accident—oir-
cumstance, affects them from the beginning of life to the
end: It is well to say, I will examine and I will choose
for examination .and- choice may do something ; but std],
my dear Adnan, never dream that you will be able to fix -

8
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upon  any direct line that you can follow dérectly. That
depends upon the will of God, upon the acts of men, upon
the thousand chances and changes of the world. Man is a
race-horse, running his course between two walls, within
which he may deviate, to a certain degree, but beyond
which he cannot go ; while all the time the whip and spur
of the hard rider, Fate, is forcing him onwards—But who
have we here?  You seem threatened with visitors already.
‘What will become of your solitude, if all the old gentlemen
in the township come to eall upon you ¥

“There are doors,” replied Adrian, drily.

“Some of them without locks? said Charles Selden.
“But who is this grave and reverend signor, T wonder ”

The person who had attracted his attention, and upon
whom Adrian Brewerton's eyes were now also fixed, was a
respectable-looking old man, of about sixty years of age.

He was dressed in a snit of brown broadcloth, and wore a

peculiarly low-crowned, broad-brimmed hat, One of his
legs was somewhat bowed, as if from an accident of ancient
date ; but yet he limped a little still, as he walked across
the pebbles towards the house. He seemed in a meditative
mood ; his eyes, which were small and gray, being turned
upon the ground, and his hands held behind his back, so
that Adrian and his compamon had ample opportumty of
examining him.  °*

The result was not altogether agreeable to Charles
Selden. There was a look about the man diffieult to
describe by any other term than “not natural;” and yet it
was impossible to say, what was the fine shade which marked
out this sort of doubtfulness of expression. - It was natural
for an old man to walk slowly-—natural for a lame man to
kmp—natural for a thoughtful man to look down—natural
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for a serious man to wear a grave and steady countenance,
But yet, all these naturals, to the eyes of Charles Selden—
and sharp eyes they were—seemed a little overdone.
Whether it was his habit of dissecting the body and laying
bare the muscles, and tendons, and filaments, and nerves, that
had engendered in him the custom of anatomizing the mind,

‘and laying bare those emotions, and principles, and motives,

and secret sources of action, which ave, in fact, the muscles,
and sinews, and nerves of the spirit, down to their finest
threads; or whether it was that intuitive perception of the
workings of the minds of others, which some men possess ;
certain it is, that Charles Selden often detected, by very
slight indications, that which was passing in the breast of
the most covert, and the most cautious.

The effect upon the mitid of Adrian Brewerton was dif
ferent. He thought the 6ld gentleman a very respectable-
looking old gentleman, and that was all ; and, although he

‘was not one of those who pin their faith upon respectable

persous, yet, he was not inclined to enquire fluther without
necessity.

A mecessity for enquiring further soon came ; but Adrian
Brewerton did not yield to it. The old man passed the
windows of the room in which they were, without seeming

‘to notice whether they were open or not; but when he

came to the great door, he gave a little start, as if with sur-

 prise, to see that it was not closed ; and then mounting the

green and mouldy steps, he looked in, and gave a tap upon
the wood-work,

“Come, in,¥? said Adivian Brewerton, aloud and in
walked the old gentleman accordingly. .

He looked up benignantly ; first in the face of Charles
Selden ; but that did not seem to suit him, and he turned
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his eyes to Adrian, whose deep mourning, and handsome
person, certainly gave him a more interesting appearance.

“ Pray, is either of you the gentleman,” he said,  who,
I am told, has bought this place 2"

“1 certainly have not bought it yet,” replied Adnan
Brewerton. “But what if I had, my good friend

“Why the people did say there was somebody had
purchased it, or was going to purchase it,” said the old man,
in a somewhat maudlin tone—telling a great falsehood, by
the way ; for nobody had said any thing of the kind, or
even dreamt that any one was ever likely to purchase it
to the end of history. “1I only thought, that if it was sold,
T might as well put in a good word for myself; for you
see, sir, I was gardener here a long while ago~—well nigh
twenty years, I caleculate—and I do love the old place,
notwithstanding. You can’t think how often I come down
here—ay, and many a half day’s work I do, trying to keep
things clear at the back of the house; but the weeds get
ahead of me, do what I will. It's.enrious to see how they
do grow when there’s nobody to look after them. Well,
there is an old hen, and there was an old eock, too, till this
time last year, hanging about the place, just as I.do. They
were the last of the breed that they used to have here, and
a fine breed it was; but having no one to care for them,
they had grown most savage creatures like, I used to
think there were three of us; but last year the old cock
died ; and so, I thought, when I heard the place was sold,
and seeing you two gentlemen here, I would just say a
good word for myself, and ask if you wanted a gardener;

for I ben about the placé more or less, forty years, man

and boy, and I can do a good day’s work yet.”
“Y do want a gardener, and you shall be the man,”
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said Adrian Brewerton, laying his hand klndly on the 01(1
man’s shoulder,

- % But what are your wages 17 asked Charles Selden.

It was a difficult thing to get him to say. He guessed’
he had so much, and he calculated that he could make so
much in the year by journey-work ; and he ‘was more des-
perately indefinite than is customary in any other part of
the world. But the matter was at length settled by the
offer of a distinct sum by Adrian, and a demand of three
dollars a month more by the gardener., Adrian then made
sote enquiries: respécting the best plan of getting the place
put in order, gave a few directions of no great consequence,
and walked away towards the carriage on the hill, with the
ful! determination of coucluding his purchase at once, and
installing himself in the place as soon as possible.

Charles Selden walked by his. side in solemn silence.

“ Well, Charles ©” said Adrian, better pleased with the
day’s work than he had been with many a one before,

“ Well, Adrian ?” replied Charles, in a grave tone.

“ What are you thinking of " asked Adrian. .
“Of how mad a man may be without knowing it,”

. answered his friend.




CHAPTER XII.

FPatience ! preach it to the winds,
To roaring seas, or raging fires! the knaves
That teach it, laugh at-you when you believe em.
Orway. * The Orphan’”

As the variety of human noses is infinite, so is the variety
of human tastes. That, we think, is a good broad proposition,
which would require a very stout critic to' deny it. Some
men love moving into new houses. Bome men love packing
and unpacking. To some there can be nothing more ab-
horrent than the one, except the other, With Adrian
Brewerton, however, mixed feelings were at work,  He was
not very fond of migration. He was not at all like a friend
of ours, of whom it was said by a caustic acquaintance, that
if he were in Heaven, he would not be satisfied without see-
ing the other place. To explain the matter phrenologically,
and in due order, we may state that every organ of the
brain may be considered as having three separate qualities
or faculties: a propensity or affection, a capability, and a re-
tentiveness or memory, Adiian had the organ of locality
strongly developed: he had the capability of rapidly dis-
covering all the bearings or relations of a place: he had
a memory of places which never failed him, and he could
have gone into every nook and corner which he had known
in childhood, without forgetting one step of the way thither:

he had, moreover, the -propensity or affection for a place
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which he inhabited, in sufficient strength to make him ad-

* here to it, unless some powerful reason existed for quitting -

it, and to cause him to view any other place with less
affection.

In the present case, however, he was influenced by that
theoretical view of realities which is so often like a rotten
ladder, the rounds of which break down under us when we
begin to climb them., He was not exactly a builder of cas-
tles in the air; for he always anxiously sought for moreé
solid materials—at least to construct the foundations withal.
But we are afraid the cement was somewhat given to crum-
bling. However, he was fond of building in this sort ; and
he had raised up an edifice of purposes and resolutions,
which—however unfit for habitation in the eyes of his
friend, Charles Selden—he was fiercely anxious to enter
into; and as the vestibule thercof was the old house over the
hills, he made extrerne diligence to get there as soon as
possible. A gnat will keep a man awake more surcly than
a thunderstorm; and though we grumble very much at
the small things of life, and abuse destiny for bothering us
with petty cares, we are not sure that any thing serves bet-’
ter to bring us to our senses. The innumerable annoyances of
getting into a new house—especially in a conntry where every
tradesman thinks he lays you under an obligation, who sells
you a ball of twine for twelve and a half cents, and where you
are obliged to court a earpenter to work at two dollars a day,
with base prostrations and cajolery, which the meanest cour-
tier would not condescend to offer to sovereign or prime
minister—had nearly dispelled all Adrian’s illusions with re-
gard to quiet retreats, and thoughtful solitudes. All other
govereigns, an independent man may get rid of, by never
going near them; but the sovereign people comes to him,
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and bullies him in his bed-chamber. Satan Montgomery,
when he wrote upon the omnipresence of the Deity, never
thought of the omnipresence of the sovereign people, or wo
should have had a terrible Canto of it.

Adrian wanted but little here below ; but yet that little

was not to be had without more plagues than ever infested
Egypt. Half a dozen chairs, & table, a frying-pan, a fish-
kettle, ditto for tea, a spit—in that go]den age stoves were
not invented, Allah Kerim l-—a bed to Ye upon, a plate to
eat out of; & eup to drink from, a book-case, and a tight roof

over his head, were all he wanted, with the exception of a -

cook.

His impatience met with many salutary checks. The
American people are the most patient in the world, and they
are quite right to be so ; for they will get no one to move
a step faster, fret they ever so fretfully. But Adtian was of
an impatient spirit, and now he was getting his drubbing—
that drubbing which is so necessary to every young man in

Iife, from the hard fat cudgel of the world, against wh:ch '

there is no shield—no striking again,

The upholsterer received his orders, and took them
down in a book. He received his money also, and gave a
receipt for it ; for Adrian thought that slippery metal, gold,
would grease the go-cart of the upholsterer’s upholstery. He
was very much mistaken, however. The good man guessed
that it was a long way to send the things: that his horses
and carts had a great deal to do just then; that if Adrian

bad been but three days sooner, he could have sent them

more easily; and when the young gentleman entreated him,
as he had never entreated man before, and never entreated
woman in his life, the only reply he got was, « Waall, I
guess I can send them out the week after next.”

I
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The secret of all this, was, that at that time, there ex-
isted but one upholsterer in the place.. Rushing away from
tho shop, he hurried to a man who let carts and horses, agreed
to pay an encrmous price for the carriage of his furniture,
and got it all over to his proposed dwelling place——with two

‘legs npon every table, and three upon most of the chairs,

Some indeed, like the old soldier, “had but one leg, and
that was a wooden one” It need hardly be mentioned
that the crockery was amash.

Next came the evils of the cabinet maker and Jomel
‘We need not dwell upon them ; but what between guess-
ing upon broken tables, and "éalculating upon rotten doors,
they well nigh drove Advian Brewerton mad.

His last trouble before entrance, was with the cook. He
had a great many who came to see him in answer to his ad-
vertisement ; but with most of them, it was evidently a cook’s
choice of a master, not a master’s choice of a cook. One
did not like to go so far into the country, and declined at
once: One actually "accepted the situation, went out, saw

- the house, came back again, and brought her box with

her. Another—an awful old mulatto worman—was affect-
ed by more human considerations. She inspected Adrian
very closely, and then said she guessed she should not like
to help so young a man.

“My good woman, you would not be in the slightest
danger,” replied Adrian, and civilly showed her to the door.

At length, however, came a good old creature who
seemed to look upon the young man with a certain degree
of compassion, She said she had no relations, and few
friends, and the country was the same to her as the town.
She was tired of seeing so many people’s faces, she said.
She did not add, that she was tired of seeing so many who

6*
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took no interest in- her; but we believe, that feeling was at
the bottom of her heart. She called him, “my dear,” too,
as if he had been her own boy; and Adrian liked her for it
A kindly word, however familiar, was so much better than
the answers of all those cold, hard, independent incarnations
of selfishness, which he had hitherto seen. He asked her
very few questions. She might be a good cook, or no cook ;
he did not care a jot. She might not know a rump of beef
* from a calf’s ear; it was all the same to him; she had
spoken kindly, and eivilly, and that was enough. He was
resolved to have her, if she was to be had. e would not
cheat her, however, He fold her that it was a very melan-
choly place, to which he was going. He drew the most
forlorn and deplorable picture of the house that it is pos’siblé
to conceive ; but, she replied, that she 'did not care ; she was
not accustomed to be melancholy, although she had had
enough to make her so. She had lost a husband, and a
son, and heaven knows how many daughters—all of them
had been cooks but one, who couldn’t, because she died an
infant ; and the matter was then speedily settled. She was
resolved to go and take care of the young man; and he was
resolved to be taken care of. So one morning they jogged
out together in a neat wagon, drawn by one horse, both of
which Adrian had lately purchased. o ;

Then began the long ecatalogue of wants, which always
present themselves when you imagine that you have pro-
vided for every thing. To hear the cook’s enumeration, one
would have supposed that Adrian had never been at the
upholsterer’s, or the chinaman’s, or the hardwareman’s, at
all.  There were no pillow-slips; there were no sauce-pans;

there were no skewers ; there were no glasses ; there was no -

seive ; there was no——but why should we protract the cat-
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alogue ¢ There was not anything in short, but broken

~ chairs and tables, a battered pot, a bent spit, and a bas-

ket of cracked 'cr(’).ckery. ‘ ‘
“From the sublime to the ridiculous,” said a very great
little man, “there is but a step;” and in the mind of

~ Adrian Brewerton, there was a'struggle, as to which step

the comse of events should take. Tt ended in a laugh,
however, which was a relief to him; for he had not

Jlaughed for many a day. The cook laughed too, which

was a greater relief to him still; for the doleful face with
which she recapitulated all that she lacked, had made
him almost féar that, in mere despair, she too would carry
herself off to the town, and take her box with he}'.

“ Now listen to me, my dear,” she said, in a motherly
kind of tone. “I guess the best thing for you to do, will
be, to let me have the waggon and horse, and 1 will go
over to the town and get what's wanted. All the heavy
things are here, and amongst them all, we can make out
something ‘to sit mpon, and eat upon, and sleep upon,
and I can bring all the rest that’s wanted back in the
waggon.” .

% But can you drive ¥ asked Adrian,

“T guess I can,” she answered; and so it was settled.
The horse was put to the carriage, and money into her
hand, and away she went to the town, while Adrian and
the gardener set to work to put up the be&s, and arrange
the furniture, The bedsteads had been already mended
as. far as they had needed it, by a stray carpenter, who
had consented with some difficulty to come and do what
was required in the house, but who had taken himself off,
after having repaired the bedsteads, saying he guessed
it would take too mueh time and trouble to do the rest.
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The gardener worked away with a right good will, however.

He was slow and quiet, and marvellously sleek, but he
seemed to understand all sorts of contrivances, and to
possess a vast fund of resources.

In that early age of society, a number of those admira-
ble inventions did -not exist, which have since been intro-
duced for the purpose of abridging man’s comfort, and
making him hardy and enduring. Amongst other things
wanting to that epoch, were the peculiar knife-trays in which
men now sleep, uncanopied, uncurtained, and very often
uncovered, which are called’ French bedsteads—though we
suspect the first inventor of them was Procrustes, The

beds at that time in existence, consisted of four-posters, half--

testers, tents, and truckles ; and Adrian Brewerton, with a
wide and liberal spirit, had purchased a four-post bedstead
for himself, another for the one friend whor he proposed to
admit, and two halftesters for the two servants, - The room
appropriated, in Adrian’s imagination, to his filend Charles
Selden, had two doors and two windows in it, and Adrian
fixed in his mind upon one particular spot, as the place for
the bed ; but while his back was turned upon some other
errand, the gardener began putting up the bed with the
head right against one of the doors, which certainly did not
appear to have been opened for some years. ' When the
young gentleman returned, he remonstrated against this
proceeding; but the gardener was supplied  with sufficient
reasons, representing to his new master that the door only
opened upon the back passage, which, as he stated, sent up
a quantity of wind, sufficient to make a line-of-battle ship
go fourteen knots an hour, and showing that the head-board
and fluted drapery of the bed would shelter its occupant
from the unseasonable visitations of Boreas. This satisfied
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Adrian, who only wanted a reason; and the bed was allowed
to remain in the position the gardener had assigned to
. Thus the head was against the wall with a door in 1t
and the foot was turned towards the window on the right-
hand side of the room, which commanded a view through
the trees, and up the bare bill, and was precisely under that
other window, mentioned in a former chapter, out of which
an unfortunate young lady was said to have precipitated
herself a good number of, years before. ,

But poorly Adrian fared that day; for there was noth-
ing to eat, and nobody to cook it. He did not mind that
much, however. The beds were up, and that was some-
thing done; and just at nightfall the old woman, Miss. Gay- -
lor, returned with the wagon piled up so high, that Adrian
almost fancied she intended to imitate the tower of Babel.
An hour of semi-darkness was passed in unloading; and
certainly an abundance of comforts which Adrian would
never have thought of, soon surrounded him, and made
his desert blossom like a garden. A good supper conclud-
ed the day; and Adrian, tired out in mind and body, lay

- down to rest, and for eight hours slept the sleep of labor.

If all the spirits that ever came out of Tophet, or went into
it, had danced Sir Roger de Coverly over his head, he would

" not have heard a foot-fall that night.

The next day, the 6ld womnan found out that it would
be necessary to go to the town again.” Oil, pepper, and'
mustard, were wanting, candlesticks, snuffers, and trays—
they had been using lanterns the night before. Something
to cover the worn-out floors of the house was also required.
Basins, evers, and et ceteras, to supply the place of the de-
fanct crockery ; a basting ladle, a dredger, A colander, a
dripping pan, & choppér, and heaven only knows how many
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things besides, were all lacking in the kitchen. Away she
went, leaving some meat ready dressed for “those she left
behind her;” and Adrian, to say the truth, was quite happy
when she was gone; for her daily catalogues were begin-
ning to grow tiresome. The beds were put up too : he had
nothing to do ; and as the main feature of his whole scheme
was, that he should be saved all trouble but that of think-
ing, he fondly fancied that his felicity was beginning, Up
and -down the garden, and along the voad that led to the
pine-wood, he walked for two hours, with his hands behind
him. -

In the mean while the gardener found plenty of occu-
pation. e bustled in the house, and out of the house, in
the garden, and out of the garden, and three times came
up to the young gentleman to tell him what he had done
to put the place to rights. But Adrian was, by this time,
in one of his fits of thought, and sent him away unceremo-
niously with a short answer. It is not at all an uncommon
practice with old foxes, when taking now serviee, to delude
their masters into conversation with them, not for the pur-
pose of “ entangling them in their talk,” but just as a sea-
man throws a leaded line into the sea, to discover the depth
of the waters, and the nature of the bottom. If such was
the good man’s intention, Adrian’s taciturnity and thought-
fulness served him as well as any thing else; and once he
limped away from him with a smile, :

However ‘that might be, the day wore away; the old
woman returned; her purchases were distributed, and
* Adrian went to bed. He was sleepy from monotony, but
not tired ; and the result was, that about the middle of the

night he started up suddenly, fully convineed that he heard
a great noise.

He listened, his head full of the fumes of .

3
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sleep, which sometimes are as bad as those of bra:ndy. He
could have sworn that he still heard the running of" fge:
upon the upper. floor, though the sound was not so v101fafn.
as it had appeared magnified by glumber. O, lucifer
matches! why were you not invented? '.I‘he helpless
housewife of those days had to hammer a f‘hnt and ste‘efl
together for half an hour, and blow an any thing but 0{101‘;6—1
erous piece of tinder for the other half, before she ((:;)u
light.the morning fire; so that the:re Was 1o hope of A luanf
getting a light to see what was gowng on. He was stqu- 0
heart, however ; and he opened the door, an(-i went out into
the passage in the darkness. ‘The so'unds msta.ntly ceas‘lg:.i,. .
when the door opened; but not satisfied, Afih_'lan felt .1;
way to the room of the gardener, and shook his door, whic 3
was locked. At first; there was no respomse; bub after
Adrian had thumped for a minute or two, a sleepy—t,oned
voice from Qﬁth'm asked, “ What's the matter ¢—what's the
matter ¥ ' o .
« What is that noise, Patham 7" asked Adrian, sharply;
“T hear geople running about overhead.” . :
« Only the rats, sir; only the rats,” replied t‘?e gal'dﬁnsf.
“They do make an awful din, at times. I han’t be.en able
to sleep all night for then ;” and a loud snore, .Whlcl.l suc;'
ceoded the moment after, testified his strong intention o
~ making up for lost time.
makigft w}:ithout ‘yesource, Adrian returned to his own room,
and though he lay awake for nearly an hour, suffered no
farther disturbance that night.
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CHAPTER XIII,

Nam genus ¢t proavos, et quae non fecimus ipsi
Vix ea nostra voco.

Ovip, -

Btemmata quid faciunt ? quid prodest, Ponﬁce, longo
Sanguine censeri,

JUVENAL,

TaE principal medium of terrestrial locomotion in the days
of Adrian Brewerton, was the stage-coach—called by popu-

lar abbreviation “the stage” The American stage was—
for it is a thmg almost of the past—as unlike its English
prototype as it is possible to conceive. In form it somewhat
resembled those hereditary cradles which have been handed
down from .generation to generation in the families of some

of the founders of the Republic: but with this difference,

that the aforesaid stage-cradles were covered with a protect-
ing roof, The springs were large, and limber, and the car-
riage was perched upon them at aformidable distance from
the wheels—so that whenever any unusual obstacle {and in
spite of the bull, such unusual obstacles were common) had
to be passed, the passengers within experienced a sensation
such as must be felt by a bird, when he perches on a slen-
der bough, on a tree-top in a heavy gale. The only out-
side seat was the especial property of the driver—and as
rich a specimen of originality was the Yankee stage-driver,

Y

THE CLOUDS OF THE MIND, 137

as any of his most famous British brethren could possibly
be. This seat he occasionally allowed to be shared by some
seductive traveller who had won upen his good graces by
the well-timed offer of a cigar, or of another sort of refresh-
ment, which (eonsidering the existing legislation in some of
the States) it were perhaps disercet not to partieularize.
There - was no stage that passed nearer than two
miles from Adrian Brewerton’s’ new residence ; but upon ‘
such as there was, Charles Selden obtained a seat on the
box one afternoon, and went down to visit his friend, whom
he had not forewarned of his intention. He was compelled
therefore to walk the two miles, with his luggage under his
arm ; which iuggage consisted of one of those barrel-shaped
black valises, which the country physician commeonly car-
ried strapped behind his saddle. It was night before
his journey was accomplished; and on his arrival at the

_house, he found Adrian, whom he came upon by surprise,

seated in the frescoed chamber, reading by the dim light of

“two dipped tallow candles, with a large black-letter volume

open before him, which Charles did not remember to have
seen in his friend’s Library before.

“ Well, Adrian,” was his first exclamation, at the same
time tossing his valise upon the floor at the other end of
the room with the freedom of a privileged guest, “ what in
the name of the definite, and the exact, ave you poring
over now ¥’ o "

Adrian colored slightly, but closed the book before him,
and tose to welcome his friend, with a cordiality of manner
which he showed to few. There was something, however,
in the meaning smile which still remained upon Selden’s
face—one of those smiles, in the light of which the sensitive
are more uneasy than in the shadow of a frown—that in-
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duced Adrian, after the first words of weleome had passed,
to answer the question which his first purpose had been to
evade.

“It is only,” he said abruptly, “an old book of marvels,
descriptive of certain supernatural apparitions, more or less
apocryphal, which are said to have kept the Court of Den-
mark in commotion for a long time, some two op three hun-
dred years ago. It was evidently written with a full con-
viction of the truth of its contents, monstrous as they are.

But it is none of my property, I ean assure you, Charles. I

found it the other day, in an odd corner of a closet attached
to my bedroom. It is evidently an heirloom from some
former proprietor of this enchanted castle.”

- “Why enchanted ¥ asked the young physician, quickly,

fixing his eyes upon Adrian, as if he detected some peculiar
significance in the tone, rather than in the words. “ Are
you the enchanter, or the captive damse] 2’

“ Neither, or both, as you please,” was the answer of his
'ﬁlend “But,” he added after a moment, in a somewhat
graver manner, “T do not understand you, Charles, You
have such a magazine of profundity, both of look and speech,
that I must confess you oceasionally puzzle me.”

His friend made no reply, but taking up the book from
the table, hastily turned over the leaves, apparently for the
purpose of averting his gaze from his friend’s face, until he
could control the curious, meaning expression which his
own features, in spite of his efforts, continued for some time
to wear. At length he said, addressing himself rather to the
volume in his hands than to Adrian, “ There are mysterious
legends current nearer at home than Denmark, if my friend
the stage-driver is to be believed.”

Adrian looked enquiringly in his face; but Selden did
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not seem disposed to pursue the conversation in that direc-
tion any farther; and some supper was called for by the
mwazter of the house,-and discussed by himself and his guest,
the latter showing that neither walk nor ‘drive had. dimin-

‘ished his appetite.

During the meal, however, both were evidently thinking
of subjects of much interest; and after the supper-table had

" been cleared, and they were again left alone, a pause fol-

lowed—one of those dull breaks, awkward enough to write
about, but still more awkward to experience—a pause ocea-
sioned, not so much by want of matter for talk, as by a cer-
tain antipathy to encounter some impending topic. We all
have secrets of opinion, as well as secrets of fact; some of
them too subtle to be communicated through mere general
sympathies, requiring in those to whom they are divulged,
at least a harmony of sentiment in one.particular dir ection.,
The mind has its instincts of self-defence and protection, as’
well as the body ; as also, we are quite sure, it has its in-
stinets of attack. Wary fencers, whether they be so through
long practice, or from ‘the necessity of the moment, will
eross swords, and wateh their adv ersaries, Jong before any
thrustmg or parrying commences.

There was little occasion for such a pause; but while it
lasted, so far as the countenances of the two friends gave
mdlcamon of their thoughts, their minds seemed- to be some-
what d]ﬂ'elentlv oceupied.. Adrian appeared lost in inward
reflection, while Charles Seclden Jooked as if he were amusing
himself with some problem beginning and ending with his
hO.::t ’

There as something in thelr mutual aqpect of the de-
fence and the attack. ‘

The silence was broken bv the rushmg into the room of
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4 huge, black Newfoundland dog, who, almost upsetting the
small table in the eagerness of his approach, threw himself
crouching, at Adrian’s feet.

“ What a magnificent beast " Charles exclaimed.

“Yes, indeed,” replied Adrian, “he is as fine and as’

pure a specimen of the race as I ever met with. Old Keel-

son, the fisherman, who has been to see me here, gave him -

to me as a companion for my solitude. He had him direct

from the Banks: look at his feet ; look at the jetty black- .

ness of his hair; look at his eye. There is no mongrel blood
in him, Charles ; no crussing with the'bull—d_og, or the mas-
tiff—decent fellows enough in their way, by the by. He
shows race as much in his character, as he does in his
appearance. How strange it is, Charles, that we all admit
the importance of good blood in brutes, while many deny
that it is of consequence in man.”

“Is man then the king of brutes #” veplied Charles, with
something approaching a sneer in his tone, “Is he a crea-
ture that arrives at perfection by mere physical cultivation,
aud the improvement in instinct that accompanies it? Is
he altogether the slave of his organization, and of certain
outward circumstances; or has he, as his birthright,—be he
rich or poor, high or low, Anglo-Saxon or Turk,—a soul
which his own will, under the grace of God, may develop to
equal perfection with any of his fellows? Has not man
something so entirely distinetive from the rest of creation, as

to stand at his birth, upon an elevation so lofty that the

little accidents of extraneousness—the what has gone before,
or the what mnay come after—whether, through inheritance,
his nose be long or short, or his hair black, or auburn-—
whether his father was a mechanic, and- his ancestor, in the
fiftieth generation back, a prince; or that ancestor a me-
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chanic, and his father a prince—whether all the honors of
his race are numbered in the past, or are to be hoped for in
the future: is not man, I say, raised upon such an elevation,
as man, that all these petty accidents can only raige, or lower
him, if at all, to an infinitessimal degree above or below his’
fellows 77 : _ ‘
“T cannot altogether agree with you,” Adrian replied, '
with more eagerness than the occasion seemed to require.

 «Man is such a compound creature; the combination of

spirit and of matter is so infinite; the reflex action of each
upon the other is so complex; the animal (and I use the
word in its better semse) in so many ways, which we can
neither follow nor disentangle, controls and dominates the
spititual ; and that animal not only in its physical esseiice,
but also in the feclings, sentiments, and -affections which
either belong to it, as of itself, or as dependencies of its
organization, is so varied, influenced, and formid by circum-
stances, that the mind—the soul, I may even say—will uncon-
sciously follow, and that to an infinite degree, impulzes
in which the animal has a vast share. Besides, we certainly
inherit physical peculiarities from our parents, families, races;
and why not the nobler faculties too ?” &
“You are mistaken, Adrian,” replied Charles. “You
are greatly mistaken. There is nothing moral which we
inherit—not even those lower propensities which you would
make part of our animal nature—that the soul of man cannot,
should not, and the presumption is, will not control. Even
our physical‘pecuﬁarities are more of race than of family.
The soul of man is an unity. God has so declared it, and
g0 treats i’ in his providence. It can, and should, govern the
whole mortal nature. Of education 1 admit the necessity ;

i
f
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but the little prejudices of birth I can neither appreciate
‘yself, nor jystify in others.” |

Adrian mused & moment, not seeming altogether satisfied

with the reasoning of his friend. “ At least, Charles, you
will admit,” he said,  that those born to an honorable name
are influenced by an inducement not to sully it, which others
do not feel.”

“Influenced by pride,” Charles answered. “But the
pride of mean extraction, the pride of poverty, the pride of
creating as well as of inheriting, the pride of a thousand
things, may do as much. Stick to your presumptions as
much as you please, Adrian; but do not let them influence
your conduct. When you meet with an honest and eulti-
vated man, or a virtuous and noble woman, never stop ‘to
ask whether the father was a tinker or a courtier.”

Adrian was not yet convinced. He could not help
thinking—w—axgl the reader must not accuse him of want of

charity for so doing—that some people take a theory adapted
to their own circumstances, and then reason up to it just
as some writers select a title for a book

y and then write up
to it. -

Perhaps, had his friend, Charles Selden, been born a
nobleman, instead of being a humble physician, and still rea-
soned pi'ecisely in the same way (and, good reader, we have
heard precisely similar reasoning from men of the highest
worldly rank), he might have been equally suspicious of his
sincerity. He might have said to himself, “ Here is a man
who talks, by mere complaisance, in a way that he can
afford to talk, Perhaps he fancies that he believes what he
says; or perhaps he thinks that by the expression of such sen-
timents, he is acquiring a double title to our respect.”
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Poor, weak human vature! How often we are misl.e‘d
by our noblest impulses! How often does the very de&‘:11e
of truth lead us into error! As the too near COllSldE]:&thll
of an object blurs the sight, so dtoes too earnest a delsu:f 1:(;
‘jnvestigate a truth confusé our Judg1:f1ent. P-al‘t‘lcu arly i
this the case, when we have some motive for wishing to be

. 1 _— .
convinced in opposition to our prejudices. The very desire

to believe makes us suspect our own impm:tiali.ty. Thfare
was, perhaps, at the present moment,.somethmg in tl.le mind
of Adrian Brewerton, unknown to. himself, whl.ch disturbed
his views.” e was too conscious of an anxiety to have
prejudices overturned, which he was not yet thoroughly con-
vinced were prejudices. He asked to have thelm over‘tthn
by such reasoning as only the exact seience? will admft. He
felt too deep an interest in the result .of his conclus,l.ons to
weigh arguments. It was mathematical demonstration h.e
desired ; and he would have given the world to have had his
preconceived impressions dispelled by a theorem.
" '«T have seen something of the world,” Charles Selden
went 611 to say, after a short pause; “mnay, for one of my
age, & good deal. As a stranger,. and, I h.ope, a v.vell-
educated one, I have had opportunities, fr.om time to time,
of mingling in social circles abroad, to which one of wy sta-
tion, if a native, would not be admitted.l 1 have trl:ed not
to be prejudiced ;.and I have seen 80 much to admire, re-
spect, and venerate m the most privileged cl:fssgs of ?ther
lands, that 1 very early learned to scorn the Tmserable ca.mt,
very common in this cogntry, which would f.)amt: men of hl-gh |
station as wanting in eulture and qualities, just in proportion
as-their opportunities and privileges are greftt. But I must
say-—and fact is stronger than all argu.mentgtmna—-that I'have
found as great merit, as great intelligence, as great refine-
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ment—and you may give the word all the fastidious signi-

fication possible—in those of humble, as in those of higher -

origin. I know that you think, and many think with you,
that acquired géntility is the ,%enti]ity of pretension and
vulgar parade, lacking the quiet, unconscious eas¢, gracious-
ness, and simplicity of gentle birth. So it often is in foreign
countries; and I fear so it must be in our own, to a great
extent, if we ever have an atistocracy of wealth, the most
vulgar of all aristocracies. But yet this is not always so any-
where. Peers are sometimes as essentially vulgar as parve-

nus; and parvenus of all kinds are sometimes as refined as any .

peers. What I demand is, that you test the individual, and let
him pass for what he is, whether he be an exception to his
class, or not. I have seen the truth of my impressions more
decidedly exemplified in woman than in man—" and here
again Chatles Selden looked Adrian in the face, with one of
his enquiring, half malicious glances; but the only effect he
noticed was, that his friend slightly, and as it were mechan-
ically, moved his chair, -
“I have seen a girl at Madrid,\” continued Charles, “ wh
sold gloves behind the counter all day; and in the evening
I have seen the same girl walking in the Paseo, side by side
with the bluest blood of Castile; and in no respeét—1I speak
© in strong terms, but speak confidently—conld the most
supereilious accord the preference to the latter.”
“Pooh, pooh!” answered Adrian. “You had not suffi-
“gient opportunity of judging either the duchess or the glove-
woman—at least, I hope not. A woman may walk well,
ard dress well, and look well, and ye?ﬁot be a lady after all”
“ Well, then, for an instance where 1 had better oppor-
tunities, and where my judgment was confirmed by people
very difficult to please,” Charles Selden continued. “T have
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seen the daughter of an English serving-woman become the
wife of a DBritish peer, and equal, in all respects—in grace,
and in refinement—the proudest descendant of the How-
ards or the Talbots; and to the credit of the great be it
spoken, I have seen her cherished by them as one of ther-

selves. 1 har'dlyf need tell you, Adrian, that our own coun-

try is full of instances of the kind. A lady is created by
God’s will and her own noble purposes—more than a lady,
a queen cannot be.”

The last words—from what cause the reader must judge
—seemed to produce a stronger impression on Adrian
Brewerton than all that had gone before; but just as he
was about to reply, a heavy, grating noise overhead inter--
rupted him. It seemed as if something of unusual weight

. were dragged across the floor above. A metallic, ringing

sound succeeded ; and then all was quiet again.

Adrian sprang to his feet, and snatched up from the
table one of the candles, which were already burning low,
for the hour was somewhat late. Charles Selden did not
move from his seat; but calmly asked his friend ‘what was
the matter. Adrian listened for a moment, without reply,
and then, hearing nothing more, lit another pair of candles
and reseated himself. ,

41 camnot tell you what it is, Charles,” he said; “I
have several times been disturbed by similar sounds—gen-
era‘lly- after T had retired to rest; but I never could get any
clue to their cause. Sailor, the dog, seemed to be annoyed
by them, at first, but now he has appar_ently lost all sensitive-
ness upon the subject, and I suppose the same will be the
case with myself in time.” )

The dog indeed, who for a long time had be'e'zn quietly
asleep in the corner, merely raised his head a little from

T
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his crossed paws, and lifted his ear in a listening attitude,

without any appearance of irritation,
“People say,” rejoined Charles Selden, with a shrewd.
smile, “that your house is haunted.” v

“Do they ¥ rejoined Advian, drily, but with some
appearance of annoyahce, ) _

“They do, indeed,” answered his friend, with a laugh,
% Now tell me, Adrian, have you any notion that such is
the case yourself ¥ ‘

“ None at all,” said Adrian;  pray why do you ask "

“Only because I am ignorant of your opinions upon
supernatural appearances,” replied Charles Selden, “ and
from what I know of the constitution of your mind, I may
have thought, that, although you have, perhaps, no very
fixed belief in a great many things that other people be-
Keve, still your imagination—or your intellect, if you will-—
is not likely to be checked by the limits of what we matter-
of-fact men eall possibility.”

“My intellect and my imagination,” replied Adrian,
“are very different things, and acted upon in very different
ways. Through the one, I receive things as certainties;
through the other, only as possibilities. Through the imagi-
nation, we apprehend things, of which the natural world
furnishes no types—things of which we can only reason by
that vast chain of analogies which binds all existence, spirit-
ual and material. You possibility people—you believers in
the infallibility of human judgment—you short-sighted
observers of the phenomena of life—you scorners of the

imagination—confine humanity to a very narrow sphere.

Did not Newton discover the great principle of gravitation,
by a just use of his imagination as a co-laborer of -intellect,
reasoning upon known -analogies? And although I have
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"no idea that this house is haunted, as you express it, I will

say, since you “have forced me upon the subject, that all
analogy, and all reasoning from analogy, are in {avor of the
possibiily—mind: the word, I say possibility—of spiritual
communication.  Every step in the material creation, that
we know, from the lowest organization up to man, has its link
of connection with that above, There is no soul below man :
we believe that there is soul in him, and above him § for we
have God’s word for it, against which you will not dispute :
and why%¥hay not the spiritual relationship, between God, at
the summit of all things, and man, in whom occurs fhe junc-
tion between spirit and matter, have as many connecting
links as present the mselves from man downwards? Or rather
does not analogy show that it must be so? And if so, may
we not infer, that the order in the spiritual world, next
above man-~probably that of disembodied spirits—has a
means of communicating with man himself #”

Charles Selden was amused with his friend’s eagerness ;
but he only shook his head, as if he detected some weak-
ness in Advian’s logie, which, at the moment, he did not
think it worth while to point out.

Adrian, however, went on warmly, “The world is full,”
he said, “of stories of supernatural events. The truth of
but a few can be investigated by any one individual; but
many of them are authenticated by evidence as strong and
as copious as would suffice to convince us of any other fact.
There is nothing, on the other hand, within our own actual
knowledge to render such occutrences incredible by imply-
ing -an_ impossibility or an inconsistenéy with recognizéd
truths.  You, on your part, rest alone upon what you con-
sider probabilities, in opposition to direct evidence and
analogy., One or two, or even many tales of supernatural
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agency may be overthrown, or rendered doubtful; but a
single -instance substantiated to our full conviction, proves
mote than a book full of suspicious marvels can make one
doubt, My father—I don’t think you knew him, Charles,
but he was any thing but a credulous man—frequently re-
lated to me a curious little incident. When quite young,
he was travelling in the East, with a number of gentlemen,
amongst whom was a young man from the Hague. The
Dutchman was as cool and practical as his countrymen
usually are. One night, at Constantinople, he dreffned that
a friend,»who had been recently married, was driving with
his wife in the neighborbood of the Hague, that the horses
took fright with them, that both of them were thrown from
the camriage into a canal, and drowned. This dream he
happened to relate accidentally. Nothing more was said

about it, until the party reached Cairo, some months later, .

when a letter awaited the young Hollander, which con-
firmed his dream in all particulars, even to the day, with
one exception. Neither of his friends was drowned. The
coincidence became a matter of jest, and was soon for-
gotten. The party separated; but my father and the
Dutch gentleman proceeded together to make a tour of
Spain. After staying a week at Seville, they took mules for
Madrid. The third or fourth day of their journey, my
father noticed that his companion was unusually grave, and
silent, and asked the reason. His friend answered, that

while at Seville, he had dreamed, an aunt, whom he very

much loved, a younger sister of his mother, was dead,
though he had every reason to believe her in perfect health.
This little incident, he said, he should never have thought

of again, had it not been for the singular confirmation

which his Turkish dream had received. My -father

-
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loughed ; and they proceeded on their way. At Madrid,
there were no letters for the Hollander; and nearly three
months later, the two companions arrived at Paris, late in
the evening. Their visits to their several bankers, they of
course postponed until the next morning., My father re-
turned with his letters, before his friend came back. When
the latter entered the room, the expression of his face, my
father assured me, he should never forget. There was an
open letter, edged with black, in his hand. His aunt was
dead. Sbe had died dwing the week which the two friends
passed at Seville—whether on the day of the dream or not,
it was of course impossible to say. Now, Charles, tell me,
Was there nothing supernatural in this?

“There might be, or there might not,” answered Charles

- Selden. “TIt might be merely a case of coincidence; and

to my mind, it is perhaps more extraordinary—considering
the inmumerable trains of cause and effect, which are con-
tinually crossing, and recrossing each other in every direc-
tion——that there are not more of such startling coincidences,
than that some do oceur, and are recorded. A man may
eat under-done pork, have the nightmare, and dream that
his aunt is dead, and his aunt may actually die on the same -
night, without there being any very logical connection be-
tween the pork, and the nightmare, and the old lady. If
the young man who had the nightmare, had dreamed that
he had died, and did actually die, I could see some sort of
connection,”

“You material philosophers,” replied Adrian, “are always
inclined to slip out through the loop-hole of a joke; but
with the this is one of the serious questions of life, Charles,
I would fain kuow, asfar as possible, all the realities that
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surround me, and, hearing every argument upon the subject,
that is really an argument, bring my mind to some definite
conclusion.”

4 Well, well, T will be deﬁmte ? replied Chaﬂes Selden

with a laugh. “Now let us to it, Adrian, like two bull-dogs, -

Let us lay down our propositions : you on the one é.ide, Ton
the other: and defend them stoutly, merely as a matter of
argument. Perhaps between our two hard heads, we may
knock out some spark of truth, at length.”

The conversation contmued in the same strain, for more
than an hour longer, till Charles Selden began to yawn, and

- ab length exclaimed, “Really, Adrian, you are getting be-

yond my depth, Recollect, I have been just rattled in a stage,
and have walked over a hill with that ponderous valise in
my hand. It is past midnight, and methinks the most con-
clusive argument would be bed—natural or supel'na,tural
ghost or no ghost, I will—"

Even as he spoke, the same strange noises which had
interrupted them earlier in the evening, were suddenly re-
peated ; but this time, they were much louder, and more
distinet. To Adrian they seemed to come from a spot

- precisely over where they sat, but Charles Selden exelaim-

ed, “That’s right before the door;” and darting to one of
the windows, he drew back the thick moreen curtains which
now shaded them. The moment he did so, both Adrian
and he beheld, upon the trees opposite, not only the gleam
of light which proceeded from the lower window, but a
strange sort of reddish glare higher up, which seemed to
come from a room in the upper story of the building.
Snatching up a lantern which was standing in & corner
of the room, Adrian lighted it, and ran towards the door,
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while Charles Selden, seizing a stout cudgel which lay upon
the table, followed his friend; and in another moment they

" were standing on the’ grass, under the trees.

Each at onee raised his eyes towards the upper win-
dows; and each beheld distinctly a bright light streaming
forth, and several dark figures passing across from one side

to the other.
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CHAPTER XIV.

And whaisoever else shall hap to-night,
Give it an understanding, but no tongne,
SHAKSTEARE, * Homiet”

Tere was a dead silence. The eyes of both wers fixed
upon that window, till the light -began to fade away; and
then Charles Selden laid his hand upon Adrian’s arm, grasp-
ing it firmly, and whispering in his ear, “ Have you arms in
the house, Adrian "

“None but my gun,” replied his ﬁ'ielﬁ. “Why "

“ Because these are very substantial spirits indeed,” an-
swered Charles Selden ; % and we must find out what all this
means—Quick, get the gun, if you will go with me. 1
have got a stick and a knife, which will do well enough; and
I will hunt them down, if I die for it—Make haste, make
haste; they are evidently going.” ,

. Adrian sprang to the door, and ran up to his bed-cham-
" ber, where the gun stood charged.

Charles Selden was after him in a moment, s
quictly, “Which is the way up#” and raising the lantern
which his friend had set down on the floor.

“On my life, T don’t know,” replied Adrian. ¢ Stay,

here is a staircase at the end of this passage. It must lead

somewhgre.”

aying |

|
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“ Assuredly,” replied Charles Selden, dryly ; and hur-
rying on together, they came to the foot of one of those

rickety staircases, mentioned in the first chapter of this true

history. Adrian sprang up first, cocking the gun as .he
went, and expecting undoubtedly to find a bright, light, and
a large party, either spiritual or temporal, assembled above.

No light was there, and nothing of any kind to be seen,
th(;ugh they were now close to the very window where 1';he
figures had been apparent a moment hefore. But, as Adrian
was in the act of saying, “This is very strange,” the sound
of steps, seemingly running down a distant staircase, eaught
the ear of both.

“ Hark I" cried Charles Seldien, “after them, after them !”
and on they ran together, guided by the noise. .

At the end of the long, wide corridor, they came sud-
denly to the head of a small staircase, turning off to the
left; and Selden instantly pushed past his companion, hur-
rying down, and carrying ‘the lantern. A small landing-

‘place was found at the bottom of the first twelve steps ; and

there, the voice. of worthy Master Palham, the gardener,
was heard exclaiming, in a dolorous and sleepy tone,  What's
the matter ¢ What's the matter ?—1It's only the rats,
sir.” : |
Charles Selden, who never swore when he was cool, gave
the speaker a profane benediction, without turning: t.o loo.k
where he was, but recognizing the voice gnd not hkm'g it,
and still hearing steps running on before. Down the continna-

“tion of the stairs he went, with Adrian close at his heels;

and in a moment or two after, they were in the great, tall,
well-smoked kitchen, with the wide-open jaws of the enor-
mous fire-place gaping at them just opposite. A door, opening

" into the little court-yard behind, moved slowly to, as they en-

(i
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tered, leading them to believe that somebody who had just
passed, had only paused to give it one pull after issuing
forth. The two young men rushed at it together, and threw
it wide open; but the court-yard was in deep shadow ; the
risen moon, somewhat cloudy and obscure, was casting all

the light she gave on the other side of the house, and 4 low

wall, on the top of a slight rise, ran along at the distance of

some forty or fifty yards. Adrian and Charles Selden both

paused, and looked hurriedly around; but nothing was to
be seen, :

“Put out the lantern, Charles! Put out the lantern!”
said Adrian. “It only confuses us.” ' |

Selden, however, instead of putting it out, placed it be-

hind the kitchen door, in doing which he was raised a cou-
Ple of steps above his companion, and the moment he turned

round again, he exclaimed, “There’s a head. There’s a_
head, beyond the wall—two men running down the slope, ’

on my life1”. .
Away went Adrian again. Away went Charles Selden—

up to the wall, and over it in a moment.
. “ Hang it, take care of the gun,” said Charles, “it was

right at my head—There they go—there they go. We are

well matched, two to two. Now for a race. They have got
a good start; but we know something of foot-work.”

“And thanks to my rambles, I know every step of the -

wood,” answered Adrian, still running on.

The two persons whom they were pursuing were now
clearly enough to be seen by the halfshaded moonlight,
directing their steps straight forward, and as fast as they
could go, towards that spot in the bottom of the valley,
where the little cart-road, by the side of the stream, entered
the dark pine-wood of which mention has been made.
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“We shall lose them amongst the trees,” said Selden,
with a sigh, keeping up close to. Adrian,

“No, no,” replied his friend, “The rocks are straight
up, upon their left, and the river thirty foot down, on their

~ right. If they jump, they will bréak their necks. If they

climb, we shall catch them.”

 The words were hardly spoken, ere the men had
reached the road, and plunged into the wood. Adrian and
Chatles followed like lightning; but in the wood all was
darkness around. . A momentary pause brought the sounds
of rapid feet, beating the road, to their ears, and on they
rushed, giving the same indications of pursuit to those they
followed. For about three quarters of a mile, the chase -
continued in solemn darkness, and with no slight risky for
the road was not the best in the world, and there were
occasional gaps and fissures extending from gulleys amongst
the pines, across the path, near which, one false step might
have precipitated either pursuers or pursued into the deep
below. _ ‘

At length the limit of the wood was reached ; the gorge
spread ouf wider ; small serubby trees and seedlings succeeded
the tall gloomy trees ; the stream took a leap over the rock;
and the path was again clearly to be seen, descending the
hill-side more rapidly than ever towards a wide extent of even
ground, which lay between the foot of the acclivity, and the
‘sandy shores of that remarkable bay, by which so. many an
event had occurred affecting the thoughts, and feelings, and .
destiny of Adrian Brewerton. The two figures were still

. before them, with the moon shining clear and bright, de-

nuded of her vapory veil. They seemed no nearer than
before, however, and Adrian and Charles Selden put forth
all their speed. But the parties were very equally matched ;
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and for the next mile very little was gained by the pursuers.
Then, indeed, the two other men seemed somewhst beaten,
The distance diminished slightly; and Adrian said, in a
panting voice, “ We shall catch them, or drive them into the
sea. The stream grows deep and wide near the mouth, [
remember it well.”

“They may take to the left, and along the sand,” said
Charles Selden, “or into the alder bushes amongst the
swamps and ditches.” o

“ We can cut them off;” answered Adrian,

‘While this was spoken, both parties still continued run-
ning on at furious speed ; and the race continued uninter-
rupted for more than half a mile further. At the end of
that distance, however, two other men were seen to start
up, as if from the edge of the sands, where a green, rushy
ground bounded them on the left. Spreading out a little,
they took direct steps towards the road, as if to join the
two fugitives ; and Charles Selden exclaimed, “ Odds against
us! Never mind, I'm good for two.”

n

But to the surprise of both the pursuers, the two men

whom they were chasing, instead of making for the others,

or pausing for reinforcement, suddenly turned from the

road, in a diagonal line to the right, towards some oziers
which fringed the stream.

Without noticing farther the two new comers, who
were now approaching rapidly, Adrian and Charles still
followed their object, keeping an eager eye upon the oziers,

which were somewhat thick, and calculating, without speak-

ing, whether the men they were pursuing would attempt
to swim the stream, or to slip from them under the cover

of the trees, The other party of two, however, cutting

across' at a sharp angle, were now very near, and Adrian,
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not liking: to be taken between two fires, exclaimed, “ Who
are you 2—Keep off;” and at the same time, he Taised his
gun towards his shoulder

«Ts “that you, Mr. Brewerton?’ said a voica which
Adrian thought he had heard before. “ Are you hunting
those two fellows ? James and I were on the look out for them
too. ‘We'll catch them soon, for we've cut them off from
their boat.—This way, this way, sir,~they’ve crossed by
the over-go, up there.”

“They struck the river just here, Herring,” replied

_ Adrian.

“ Ay, but they ran up under the trees,sir—I saw them,”
said the fisherman, . % We'll have them. They can't
escape.”. '

Fow words were enough for Adrian Brewerton, Her-
ring, as he spoke, ran forward. The young man, James,
came a little more slowly. The two fellow Collegians sprang
forward together ; and all four were in a moment by the side
of the river, at a spot where a fallen willow tree formed
across the stream a sort of natural bridge, which Adrian
had never observed, although it had been already trodden by
many feef. -

“Spread out, spread out,” eried Herring, who now took
the lead, “and we shall turn them whichever way they
take. Keep off the swamp, Mr. Brewerton—not so far to
the left, not so far to the left, or you'll be up to the neck.—
Hold fast by the firm ground.—James, don’t. let them get
up the hill.”

“These directions were uttered under the impression that,
the men would naturally attempt to double as they went,
in order to avoid being driven straight up to the fishermen’s
cottages where their capture seemed certain.
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To the surprise of all, however, they pursued their way
straight forward, and after going somewhat more than a
mile, slightly relaxed their speed, as if they felt themselves
approaching a place of safety. It is true, some little dimi-
nution of exertion, as Adrian and Charles Selden felt, was
absolutely necessary after so long a chase; and they, too,

slackened their course for a time, while Adrian called to

Herring, saying, “They are taking straight for the
houses I

“ Strange enough, sir,” replied the good ﬁsherman 3 “ but
we shall net them there Whosoevel they be. Do you know
who they are ¥ o

“ Not at all,” shouted ‘Adrian in reply. “I only know
that they got into my house to-night—thinking I was
asleep, I suppose.”

“ Lucky you wernt, or you’d have had your throat
cut, most like,” answered Herring.  “They’re after no good ;
for they came off, at the darkest of the night, from that
slaverlooking craft that’s beern wpon the coast for the last
fortnight.—'Pon my life they’re making right for the houses,
as if they were going to pay a visit, They are cool hands,
but we'll have them, T calculate.”

While this Ioud conversation was going on, the two fugitives
had actually got upon the narrow, sandy neck of land, on
which the fishermen’s cottages were built, and the other par-
ty, now certain of being able to cut them off, proceeded more
slowly—keeping a sharp eye upon them in the moonlight,
however, lest they should get to the boats which were on

the beach. They made no attempt to do so, but still run-

“ning'on in the clear moonlight, passed by Herring’s own
house, where they were lost for a moment in the shadow,
and then emerging from the obscurity again, ran straight to-
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wards the better dwe]lmg of old Israel Keelson, where they
altogether disappeared.

“ Well, this is strange 1” exclalmed Herring, What the
deuce can they be going into old Keelson’s for? If they
be what he takes them to be, he’ll knock the heads off
them.”

The whole party paused and then walked on slowly ;
for the two they were in pursuit of were evidently now fairly
housed. A moment after, however, there was a sound which
made Adrianstart. Then came a loud, and terrible shriek ;

and all four rushed forward at once towards Keelsons
house
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CHAPTER XV.

The soul’s dark cottage, batter'd and decay’d,
Lets.in new light thro' chinks that time has mado
Stronger by weakness, wiser men becomae,

As they draw near to their eternal home,

Leaving the old, both worlds st onee they view,
That stand upon the thireshold of the new.

WALLER.

Ler us go back for an hour, and enter Keelson’s cot-
tage as it appeared in an earlier period of the might.
All was quiet and still and peaceful. In the Little front
room sat the old man and his danghter : Ella’s hands busily
employed on an embroidery frame, in an occupation then
waning into disuse, and which had generally been confined
to the higher classes, even when in vogue: the old man

reading a large lettered book, but every now and then rais-

ing his head, and looking towards the window, or turning
his ear toward the door, through which, however, no sounds
came, but the quiet, even rush of the sea along the shore
in a calm night. From time to time, Ella would look up
to her father's face, and say some cheerful words, with eyes
full of affection ; and old Keelson would answer gravely, but
tenderly, and resume his reading again,

The door between the front and the back room was
partly open, beyond which a light was secen; and when the

father and daughter were silent, besides the sound of the’

sea, the buzzing whirl of a spinning-wheel made itself heard
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from within, or occasionally, the voice of old Kitty, speaking
a few broken setetences to herself, v\rith a habit of soliloquiz-
ing, not at all infrequent in her race.

After a time, Keelson rose, and began to pace the room
with a slow step, and in an attitude very ustial with him: his

~ hands behind his back, and his eyes cast thoughtfully down-

wards.

“ Have you been reading any thing sad, my father ?”
asked Ella, putting down her work. “The book seems to
have made you grave,” ‘

“Far from it, my dear chlld, said the old man, “Tt
is an old book, full of high hopes—some comments upon
passages of Secripture, which refer to all that God has
thought fit to reveal to us of after life. Comments, per-
haps, I should not have called them : they are but devel-
opments of the heavenly promises to him who faithfully
serves his master,” ' L

“ May I 1ook at. them ?” asked Ella. “I would fain see
what they teach. -

“ Another time, my child,” said Keelson “The book
is called ‘ Consolations for the Old?  Fou have time
enough, my Ella,” he added, with a smile. But I will tell
you what honey it extlacts from the flowers of God’s word.
It tells us that we are the objects of his Jove, and says
that love will be made perfect in heaven. It shows us
that short partings here are followed by joyful re-unions
hereafter. It shows us — Hark!— did you not hear a
sound

“ 1 heard somethmg like a shot,” replied Elld. “ some

" of the lads from the town, shooting wﬂd fowl by the Moo=

light, I dare say.”
“Not that,” answered Keelson, pausing and listening.
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“The moon was clondy some time ago. No one is out
fowling so late.”

“It is very late,” replied Ella. “I did not like to dis
turb you in your reading ; but I think, by the candles, i
must be near midnight.” :

“ Past midnight, my child,” said Keelson, looking at his

watch; “but I am spmewhat uneasy to-night. There are

things going on that I do not understand. Herring and
James have gone over to watch on the other side of the
bay; and if it be as I suspect, information must be sent up
to the town. I do not hear any farther sounds. Do you ¢

“ No, none at all,” answered Ella, quickly. “Had we
not better lock all the doors and go to bed #”

“Go you, my love,” said Keelson. “I will just walk
out to the Point, and see what is gomg on. Ishall be back
before you are asleep.” ;

“Ob, do not meddle with them, my dear father” ex-
claimed Ella, rising and throwing her arms around him.
“Let them alone. If they be bad men, you have no au-
thority to take them.” : . |

“Take whom ? ¥ sald Keelson, with a smile. “Rest

_quiet, my love ; rest quiet. T will not meddle with them

at all; butif, as I suspect, they are running smu, gled goods,
I feel bound to send up information, as they thought fit to
insult me, by giving me some hint of their intention—1I will
take no other part in the matter, however., The officers
must settle all the rest. Go to bed, my child—I will be
back directly.”

I would rather wait till you return” replied Ella, seat-

" ing herself again, and taking up her work., “I could not .

sleep, if T were in bed at this moment.”
“ Well-—well. I will not be long,” answered Keelson ;
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and taking down his hat, he opened the door and went

#*
out.

“ Ella remarked “that he took no arms with him ; and

* she was pleased. 'When he was gone, she plied the busy .

needle for a minute or two,in deep thought ; but the sound
of Kitty moving about in the next room attracted her at-
tention, and she lecked round.

© “What are you doing, Kitty ¥ she asked, seeing the

. negro woman on her knees, bending down over an oaken

coffer which stood in that chamber.

“Taking care of de papers, as de ole man told me,” an-
swered Kitty, stuffing something into her bosom. “All right,
missy.”

“Come hither, I’utty,” sald Ella, in a low and rather
wavering voice. ¢ What males you so particularly carefil
of the papers to-night #” : :

“ Don’t know, my dear,” answered Kltty, “but T often
see tings oder people don’t see, and read signs oder people
don’t read. I don’t hke tings to-night—better de ole man
stay at home.”

“ What have you seen to-night ?” asked Ella, not clearly
comprehending whether the good woman spoke of some
natural sight whiclr she had beheld, and which had alarmed
her, or whether she referred to an impression produced by
supernatural powers of vision, to which Kitty, in common
with many of her race, made some pretensions. “ What
have you seen to-night, Kitty, to alarm you?’ she repeated,
as the woman hesitated to reply to her first question.

“ Missy Ella,” said Kitty, taking her hand, and speaking -
in a sad and solemn tone, “de settin sun hab blood on his
face to-night ; but when he gone to roost, I heard de little
birds chirping love, in de great elm tree ober de hill.”
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Superstition is a strange thing. Ella did not believe;
and yet the evil auguries of the Megress made her feel cold
and fearful.

She plied her needle again in silence, keeping her ear
watchful for every sound. A minute or two after, there was
a step; but Ella knew that it was not her father’s. She could
not identify it with any that she had ever heard. The next
moment, the outer door was opened, and a man, dressed in
the clothing of a sailor of the better sort, looked into the
room, saying, “Is master Keelson at home to-night +—ryou
sit up late, fair ladies;” and he laughed coarse}y, as his eye
fell upon the black woman.

Ella trembled; for her nerves were shaken, and she
recognized the man against whom her father had warned
her. S | :

“He is not at home,” she answered, quietly; “but he
is not far off, and will be back directly”

“Him only gone to neighbor’s cottage” said Kitty,
boldly telling the falsehood which even fear could not
induce Ella to utter; “he be back in a minute wid de
oder man.”

“ Well, then, I will sit down and wait for him,” said
Captain Sparhawk, entering the room, and taking a chair
uninvited. But he was no sooner down than he was up
again, and advancing towards Ella's embroidery frame, he
said, “That's d—d pretty. You seem a smart stitcher, Miss.”

Ella rose instantly and drew back, with a look which
had its effect even upon that coarse man,

“There, you need not be frightened,” he said, “1 am
not going to hurt you, or it either;” and walking back to
his chair, be seated himself again,

Two or three minutes passed in painful silence ; and then
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Captain Sparhawk rose, and began whistling some tune of
the times, turning his steps, as he did so, towards the win-
dow, and making a considerable noise with his feet. Nev-
ertheless, Ella thought she heard a confused sound of other
steps ; she could not distinguish whether they were her
father’s or not; but they seemed to her to be in the little
passage which led from the house-door. She looked enquir-
ingly to Kitty ; but Kitty was seated silent and motionless,
with her eyes bent down; and before Sparhawk bad well
looked out of the window, he exclaimed in an over-loud
tone, “I wonder what sort of a night it is going to be. 'The
moon seems as if she did not know what the devil to be
about.” _ ‘

% Bad night for somebody,” said Kitty, solemnly.

“Ha! what makes you say that?’ cried Sparhawk.
“T think T've seen- you somewhere before, my beauty;
though you.weighed half a ton less, and were somewhat
younget .

“Very like” said Kitty, unconscious of the ovil she-
was bringing on herself. “I see you in Chartleston, long
ago, I know you quite well, and all about you, Massa
Sparhawk.

“The devil' you do,” cried he; well I sha'n’t forget
you either.”

But at that moment a rapid step, which Ella well knew
10 be her father’s, was heard erossing the little piece of ground
‘Defore the house. She did not know whether to be glad or-
sorry ; but while her feelings and her thoughts were all in

* confusion, 0ld Keelson entered the room, with a look which

plainly showed he had heard a strange voice in his house,
and had hurried his pace.
The moment Keelson’s eye fell upon Sparhawk, a
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change came over his face. His forchead gathered into
a heavy frown; his lip quivered evidently with anger; and
the old man seemed to grow two or three inches taller.
‘Without greeting or ceremony of any kind, he strode past
the intruder af once, and placed himself beside his daugh-
ter. Then, wheeling suddenly round, he confronted Spar-
hawk, exclaiming, “Did I not tell you, never to come near
this house again 2’

“ Perhaps you might,” replied Sparhawk, in a cool
tone. ¢ But you kiow I was never famous for obeying any
one’s orders but my own;’ and as he spoke, he advanced
a step towards Keelson, getting between him and the
mantel-ptece, over which hung an old French musket, which
Captain Sparhawk perhaps thought might prove dangerous
in the hands of an angry man. When he had performed
this evolution, he added, in a cajoling sort of tone, % Come,
don’t let us quarrel, my good sir; I only came because
business brought me, and business which you have no right
to find fault with.”

“You have taken a strange hour, sir,” said Keelson,
fixing his eyes steadily upon him.

“I have taken the only hour I could,” replied Spar-
hawk, “and if I had not found you waking, damn
me, I should have knocked you up. However, Master
Keelson, to come to business. A gentleman, whom . you
know, has told me to ask you civilly to come with me at
once to Charleston, and to bring some papers you once
boasted of having, along with you. Things have changed
in that part of the world within the last few mont

%1 know they have,” answered Keelson, O'ra,vely

“ Well, it may be to your advantage to come,” said :,

Sparhawk.

S
jird
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“That I shall certzinly not do,” answered Kealson §

“and now I must request you to go. I wish to close my

house, and go to rest.. You have my answer, I will not go
to Charleston,”

“Well, then, send the papers you talked of, by me,”
answered Sparhawk; “1 tell you it may be for your own
good.”

Keelson laughed aloud, exclaiming, “ Do you think I
am a fool, or that I do not know you and your scoundreﬂy
uncle too well ¥

A dark, red glow came upon Sparhawk’s forehead and
he answered, in a menacing tone, “1I tell you, you had bet-
ter do one or the other quictly ; for the papers I am deter-
mined to have with me”—and he added after a momentary
pause—< for proper examination.”

“That you certainly shall not,” said Keelson, “and if
you do not go, at once, I will call the nelghbors and send
you up to the town for proper examination.”

“ Your neighbors are all asleep,” answered Sparhawk,
with a laugh ; but even as he spoke, his words were proved
to be not literally true ; for the door was pushed farther open,
and a short, thin old man, poorly dressed, and walking with
a sort of paralytic limp, entered the room. |

“ Do you know, Isracl” he exclaimed, with an excited
countenance, and yet with a lack of expression which had
something painful in it, “Do you know there are three -
men up your passage quite in the dark corner at the end ¢

“ Villain ! cried Keelson, gazing at Sparhawk, “what

‘are you going to do ¥’ : *

“ Run, Davie, run,” cried the voice of Kitty, almost at
the same moment. “ Call up all de neighbors. Be quick,
Massa Davie, be quick I” =

fﬂiﬁ

!
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Before the poor old man conld cbey, however, Sparhawk
had caught him by the arm with a powerful grasp of his
left hand, and secing Keelson advancing towards the mus-
ket, he drew a pistol from his breast, levelled it at him, and
exclaimed, “ Back!” The next instant he raised his voice,
shouting aloud, “Come in, lads; come in;” and three
bad-looking fellows, in sailors’ garb, rushed at once into the
room.

“Keep that fool,” cried Sparhawk, rele;asing Davy's

arm, “Hark—who is coming? Oh, Jones and Petersen I

he added, as two other men, dressed much like the former,”

rushed breathless into the place.

Then- advancing towards Keelson, with the pistol still in
his hand, he said, in a bitter tone “The papers, old idiot—
the papers.” .

% Never,” cried Keelson sternly.

" “Then I will take them,” cried Sparhawk in a voice of
thunder, “and you, too, with them ;” and he attempted to
grasp Keelson’s collar with his left hand

Ella, who had remained trembling in silence, shrieked
alotid, and old Keelson, dashing Sparhawk’s hand aside,
grappled him in his still powerful arms. _ :

“ Seize them all” cried Sparhawk.  “ Seize them all;

and aboard with them! Catch the nigger—eatch the nig-

ger, above all [”

While he spoke, he.still struggled in old Keelson’s
grasp; and one of the men who had last come in, called out
something to him which he did not hear. '

The momeént after, however, a change came over affaits.
A confused sound was heard from the passage, fresh faces
appeared in the room. Adrian, Selden, and the two fisher-

men dashed in, and Charles caught one of the men by the

ﬁ
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collal, while Adrian rnshed on to the ald of old Keelson

~ seeing him struggling with Sparhawk.

A scene, of which we can give no descnptmn ensued.
The.face of Sparhawk became distorted with fury. ¢ Take
to your tools, and down with them, lads,” he cried aloud.

Each man grappled with another. One of the candles
was knocked off the table, while the other remained burn-
ing calm and quietly in the midst of all the strife.  Kitty
was séized, and dr agoed towards the door: Ella crouched
trembling in a corner. Distols and cutlasses appeared in
the hands of the sailors, and every thing was trouble, and
confusion, and dtsarlay

Adrian endeavored to make his Way forward towards
Keelson, but the poor foolish man, Davie, had fallen across
the floor, and the young gentleman stumbled over him in
his advance. No time was to be lost, indeed; for Spar-
hawk had got his right band free, and with the rage of a
demon in his face, was pressing the muzzle of h1s pistol to
Keelson’s head.

Recovering himself, Adna.n rapidly aimed the gun he
carried, at his friend’s assailant, and pulled the trigger ; but
it flashed -in the pan, and the young man rushed forward
again, seizing the gun by the barrel, to use the but-end.
The next instant, there was the report of a pistol ; Keelson
relaxed his hold, staggered back, and fell, striking his head
against a chair, Ella sprang forward, and knelt beside her
father ; but as she gazed in his face, with a look of agony
indescribable, Sparhawk seized her by the arm. A blow
upon the head, however, from Adrian’s gun, made him stag-
ger back, glaring round him for an instant, like a wild
beast disappointed of its prey.

8
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“ Damn it, you have done for him, Captain!” cried a
voice. “ We shall soon have more people upon us.”

“ Back—back to the boat,” Sparhawk shouted. “Cut
your way through! One more or less makes no difference.
Down with them I” .

Then came the struggle of Sparhawk and his men to
escape from the dreadful scene in which they had been

acting. Charles Selden and the rest opposed them vigor--

ously ; but Adrian Brewerton was holding Ella’s hand, by
the side of her dead father ; and he saw but little of what
followed.

When, for an instant, he looked round again, the cot-
tage was clear. The sounds of rushing, and struggling, and
curses, and exclamations, and one more pistol-shot, were
heard from the beach; but all the fierce faces had disap-
peared from the room, and Adrian and Ella were left alone

with the dead.

t

THE CLOUDS OF THE MIND,

CHAPTER XVL

There is a kind of mournfal cloquence
In thy dumb griof, which shames all clam’rous sorrow,
Lyr, “ Theodosius,”

‘ErLa wept not—spoke not—sobbed not. Her hand was
clasped by Adrian Brewerton’s, and she let it remain there ;
but she looked not towards him. Her eyes were fixed up-
on her father—upogyhis face. She seemed to see nothing
else, but that cold, pale, unanswering countenance—very likely
she perceived not even the blackened wound on the right
temple, or the slow, scanty, trickling stream of blood, that
welled from it to the floor, She asked no questions: she
tried no means of remedy : she knew well enough that her
father was dead, and that all effort was in vain. The sight
scemed to have turned her into stone; and her hand, as it
rested in Adrian’s, was as cold as marble. Every thought,
every feeling was absorbed by the one object before her,
There seemed nothing in the world for her but that,

It was a solemn time, and long the foew moments that
elapsed while she and Adrian remained there alone toge-
ther. He hardly dared to speak to her; but yet he repeated.
her name twice, saying, “ Ella—Ella.” She took no notice:
her ear was pre-occupied as well as her eyes. The report of
the pistol lingered in them still. -




172 ADRIAN } OR,

At length there was another step in the room—a halt-

ing, unequal step, but quick and eager; and poor Davie, the
silly man, came up and stood beside Adrian, and Ella, and
the dead. He, too, remained for a minute or two, gazing in
silence; but at length, as some others entered, the feelings
of the poor old man’s heart burst forth,

“ Ah, Tsrael Keelson—Israel Keclson !” he said, while the
large tears rolled over his face, “have they taken theo
away from us? Thou wert 2 good man, and art gone to a
good place. God help us who remain! Who shall take
care of the orphan and the widow, now? Who shall be
" kind toall who are in trouble or distress? Who shall have
a comfortable word for sorrow, and an open hand for pov-
erty ¥ Who shall care for the poor old foolish man who
cries beside thee?” ’

The spring of the heart’s door was @uched. The words
of poor silly Davie were as an electric chainof connection for
Ella, between the utter isolation—the, world apart, as it
were, of sudden and intense grief, and all the things, sor-
rowful and dark as they were, of actual earthly life. Till
then her spirit seemed to have left her body to mourn apart;
but now it rushed back again, recalled, to give itself up to
human grief. She started up, gazed wildly round her, as if
fresh awakened from a dream, and bust into a passionate fit
of tears,

She seemed as if she was sinking; and Adrian put his
arm around her to support her. He trembled himself with

manifold mixed emotions. Words were springing-to his

lips which his heart had been long burning to utter; but

it was a terrible hour—an awful moment-—-and he hemta—
ted—he restrained himself. |

The cottage was becoming thronged. Nelghbors and
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friends had poured in. The fishermen and Charles Selden
had returned from vain pursnit, and the young man James
stood in front, with his arms crossed upon his chest, and his
teeth set hard, gazing upon Adrian and Ella,

At length she spoke. *Qh, what shall T do f—what
shall I do ?” she cried. “My father—oh, my poor father!
What shall T do #” ‘

Adrian could refrain nolonger. He drew her closer to

»him. He heeded not who was present, or who heard.

“Ella,? he said, *dear I:Ella Be my wife. God has taken
from you -your father; but if you will, he has left you a
husband who shares your grief, will join you in mourning,

_ will strive to console you. Your father he can never restore;

but as much love as that father felt for you, as much ten-
derness and kindness as he ever showed to you, as strong, as
persevering affection, he can give—nay, he has given it long ago.
Be mine, Ella, be mine, and let me share yoursorrow. Give
me a right to protect and guard you, and save you from all the
agonizing things that have to follow. I have loved you
long—I have loved you well—I will ever love you. Oh,listen
to me, Ella, Be mine; say you will be mine

She turnied her beautiful eyes upon him, still welling forth
bright drops, gazed through the tears into his face for a

_ moment, then threw her arms round his neck, hid her face

upon his shoulder, and wept there. .

“ Where is the poor thing ?—where is my poor Ella #”
cried the voice of a woman 1ushmg in, half dressed, through
the little crowd.

“ There, mother,” said Herring to his wife, who was the
new comer. “There is the poor dear girl; but she has got
help and comfort now. Mr. Brewerton offers to make her
his wife.”
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“ Ah, sir, that is kindly done,” said good Mus. Herrmg,
holding out her hand to him.
Adrian preszed it warmly, whispering, “ Take her away

Mistress Herring—take her away from this terrible scene,

-Leave me to settle all the rest. I will come to her soon.”

“I had better take her to our place,” said the fisher-
man’s wife, “If she goes up stairs to her own room, she
will be always hankering after the poor old man. Come
with me, my dear child-—come with me, and I'll be a mo-
ther to you. Jenny—Jenny;” and as a girl of about
twelve years old, ran forward at her call, she added, putting
her arms round Ella, “Take her other arm, Jenny, and
help her along.”

But Ella raised herself, and looked up. “I will come,”
she said—* wait one moment. I will come. I am calmer
now.” She then looked round to thespot where her father
lay; and a temrible shudder passed over her whole frame,
But with an unfaltering step, she approached the body,
knelt down beside it, and pressed her lips upon the cold
brow. Then raising her hands and eyes toheaven, she said,
“Oh’'God, thy will be done, and thy name be glorified 1"

“ Come, come, my child,” said Mistress Herring, aiding
her to rise from her knees. “Indeed, Ella, you will be bet-
ter away.” ,

“I will go,” said Ella, in a low tone. I will go;” but
ere she did so, she turned to Adrian, and Jaid ber hand
upon his arm, saying, with a look of earnest entreaty on
her face, “Do not leave me long.” "

Oh, those words were very sweet; and throwing his
arms around her, he pressed his lips upon her cheek..” -

The young man, James, turned away with a deep sigh,
and.quitted the cottage.
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Tn a minute after, Elia, and Mrs. Herring and her daughter,
were gone also, and a short silence succeeded~one of those
dead pauses—Tlike a deep pool in a torrent, where the wa-

ters seem to collect themselves in profundity and stillness,

for a fresh leap over the rocks—in which the mind seems

.to collect its strength, and firmness, after a rapid current of
terrible events, to follow them out to their consequences.

1t was Charles Sclden first spoke, and grasping Adrian’s

‘hand, he said, in a low tone, % Nobly done—most nobly

done, my friend I”
“ But Adrian’s thoughts had by this time taken another
direction. “ Have you caught none of the murderous vil-

Tains " he asked, gazing round the room. “They ought to

be instantly pursued.”

“One is safe enough upon the beech,” replied Charles
Selden. “ Herring here, wrenched the plstol from his hand,
and shot him through the heart.”

“Was it their leader?” asked Adrianeagerly. “ Was
it Keelson’s murderer #” ;

“ No, no, sir,” replied Herring. “He got off—evil fol-

low him! and as to further pursuit, just now, that is:all use- ~

less, Their boat was all ready, a sharp-bowed, long-oared
galley, and they're aboard by this time.” :

“But cannot a ship be sent after the schooner, from
which, doubtless, they came #” asked Adrian.

“Oh, ay, sir. They came from her sure enough,” an-
swered Herring ; but the ill-looking black slut wouldn't be
overhauled in a hury, even if there were a vessel of war
here, which there is not. She goes like the wind, too, and '
we have nothing in the bay that could catch her. I've a
great notion she's the Falcon, be]onging fo that captain Spar-

- hawk we've all heard of, smuggler, slaver, pirate—devil,
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b

I believe; for nothing can eatch him. He'’s been twice
tried for his life, and contrived to get off”

Charles Selden was, at this time, kneeling by the body

of old Keelson, examining with professional inquisitiveness,
the wound in his temple; but he looked up sternly, as Her-
ring spoke, and said, with a flashing eye, “ Y1l catch him,
sooner or later;” and laying his hand upon old Keelson's
breast, he said, “ Old man, I promise you I will avenge you.”

There was a good deal of talking now went on, discus-
sion of the past, consultation as to the future, One of the
young men undettook to go up at once to the town, and give
information of all that had oeccurred, to the proper author-
ities. Adrian charged him also, to send him down an un-
dertaker, and gave some other necessary directions, so that
about half an hour was consumed before his thoughts could
well turn to Ella again., The men who had congregated from
the neighboring houses, still remained in the eottage, joining
in all that was said and done; but the women had dropped
off, one by one, some returning straight to their own houses,
some going down to look at the dead man upon the beach,
and some proceeding to Mrs: Herring’s house, to offer assist-
ance and consolation to Ella.

When Adrian looked round the room again; before he
likewise sought her he loved, no woman was to be seen,
and turning to one of the fishermen, he said, “ Where is
Kitty, the black woman? Ilas she gone down to her young
mistress 2" ‘ o

The men looked in each other’s faces in silence for a
moment; and then Herring exclaimed aloud, “ On my life

and soul, that must have been her they threw into the boat,

like a bale of goods. I have not seen her since. Have any
of you?”

" IHE CLOUDS OF THE MIND, 177

Evely one answered, “No;® and Davie, who had been
sitting- ih a chair, near .the middle of the room, rub-

_ bing his right leg for well nigh half at; hour, joined in,

saying, “I heard a seream come out of the boat ; and it was
a black seream, too. I dare say they pitched her into the
water, when they got out far enough, or else have taken her
away to make a nigger slave of her—Poor Kitty—she was

~.a good sort of body—-—hel soul I don't know much about—

I wonder if it was black, too.”

“Good God! can they have carried the poor cleatme
off ¥ cried Adrian, 1n a tone of much anxiety.

¢1 fear so, Mr, Brewerton, indeed,” replied Herring,
“As I was struggling with the fellow whom I shot, and
looking at that gentleman, who had just been knocked down
by the captain, I saw two of the seoundrels tumble something
like a great lump ‘into” the boat. It looked like a human
creature, too; but it was dark-colored, and I thought it must
be some: goods they had stolen, or something of that sort.
I fancy, now, it must have been poor Kitty; for I heard a
séream, too ; and if it was, this will be a new grief to poor Miss
Ella; for she was very fond of the old woman, and the old
woman of her.  You had better come down to her, sir; for
Ive a notion that yow are the only person who can give
her comfort, poor thing. We will set some one to watch
here, with the body of p001 Master Keelson; and it doesn’t
want lono' of daylight now.”

“1 will stay with the body,” said Charles Selden, # only
I should like to- have a pistol, if anybody has got ong' to
spare, I have had one bad knock on the head to-mgbt, and

I should like to stop another before it falls”?

“We have gotno pistols, si” answered Hemng “for
we're all peaceable people here. But here’s an old gun
8-}'-’
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which Keelson used always to keep charged. If he could
have got at it, I fancy there would have been another man
dead, and he perhaps living, poor fellow.—Had we not bet-
ter move him on to the bed #’

“No, no. Let him lie till the coroner comes,” said

Charles Selden; and after a few mora words from various
persons, the whole party except Charles moved towards the
door, and Adrian, putting his arm through that of Herring,
walked down with him to his cottage. He found Ella
seated in the front room, with her head leaning on her
hand; but her eyes now tearless, The moment Adrian
appeared, however, she started up, and held out her arms
towards him, as the only thing left her to cling to on earth,
He pressed her warmly, tenderly, to his heart; and soon
after, the women who were there, dispersed at a hint from
Herring, and Adrian and Ella were left together. She
passed the;whole of that night, till the gray morning dawn,
with his arms around her, and her head leaning on his
shoulder. From time to time, she wept; and from time to
time, they talked ; but no word of love was mentioned be-
tween them. It needed no mention, indéed. All was told
that could be told, if not by words, in other ways; and
Ella rested as confidently there, on her lover’s bosom, as she
could have done wpon her father’s.
" The news of the fate of poor Kitty, which Adrian was
obliged at length to tell her, grieved her sorely; but it was
serviceable, as any event that interested her must have been,
by withdrawing her thoughts for a moment from deeper
grief. Sorrow is like an adverse army, weakened as soon as
divided.

‘We need not pause on all that followed : the coroner’s

inquests, the police investigations, the commotion in the
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town, the visits of the idle and the curious to the scene, the
funeral, or the mourning. Xitty’s place was supplied to
Ella by a good girl, named Ruth, a distant orphan relation
of the Herrings ; and poor Ella, with®a lingering affection for
the place, determined to return to her own cottage, till her
marriage with Adrian Brewerton took place. For his part,

~he pressed eagerly to have that marriage solemnized as soon

as possible. He represented to her, that in the circumstances

. in which they were placed, it was only proper and right,

that they should be united without further delay. «All
ceremonies, dear Ella,” he said, “all ordinary rules, must
give way before more powetful motives, 'We are both or-
phans, Ella, You are here alone, without a relation or a

- friend to protect and guard you; and I know that your

father's spirit would bless a speedy union, which will insure
you a bome, and a protector. I will speak to the minister,
and I am, sure no objection will be made.”

She yielded readily to his arguments; for in all things
she was too true of heart to bind her actions down to forms.

The day was appointed, and the intervening space of
time was occupied by the arrangement of old Keelson’s
affairs, with the aid of a lawyer. It was found that he had
accumulated considerable property, for 2 man in his station,
and it, with all the ready money which he had left, was
placed by Adrian altogether at Ella’s disposal.

In the coffer, in the back room, were found a pumber
of old papers, of which neither Adrian nor Ella could make
any thing. Adrian determined to preserve them, however,

though Ella judged they might be as well destroyed, say-

ing, “The papers that my father most valued were taken
from that very place, Advian, by poor Kitty, on the dreadful
night when she was carried away. She seemed to have a
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sort of pfesentiment of what was coming, and thougbt to save
them—Good God! I can hardly think that it is now & tonth
since then,” she continued, pressing her hands upon her eyes.
« Every thing seems so fearfully present.:——Are you sure, dear
Adrian, that there is nothing wrong In our marrymng so
soon ¥’ .

«Jf T were not sure, I would not ask you, dearest,” ke
answered. “I have spoken to your minister, Ella, and he
judges with me, strict as he is. The joy that is tempered
with sorrow, Eila, is often the most durable.”

THE CLOUDS OF THE MIND,

CHAPTER XViL

Thy father’s poverty has made thee happy:
For though tis trite this solitary life
Buits not with yonth and beauty, O my child!
Yet 'tis the sweetest guardian to protect
* Chaste names from court aspersions,
BeauvmonT AND FLETOUER, * Laws of Candy”

Ir was a Sabbath afternoon. The tolling of a church

bell in the distant town, calling to evening worship, was the - h

only sound that broke the stillness of the fishermen’s bay.
Softened and silvered by distance, the mournful monotony
of the tones, as they poured through the siill air, was in
perfect harmony with the repose of all animate and inani-
mate nature, It seemed like the world’s farewell to-day.
There is something in the music of distant bells, whether
intended to speak the language of joy or sorrow, indescribably
solemn, It is a sound, which, unlike all other sounds, 'except
the continued falling of a great body of water, scems, as it
were, self-caused, and detached from all immediate agencies
of any kind. The swelling, and the dying away to swell
again, and again to die, has something that accords so
strangely with the full heart of man—something so power-
fully yet dinly suggestive of the great vague object of its
decpest yearnings, that when listening to them, we seem to
hear within us a melancholy echo of some great mystery.
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Nor is it at all from association that this pecul‘iar‘ effect

arises, In the valleys of the Pyrenees, from the ruined -

convents of Asia Minor, from the chiming towers of Belgtan
churches, from the venerable abbeys and cathedrals of Eng-
land, we have listened to the solemn tolling of bells, with
the same heart-controlling effect. How much is there in
the feelings of all of us, which language can but faintly
shadow forth to the intelligence, but which the heart appre-
ciates at once by harmonies of its own experience !

No sound was to be heard except that of the distant
~ bell. Even in the country, and its most quiet nooks, there
comes, once in the week, a Sabbath stillness palpably dis-
tinct from the languid repose of an ordinary summer’s day :
and so it was that evening, The fishermen’s boats lay

drawn up upon the sand, careened a little on one side, with

their painted hulls as dry as if they had never known any
other element than that on which they rested. The bay
lay glittering in front. Beyond stretched the broad Atlan-
tie, smooth and motionless. All was still, except when,
through the calm air, swung the evening bell in mighty
waves of sound.

In the parlor of the little cottage, where Adrian and
Ella had first met, and where so many never-to-be-forgotten
scenes in the life of both had been enacted, was assembled
a small party, comprising Charles Selden, Herring the fish-
erman, and an evangelical clersyman from the neighboring
city. Poor Davie, the fool, too, was present. DBut he kept
himself quite qujet; and whether he came as an invited
guest, or not, we cannot tell. For a time there was but

little conversation going on, and that little was spoken in a

low tone, not only because the parties, with the exception of
Herring and Davie, knew little of each other, but because
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all seemed to feel that the occasion, though naturally one of
joy, bad associations in the past too terrible to justify even rea-
‘sonable cheerfulness. Mirth, as an attendant even of festive
ceremonies, was by no means in accordance with the rigid no-
tions of those days. Charles Selden was, perhaps, the gayest
of the party; but even his lively nature wai\ 'very much sub-

" dued. They had not been assembled long, when Adrian

Brewerfon entered the room, his fine |face glowing with a
bright enthusiasm, without a doubt or hesitation shadowing
his brow, and hlS appearance seemed to give some life to
all who were expecting his coming. For the time he and
Charles Selden appeared to have changed characters. Adrian

~was gay, sparkling, full of animation ; and there was some-

thing wonderfully softened and gentle in the tone of voice,
and expression of countenance, with which the young pliysi-'
cian greeted his friend. He held Adrian’s hand for an
instant in both of his, as if to make him feel, by that mute

sign, a depth of regard and esteem, which he did not
choose to express in words.

Adrian had a word of kindness for all—even for poor
Davie, the fool. Not the kindness of condescension, which
is always oppressive to the object, but that hearty fellow-
ship which an expansive nature, in moments of great joy,
holds out to all who seem in any way assocmted with its

happiness.’

The previous dulness of the little party was soon dis-

-pelled; and they were in the midst of a conversation almost

lively, when Ella entered from the room behind. She was
still clad in the deep mourning which she had assumed gfter
her father’s death ; but as if to mingle the hues of joy and
sorrow, her dress displayed a little white about the neck
and wrists, She was a good deal paler than when first we.
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saw her, and her features, always refined and deheate,
seemed even more spiritualized than they had been before
her last great grief. Her eyes, too, seemed to have acquir-
éd a depth—a liquid light, which generally tells of strong
emotions either ol joy or sorrow. Yet there was a ealm-
ness and self-possession about her, that might seem strange
in a young girl so situated. A strong-hearted woman, how-
ever, whose fate circumstances bave thrown into her own hands,

although she may feel deeply, soon acquires that Pd.tlellt‘

self-control, which, under similar circumstances, man in his
fretful nature seldom attains.

With a slight, but kind acknowledgment of the- pres-
ence of the rest, and a warmer greetmg of Charles Selden,
Ella walked straight up to Adrian, giving him her hand, and
thus silently intimating that she was ready for the ceremo-
ny to proceed.

The clergyman commenced with a long rambling pr ay-
er, having no particular application to the occasion, not in the
very best taste, and strangely familiar in tone and language,
considering that it was addressed to the Deity. People were
then accustomed to this peculiar style; and it, probably did
not grate so harshly upon the feelings of any of the persons
present, as it would do upon ours. The hearts of Ella and
Adrian were too full for them to criticise.

After the completion of the prayer, which could not have
lasted much less than half an hour, the cles gyraan made an
extermporaneous adaptation to the occasion, of the Church
of England form for the celebration of matrimony, which he
certainly did not much improve by his attempts to simplity
it. He then pronounced Adrian and Ella man and wife,

and closed with a short benediction, homely enough, but
more in accordance with the occasion than his previous
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efforts had been. To the two lovers the minister had been

but intermediary between themselves and God. They could

not have felt more earnestly, had the fisherman’s cottage
been a vaulted cathedral, the Presbyterian clergyman a

robed bishop, his simple benediction a burst of the highest |

eloquence. When the ceremony was concluded big tears
stood in Ella’s eyes—but none dropped.

Still holding Adrian's hand, she looked- up in his face
with such an expression of love and trust—a look of such
confident appeal for affection and protection, that he: could
not refrain from an answer of some kind, and he bent down
to imprint a Kiss upon her forehead, feeling, for the first time
within' his recollection, that perfect happmess without alloy,
which comes to us in a gush, not iore than once or twice
in a lifetime,

The fow guests soon dlspersed Adrian pressed Charles
Selden to join himself and Ella very soon at the old house
over the hills, and to make them a long visit; but the young
physician excused himself on the plea of pressing engage-
ments in town, and soon after mountedhls horse and took
his departure homeward.

The following morning no sumptuous breakfast awaited
the bridal party,—no chalse and four,—no postillions with
favors in their hats, stood ready to conduct them on a wed-
ding tour; but Palham, the gardener, came over with the
one-horse chause to drive them to the dllap1dated old man-
sion which was to be their home.

Adrian had prepared Ella for her new remdence, by a
dismal picture of its forlorn condition ; and, well understand-
ing hig motives, she smiled at the pains he tock to put her
out of corceit with it before she beheld it, although she felt
almost surpnsed that he should judge such precautions
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necessary with her. It never, for a moment, entered her
mind, that any one could think Adrian, in consequence

of his superior station in life, had conferred any honor

npon her by marrying her. She loved him too much to
have room for such a thought—she judged too highly of
love itself, to imagine such a thing possible. - Loving him
for himself alone, no extraneous circumstanees could raise or
depress him the least in her affection, and she wondered
how he could for a moment think that any place where he
was, could -be aught but bright to her. *

Ella’s first impres;qidns of the old house, with its dilapi-
dated appendages, as far as could be judged from her man-
per and her words, were precisely such as her husband
wished her to feel, though he had hardly dared to hope that
they would be so favorable. From day to day she went on
in her quiet, gentle, affectionate way, with no boisterous ex-
pressions of happiness, but showing Adrian by a thousand
little indications of a loving, cheerful spirit, that her heart
was full of a serene, joyful affection, which left no place for
the wild gusts of passion—When Adrian felt disposed to
read, she would sit by him and watch him with her tender
eyes. When one of his fits of thought came upon him, and
she fancied that he preferred to be alone, she would leave
him—ready to return at the slightest signal of his desire for

" her presence. So gentle was she, and yet so full of feeling,
that had Adrian possessed the disposition of a tyrant, which

was far, very far from being the case, he might easily have '

crushed that fair spirit, even by an unkind word. What, at
first sight, might seem strange, she was fonder of talking to
him of the past than of the future; but the present was her
future: her happiness was a happiness of realization, not of
expectation : she could hope for nothing to be added to the
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cup which was already full. Indeed she had no ambition
except to merit the approbation, and retain the affection 0;'
her husband. She looked upon Adrian, as the happiest
children look upon their parents—as all that was excellent
and pe.rfect. His opinions were her opinions; his will be-
came instinctively her will. She identified herself with all
his tastes ; she interested herself in all his pursuits,

Adrian Brewerton seémed worthy of such good fortune—
80 good, that we fear, in describing it, we may be accused

- by matter of fact readers of writing a romance. He thought
=]

that he had at last found a reality, which was far moré than -
~an equivalent for all the speculations upon reality and the
definite, which at one time had engrossed his mind, His
nature differed much froh Ellas. Man as he was, it was
far.more impuksive. At times, he would look 11[:011 her
until his eyes filled with tears of joy, and then he would
clasp her to his bosom with a wild ecstasy that almost
alarmed her. He had moments, too, when he would pour
forth his love with an incoherent extravagance, more com- -
mon, it is said, in lovers than in husbands anc'; Ella would

. endeavor to soothe him, as an affectionate mother might try

to ealya dn impetuous ¢hild. Adrian loved her but the bet-
ter for her efforts to tranquillize him, knowing as he did
that hers was not the calmness which proceeds from col‘d:
ness, and feeling every moment of his existence, the purity,
and even the fervor of her attachment. At times he wou}dj
throw himself into a chair, and holding his head with his
?:1'ands, would question himself as to whether he was really
lfl a_dlzearrl’, or whether his happiness was indeed a substém—
.tla,l fact, . But this was not often. His predominating feel-
g was that of joy—joy too real to be doubted. Nay more
many things which he had seen through a cloudy medium: ‘
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seemed to be growing clear to him, as if the sunshine of
felicity had dispelled - the mists of fancy. The relations of
man to life, he thought were beginning to present them-
selves to his mind, with a distinctness and precision which
he had often longed for. But still the clouds would come
occasionally, and there were days when he felt that he had
more to learn than experience had yet taught him-—that he
musi patiently wait for the future to open to his eyes more
than one sealed book,

Adrian’s very variations of mood were all dellghtful to
Ella; for, through them all, there van love and tenderness
towards her; and she could not imagine that any thing like
pain, or grief, or even momentary am_xoy'ahce, eould spring
from any trait in the character of her hushand. But yet, she
was unconsciously learning lessons of his disposition—Ilessons
which, as it happened, she might have better been without.
His extreme susceptibility became apparent to her—the
subjection of his mind—nay, of his whole nature, to predom-
inating influences, often hardly traceable to their sources;

- and, without reasoning or argumentation upon the subject,

she felt rather than thought, that Adrian’s happiness or
misery might be affected by causes whlch ‘would be power-
less with many men of inferior minds.

- 8till, this brought no cloud upon their happiness; and
the days passed by in various employments, gliding away
with all the rapidity of joy’s fast-fleeting footsteps. = Occa-
~sionally the two would go over to the little cottage on the
sea-shore, where she had once dwelt, now inhabited by the
widow of ome of the poor men who had been drowned in
the terrible accident described by Ella to Adrian on the day
of their first meeting. Sometimes they would sit with the
poor widow, talking with her over past times; and sometimes,
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going out to the desolate shore, they “!rould stand hand in
hand, while Ella would even dwell, fiom time to time, on
the dreadful scenes there enacted, with that calmness, which
a high, simple faith in the great truths of religion can alone
inspire; and Adrian, on the contrary, would strive tof.draw
her mind away to brighter, happier things, feeling, in the
Joy of his own destiny, that he would fain adopt the beauti-
ful motto on the sun-dial,' Horas non numero, nisi serenas.
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CHAPTER XVIIL

| .
Et minimae vires frangere quassa valent.
Ovip. “De Tristibus

Taey were thus standing on the sea-shore —Ella and
her husband—her lover still—and gazing over those bright
deceitful waters, gently rippling in the evening sunshine of a -
calm, and lovely spring day. If there had been clouds in
the sky, they were all dispersed by this time. The sun
had not so far sunk as to change the complexion of the
heavens by one rosy ray; and his beams spread over the

whole expanse with a bright monotony, peaceful as the

dream of happy love. No partof the sky was actually
blue; for there was the faintest possible haze in the atmos-
phere, which would have given a silvery hue to the concave
overhead, had it not been gilded by the beams of the de-
clining orb—vapor, one could scarcely call it, that perva-

ded the air. It was but the softness, the tenderness of the

year’s youth; and there they stood and gazed, and felt a
~ harmony between the scene, and the season, and their own
early years, and their own bright love; and ' their hearts
were full of happiness. o '
A step behind thera !
The touch of misfortune is never effaced. Talk not to

us of the joy being keener for the evil passed. Dut a rough

finger on a blooming grape, can you ever restore it that

A LA
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soft- down which you take off—that witness of its pure,
untouched freshness? Can you ever give back to the heart
which has been smitten by misfortune the blessed security
of happier days ¢

There was a step upon the sands behind them; and Ella
started and Jooked round.

It was but poor Davie, the fool and she g:eeted theé old .

man with a kindly smile. Adrian welcomed him, too, and
shook hands with him, which pleased him a good deal.
But still the poor man looked very rueful.

“I come down to thank you, my good master, and mis-
tress, —” (let the reader remember we are writing of times
past), “ for what you sent me; but bless you both,
mondy is no good to me. People enough will give me
bread to eat; and every now and then, they put a coat upon
my back. I know not well where it comes from 3 but I do
know, it is different from the one I had before, Money is
10 good to me,” he repeated, with the common iteration of
half-witted people. “It's comfort I want; and where am I

fo look for comfort, since Isracl Keelson is dead and gone }

I often stand and look out to windward, and thiuk of hin,
and how he used to come sailing gallantly in when first I
knew him. I wonder who's to give me comfort now I

“Ella's eyes filled with tears; and she raised them, all
glistening, to Adrian’s face. She spoke not, but he read the
look in a moment, and laying his hand on Davie’s arm, he
said, “ We will try to give you comfort, my poor fellow,
and never forget your love for one we loved. You shall
come up and live with us, Davie, and we will try to-make
the rest of your years pass happily.”

“ Oh, how pleasant!” cried the poor man, “and then I
shall see her beautiful face every day, as T used to do,

A it M
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Since she has gone, the place has looked as if the candles
were put out. When shall Igo? when shall T go

«To-morrow,” answered Adrian. “If you like I will
come or send for you; but we must get you a bed first,
Davie. To-morrow I will send.”

«Then I'll go and pack up my bundle,” said Davie, rub-
bing his hands with delight, “That will be pleasa.nt g
and Timping away, he left them.

Ella gazed tenderly in Adrian’s face; and as soon as
the man was out of earshot, she said, “ You have done this
for my sake, Adrian. Are you sure you will never 1¢-
pent it £ |

“Oh no, love,” he answered. “I am determined to get
over all prejudices; and the sooner they are parted with the
better Poor Davie can have a nook in our home very
we

“«But if any of your fine friends should come to visit’

you, Adrian,” said Ella, “what would they thmk of your
having a fool in the house#”

“They will not come, 1 think,” said Adrian, mth a sort
of half sigh, he knew not why ; but the moment after, he
added, laughing, “But if they do, what mattérs it what
they think of my having a fool in the house ? Princes have
had the same.”

Tt was not exactly the answer which' Ella had ‘expected
from Adrian Brewerton. There was something in the tone,
too,—ay, and in the words themselves, which had a smack
of pride in it; and she mentally repeated, Princes have
had the same ! p

It was the first time she had ever remarked any thing
like pride in Adrian; and she did not wish her mind
to rest upon it; but it gave her a ghmpse of his heart
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—not a perfect view, but a mere partial glimpse—and there
was something that pained her., She would not let her
thoughts dwell upon it. % No, no,” she said to herself; “ that
would be foolish—wrong.” But yet the memory remained.
She caught herself thinking of it. She found it branching
out in imagination, im many directions. She asked herself,
“Why that half sigh, when she spoke of his fine friends ¥’
She remembered, too, that on one night never to be forgot-
ten, he said he had long loved her. If so, why had he not
told her so before? Why had he remained so long away
from her? Why had he, his own master, not sought
her hand during her father’s lifetime ? Had there been any
prejudices to overcome in her case? And “as the question
suggested itself to her mind, Ella almost trembled. Tt was
the first pain she had experienced since her marriage. It
was the cloud, no bigger than a man’s hand, that was
‘soon to fill her sky with darkness, | -

No, no. She would not think of it. She would be
gay—she would be cheerful. Was he not all that was kind,
and good, and noble? Ay, and even if he had subdued
prejudices for her, ought it not to raise him in her esteem?
Ought it not fix him more firmly in her affection ? Ought
it not to show how great, how deep, how sincere was his
love ?  Ought it to kindle the Jeast feeling of regret—to mor-
tity, to pain her in the smallest degree? Was she likewise

‘proud—too proud to have a préjudice sacrificed for her, and

not to thank her husband and his love for makingit? = No,
no. She would think of it no more, She would be gay.’
She would be happy. She would praise God for all the

‘ blessings he had given, and sweep away such shadowy

clouds from her mind for ever.

She was successful to a cortain degree. She returned
B 9 a ‘
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with her husband cheerfully to their home. The light of
her presence spread around, and Adrian, unconscious of the
thoughts which had been busy in her breast, rejoiced in her
presence, we may well say, without "one repining thought.
The world was nothing to him without Ella. 'What wasthe
sacrifice of the whole world for her?

Ob, could we but see the hearts of those we love, plain
and undisguised, trace every emotion, perceive the course of
every thought, instead of beholding them vaguely, lke
figures in a mist, glancing through the dull veil of language,
or expressed in the doubtful hieroglyphic of demeanor —
Could Adrian and Ella have had that plain view, happy
would it have'been for both. But we must pass rapidly
over the month that followed. :

Davie was fairly installed in his new quarters; and he
was happy as the day was long—or if there was any alloy,
any spot upon his bright sunshine, it was a sort of smothered
foud between him and Patham, the gardener. How it ori-
ginated is difficult to say; but the truth is, that Davie him-
self had not only some taste for gardening, but, considering
the condition of his intellect, and the spot on which he had
passed the last twenty years of his life, very marvellous na-
tural skill. Doctors, however, will disagree, and the gardener
was continually grumbling about the silly old fool spoiling
his garden, while Davie was continually insisting upon a
neater and more accurate system of harticulture. Strange
to say, however, Davie, the fool, grew daily in the good
graces of Adrian Brewerton. He was simple, he was hum-

ble, he was affectionate, possessing three qualities, rare any

where, but, perhaps, more rare in that part of the world than
any where else. Adrian, too, took a curious sort of inferest
in conversing with him. His mind offered, in its peculiar
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condition, a new object of study, and he liked to contemplate

it, as we are fond of gazing upon a shallow stream, where we

can see the very pebbles at the bottom. To set Davie upon

giving his opinions, especially upon difficult subjects, was a

great delight to Advian; and he would sometimes walk up

and down before the windows of the house with hin;, for an
hour, discussing knotty points with great gravity.

.They were one day seated on the doorstep, as the
spring was tending towards summer, while Ella, busied with
some household cares, remained in the panelled room, with -
the windows open, listening, well pleased, to the tone of her
beloved hushand’s voice. How._the conversation began mat-
ters not; but it was gradually led by Adrian, or his half
witted companion, to subjects which the former had often
discussed with the more acute Charles Selden. We believe
Adrian began by saying that some one was “a lowborn, low-
bred fellow,” ’

“Low-born!” repeated Davie, with one of those looks so
frequently seen on the face of such as himself, full of medi-
tation, but hardly of thought. “Low-bom! I don’t quite
u.nderstand that, Low-bred is well enough ; but I don't -
rightly understand being low-born” ‘

“Why not, Davie?” asked Adrian, with a smile, “I
mean, born of low parentage, in a Jow condition of life;-”

He knew that he should not wound Davie; and he did not
know that any other ears could overhear him.

“ Poor " asked Davie, -

' “N 0, not poor,” replied Adrian, “for many a gentléman
with very good blood in his veins, may be poor; but I meau’
2 man of no family—no station in life—not of a race of
gentlemen,” : :

“Ha said Davie, thoughifully, as if he were still puz-

1
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zled; and then looking suddenly up into Adrian’s face, he
enquired, “ What difference does that make m

“Oh, a very great difference, in most men’s opinion,”
answered Adrian. ¢ One generally attributes high qualities
to long races of pure blood, in men, as well as in animals—
But who have we coming here #”

“ Oh, that is Bill Herring, Herring’s boy " cried Davies
and their conversation, in regard to the advantages of blood
and family, ceased for a time; but the secret of Adrian’s
prejudices was no longer in his own keepmo' It had reached
the ear which it was most likely to pain.

The boy, Herring’s son, brought up a letter, addressed
in'a very straggling hand, to Miss Ella Keelson, and bearing
the post-mark of Charleston upon it. Adrian look i, and
entered the house, to look for his beautiful wife; but he
found her so deadly pale, that he was quite startled. “ Why,
" what is the matter, my dearest love?” he exclaimed, throw-
ing his arms round her. “You are as white as ashes.”

“ Nothing, dear Adrian, nothing,” she answered, “ only a
little faint. I shall be well dueutly—-—-what is that letter 7

“For you, and not for you,” answered Adrian, langh-
ingly. “But, dearest Ella, you really over-fatigue yourself
with your household duties. Those little feet, and taper
fingers, and this delicate form, were never made for so much
running about, and such laborious offices.”

“ Nonsense, Adrian,” replied Ella, with the blood mount- |

ing into her cheek. “I was born for rustic life.” ,
“You were born, I think, to be preserved as a little
jewel,” replied Adrian, laughingly—*To be laid up in cot-
ton, and only to be looked at, and kissed occasionally, with
very reverent lips—There now, you look well again, my
own love; and so you shall have the letter, if you tell
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me that it is rightly addressed. Look at it, Ella. Is that
your name ¥’ . o

% No, no, no,” she eried, with much vehemence, “ Thank
God, it is not;” and casting her arms about his neck, she
burst into tears,

* We will not pause to scrutlmze the emotions in which
those tears arose; but turning again to the letter, will merely

say, that when Ella at length opened it, she found the fol-
lowing curious epistle.

“ Misrress Eria, Mapam:

“Your old negro woman, Kitty Gifford the nurse, tells
me to write to. you a letter to say that the villains have
earried her away to Charleston. She says, and I think it
very likely, too, that they will make her a slave, or call her

-one, which comes to the same thing here, especially as old

Volney has got hold of her, who is a great rogue, as you
know, and your father knows too She wishes you or your
father would come directly, or send someboﬂy to prove that
she is not a slave; for she was quite free before your grand-
father’s death, and they will make her a slave and keep her
a slave if somebody does not come very soon.- She thinks
your father is dead, she says; for she has a notion of having
seen him fall down when there was a shot fired ; and no
matter for that, you can come if he can’t; so no more at
present from yours respeetfully,

“ 8imoN Hickman?

The name attached to this strange epistle threw no far-
ther light upon the subject.

Adrian and Ella consulted thlough the whole of that
afternoon, as to what steps wero to be taken In consequence
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of the letter just received. ~They knew that the police were
anxious to obtain some information regarding the murderers

of old Mr. Keelson, although, in those days, police matters -

were not particularly well managed, and the communication
between different and distant, States was slow and difficult ;
g0 that a villain of the blackest dye, at one extremity of the
land, was tolerably sure of finding refuge at the other.end of
the Confederation.

“T will ride over to the town to-morrow,” said Adrian,
in conclusion, “see the authorities, and endeavor to have
immediate steps taken in this business. The murderer is
evidently in Charleston, and should be apprehended. DBe-
sides, poor.Kitty must not be neglected ; and we must for-
mally demand her liberation. I will go away early, and be
back by dinner-time.” '

Ella’s whole heart had seemed in the conversation; and
she had tried to keep it there; but in the silent hours of
night, other dark and terrible thoughts intruded, and kept
her from repose._

“Were those actually,” she asked herself, “ the feelings
and opinions of Adrian—her Adrian? Did he really feel,
that because there was not noble blood in her veins, that
because her father was a man of humble name, and no an-
cient race, Adrian looked upon her as an inferior, had made
a struggle to overcome his prejudices or his principles, before
he asked her hand, and had wedded her, rather from a sud-
den burst of enthusiastic compassion, than from true and ele-
vated affection ¢”

“ No,” she answered, feelmg she had gone too far.

in that course of thought. “No. He loves me dearly—
devotedly. That I cannot doubt; but will that love be for
his happiness? To a woman, it would be all-sufficient ; but
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can that be the case with a man?: He must—he soon
will be called upon to mingle in more active scenes of life.
He cannot waste such energies, such talents as his, in this
solitude, feeding upon love—nothing but love, No, no. He
has duties to perform, and will soon find it time to perform
them. He must go into the busy world. He must seek

 society. He must mingle with men of his own station ; and

then—(poor Ella!) and then, men will talk of his plebelan
wife—sneer, perhaps, at the fisherman’s daughter—Jaugh at
his having married so lowly for a pretty face—despise my
husband on my account, There are some men—and I
thought he was one—who would ride triumphant over such

. things—trample them. under their feet—Ilaugh them to
‘secorn—be proud of Ella, for her love and for her worth, if I

have any. But I see the vulnerable point—too late—alas,
too late—and I have laid it open to be pierced by all the
arrows of mglevolence, and scorn, and petty spite.”

She wept silently, as she thgught somewhat in this strain,
She struggled against her sobs for fear they should wake
him ; but for five Iong hours -Ella never closed an eye, and
When the hour for 1'1$mg came, she was pale, exhausted, and
careworn.,

Adrian was too kmd and affectionate, too deéply loving,
not to perceive the change in her appearance; though he
feared to ‘alarm her by noticing it. But he decided upon
his course at once, believing that some illness was xmpend~
ing over her,

We may as well here state what that course was, although
other circumstances frustrated the scheme.

There was an old physician in the town, with whom his
anatomical studies had made him well acquainted, 2 man
both of skill and kindness ; and Adrian resolved to call up-

i
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on him, and ask him to drive out and see Ella, as if on a
mere filendly visit. The physician, however, was absent
when he called, and Adrian wrote him a brief note stating
his object. It was three days before that note was delivered ;
for Adrian’s friend had gone to New-York upon business,
though the servant of the house did not think fit to state
~ the fact.

At the Police Office, Adrian obpailled very little satisfaction.
He found that no very active steps had been taken to ensure
the punishment of Mr. Keelson’s murderer. Some of the
inferior persons knew little or nothing of the subject. Oth-
ers answered dryly; and the best assurance that he received
was, that his information should be attended to, and every

thing should be done that was right. At the post-office he "

found a letter for himself, which he put in his pocket without
reading, and rode home, already somewhat late.

The long hours of his absence had passegl very sadly

with Ella. Her only companions had been painful thoughts.
Indeed, she now did more than think. She hesitated—hesi-
tated, as to her own conduct.. Shortly before Adrian’s re-
turn, her bitter reveries were interrupted for'a moment by
the girl Ruth coming in upon some plausible .errand, and

then staying to ask, with a look of affectionate interest, whe-

ther she could not be of any help to her.

Now the truth is, that Ruth had no real busmess in the

room, at all; but Ella’s changed appearance, her deep sad-
ness, and an occasional trace of tears upon her eyelids, had
not failed to attract the attention both of the affectionate girl
and the old cook. Servants are always fond of moral joiner’s
work, and never fail to put fact and fact together, sometimes
very accurately, sometimes bunglingly enough. Ella was
known to have received a letter on the preceding day. She
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" and Adrian, inste%d of Waiking or driving out, as usual, .

had remained at home, shut up together, conversing earnest.
ly. Themurmur of their voices had been heard through the

‘whole afternoon, talking in a less quiet and lover-like tome

than they had ever been heard to speak before. Ella had
risen pale, grave, thoughtful and Adrian had driven off
immediately after breakfast to the distant town, while she
remained in pensive solitude, mingling thought with tears,
The servants coneluded that there had been a quarrel. What,
could be more natural ¢ and certain it is, that both the maids
came to the same conclusion on that point; but there they
parted opimions. Ruth, who had known more or less of
Ella from childhood, felt fully convinced that Advian had
been harsh and unkind. She had seen a few specimens in
her own family of how sour marital tenderness can turn
after but short keeping; and she was quite certain that

"Adrian was very much in the wrong.. The old cook, on the

contrary, thought quite the reverse, believed that nothing
which ber young master did could be wrong; and with a
very scandalous want of the esprit de corps, declared that it

-was_“only someé wotnan’s pet.”

Ella, replied to her maid’s offer of assistance, that she
wanted nothing, adding, however, after a moment’s pause,
“Not just at present, Ruth, Perhaps, hereafter.”

It is wonderful how the germs of resolutions grew, and
sprout out into strong plants. Those words,  perhaps, here-
after,” were the first indications of a half-formed purpose—-
& hesitating resolution, which might have died away and
been, forgotten, had it not speedlly receiv ed fresh mourish-
ment. -

The little interruption was serviceable in enabling her to

calm herself; and very soon after Adrian veturned, His
o%

¥
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account of his proceedings was soon %’iven : dinner was
served, and over; and then, for the first time, as he sat be-
side Ella at the table, he remembered the letter which he
had not yet read. He took it from his pocket, laughing at
his own forgetfulness, and said, “ Luckily, Ella, it cannot be
a billet-doux.”

He then opened it, and spread it out before himself and
her, putting his left hand upon it to keep it open, and throw-
ing his right round her waist, that they might read it toge-
ther. The letter was in a strange hand, and ran as
follows :

“My DEar Sim:

«T am travelling in this country, and promised my
father, Lord Malefort, to inquire after the relations which
we have in the United States. I find, to my sorrow, that
vou are the only one of our family now remaining in this part
of the world—your father, Major Brewerton, whom we
have often heard of, as a gallant officer, being, I am told,
dead within the last year. Your address has been furnish-

ed to me by a college companion of yours; and I write to

say, that it would give me great pleasure to pay you a
visit, and to form a personal acquaintance with you, if it
suits’ your convenience o receive,
“ Yours, faithfully,
“EpwiN BREWERTON.

“P, 8,— You are, of course, well acquainted with all
the links of connection between us. Your answer will findme
more surely if addressed to the Post-Office, New-York, than
to the inn, where I find the people exceedingly careless and to
say the truth, not very civil.”

Ella looked up in Adrian’s face. It was grave, and stern.
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“ What do you intend to answer?” she asked, in a tone of
voice which trembled with much emotion ; for she locked for-
ward to his feceptjon of this young scion of nobility as a
touchstone, on which his real feelings would be tried. But

.the solution of any remaining doubts, was to come sooner
 than she expected. Adrian’s words were few, and though

kind and tender in tone, seemed to her mind to want their
usual frankness, i , .
“I shall decline to-receive him, my love,” he replied,
and a moment aftdr, as if he felt that the sentence ending
there would be abrupt, he continued, saying, “ We are really
inno eondition, Ella, to entertain peers’ sons here.” !
But the sting was in Flla's heart. “His low-born wife
is the obstacle,” she thought. “He may make the sacrifice
willingly—he might—he would, I believe, sacrifice much
more for me; he would ‘live here in loneliness; he would
waste his precious hours; he would debar himself of all

, so'cisgty—but it must not—no, it must not he. I see it all

now. A light has broken in upon me—a iisal light—show-
ing me the destruction of all my hopes, and the thorny path ot
duty. He, too, will be pained—he, too, will mourn. But better
a few short hours of agony, even, than a life-time of regret.”

It was hard for her to restrain the tears that were rushing
to her eyes—hard to keep down the sobs that were struggling
in her breast ; and terrible was the effort to master both. But
she did master them for the time. Every hour after, during
that day and the next, was an hour of anguish. It is strange,
when a mind is precccupied by one strong impression—espe-
cially if that mind be an earnest and a sensitive one—how

- every little incident is unconsciously distorted, to serve the

purposes of the preconceived belief. A thousand such little
incidents happened within the next four-and-twenty houns, -
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which Ella applied to confirm the unhappy view she had

taken, and to strengthen a purpose which, every moment,

assumed a clearer and moré distinct form.

The anguish, the struggle, the terrible battle of ‘the
mind ; the restless night, the thoughtful day, could not be
without their effect upon a frame so delicate as Ella’s, and
Adrian saw with dismay, what he thought, the rapid pro-

gress of increasing disease. As the physician had not come

according to his request, he sent over a note asking for an
immediate visit, without any of the precautions which he
had previously enjoined ; and so alarmed had he now be-
come, that he turned over in his mind the names of .all the
other medical men in the place, with the intention of direct-
ing the gardener to bring some other aid, if be did not find

the gentleman to whom he was first addressed. But there

were objections to all. Charles Selden was too young, and

though an excellent surgeon and anatomist, had little expe-,

xience in the treatment of disease. The same objections
applied to two or three others; another was the slave of
particular theories, to which he made every thing bend;
another had one peculiar mode of treatment for every dis-
case, which treatment, it was reported, was remarkably sue-
cessful in relieving many classes of invalids from all need of
Tarther medical attendanee. He recollected, however, that

in a town on the other side of his dwelling, some eighteen -

miles on the road to Boston, a physician had been practising
for nearly thirty years, whose name had acquired a vast
reputation throughout the whole of that part of the country
and to him he determined to apply, if the gardener did not
find the'person to whom he was first sent.

The man was long absent, and retmrned without the
physician, bringing information that he had gone to New-
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~ York for an unoeltam time. It was now nearly night. }Jlla

scemed somewhat better—calmer. The truth § 18, her mind
was made up—the struggle was over—uncertainty was at
an end—she had nothing but grief to endure.

Nevertheless, Adrlan determined to rise early, and to
ride away at once in search of other aid. He found Ella

.awake when he first opened his own eyes, and there was no
" appearance of her having slept at all,

“ Dearest Ella,” he said, “ you are ill. T see it well, my
love. 1 saw it all yesterday, and the day before. I sent
the gardener yesterday to bring Doctor Woolcot; but he
was absent at New-York, I am now going at once to
to bring another physician to you—a man whom 1 know to
be of the greatest skill. Perhaps you had better not rise,
dearest, till you see him. T may Qe five orsix hours absent;
biit I shall not be more.” , o

“Indeed, Iam not ill,” replied Ella , kissing him tenderly.

It was all she said; and Adrian leaving her, mounted
his horse and rode away. The road was very had, and
hilly. He was longer going than he expected. When he
arrived, the physician was out upon his professional round;
and Adrian waited for him two” howrs before he letulned.
He agreed to go over with the young gentleman, and felt a
real interest in the angious aflection which Adrian displayed. *
But he had several other cases to attend to before he could
set out; and mearly three howrs more elapsed ere they

-were on the way. They rode fast; though not so fast as

Adrian would have wished, and the sur was already setting
when they arrived, »

“This is a strange, desolate sort of place,” said the phy
s:clan as they rode up; but Adrian sprang from the saddle
without answer, and after ca,lhng the gardener to take the
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‘horses, looked into both the sitti'pg-roo'ms for Ella. She was
not there. He then ran up to their bed-room—she was not

there either; and coming down again, he' called loudly for.

Ruth. The old cook appeared, saying in a very peculiar
tone, “ Mistress Brewerton is out, sir.” She has been out a
long while, and Ruth is out too.”

The physician had been standing in the panelled cham-
ber with the door open; and hearing what was passing, he
came out, saying, “ Here is a letter on the table for you, Mr.
Brewerton.”

Adrian darted into the room, with vague feelings of ter-
ror, which made his heart beat 20 violently as to take away
all power of speaking. .

Ella’s handwriting was upon the back of the letter. He
knew it well; though the lines were uneven, as if wiitten
with a shakmg hand. His heart beat more vehemently than
ever; but he tore it open, and read, with his eyes straining
wildly upon the paper. He had hardly got to the bottom
of the page, when his cheek and brow, which had been

flushed with excitement, turned deadly pale, and after a

staggering effort to catch the table, he fell prone upon the
floor; striking his head violently, and cutting his temple.
The physician bent over him for a moment, and then, leaving
him where he lay, took the letter witbﬁut ceremony, and read
the contents. They were as follows. ’
“ My Berovep Hussanp:
“T must give you terrible pain—I know it—I am sure
" of it; but, oh Adrian! you know not*what agony I inflict
upon myself. But I have been taught from childhood that

" no grief—no pain—no sacrifice should be put in competi- |

tion with duty; and I feel that I am doing my duty to you,
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. and to society, in the step I am about to take, whatever be

the agony to both of us,

“ When this reaches you, I shall be fa,r away—long
miles distant from him, in whom all my earthly affections are
bound up; but wherever I go—be it to the remotest part
of the earth—I shall bear with me the same unchanging,
devoted love which actuates me even.in wringing my own
heart, and paining yours.

“ But I mus tell you why I go, though in doing so I may
add to your grief. My tears blot the writing, and my
thoughts whirl, so that I know not if you can understand
me. I have ever loved you dearly—I own, without shame,
I did so before you asked me to be your wife. Tn the very

- joy—and in the sorrow which then—~except for that bright

beam of light—surrounded me on all sides, I forgot every
consideration but that I was to be yours—that theloved one
was to be mine. I forgot difference of station—difference
of rate—of fortune—of every thing. I forgot that I was
but a fisherman’s daughter—you descended from an ancient,
noble race. The difference, the disparity, if you will, my
Adrian, never occurred to my mind. If it had, I assure
you solemnly, that I would not have wedded you, had the
sacrifice broken my heart, v

“ Within the last few weeks, I have not only become

- senstble of that disparity’; but assured that you yourself feel

it, not with any undervaluing of your poor Ella—for I know
that -you value her more than she deserves—but with a

-gensitiveness which would render our union a curse rather

than a blessing, if I did did not remove all cause for sneers
and contumnely on the part of the world, and every sense of
degladatlon on yours, on account of a step which love and
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compassion equally pronipted. Were I to remain with you,
the class of society in which you were born, and have been
brought up, would be closed against you, if not by the pre-

judices of others, by your own delicacy of feeling—you -

would spend your life almost in solitude—you would wither

wasted in a narrow, narrow sphere.
% Can Ella suffer this? Can she remain worthy of your
love—can she be what you thought her, if she allows this

to be, when by one brief, though terrible effort, she can free .

you from the chain she heedlessly, unconsciously fastened
upon you? Oh no, Adrian, no!

“T beseech you, my beloved, cast flom you all feelings
of grief, and all unwillingness- to mingle in the world. Few
know of our marriage—let it rest in silence for all the rest
of mankind—mingle in society—act the noble part assigned
you in the great events of life—receive the high-born rela-
tions and friends whom you now exclude; and if you cannot
forget Ella herself—which I will not believe you can do—
forget that she was beneath yourself in station, and of a ple-
beian race. Or if that be not possible, for one educated as

you have been, think of her as one dead; and- onlv mourn

for her as for a flower we may unconsciously tread upon in
our walks, ‘
% Do not—ado not—I beseech you, Adrian, as a last ve-
quest— seek to discover where I go, or to bring me back.
I feel that it is for your happiness that I should be away.
I feel that it is right that it should be so. The opinions-you
entertain regarding the differences of family and. station,
though love might subdue them for a time, would still recur
with effect, not only painful but detrimental, YetI must hear
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from 3011-—:{ muéT hear that you are well—that active occu- -
pation, and the fulfilment of high duties are eonsoling you
and if you will write to me to the postoffice at Baltimore,
your letter will reach me, though not very scon perbaps.
I, too, will write to you after a time, when I can tell you
that I am more calm, more compoaed though ever, very dear-
est husband,
“Your aﬁ'eétionate——-your devoted
’ “Eiua BrEWERTON.

“P. S—I have means enough with me for all my pres-
ent wants, so Jet not the thought that I am in poverty add
any thing to your grief” .

“Quite sufficient—quite sufficient,” said the physician,
when he had read the letter. “Here i§ the cause of the
wife's illness, and the husband’s fainting. Stupid young
people ! This is the way boys and girls go and make them-
selves miserable, just as if there was not enough wretched-
ness in the world, without the brewing fresh batches for their
own drinking. 8o he’s of noble and ancient race, is he;
and she a fisherman’s dauorhtel ! Waell, she writes a beau-
tiful hand, and a very touchmg letter, and is a great deal
better than he is, I dare say. However, we must do some-
thing for him. Hang it, he is bleeding like a pig " and he
went to the door, calling for some assistance.

“ Ah, Doctor, what are you doing here #” cried a voice
he knew, and Challes Selden walked info the hall with his
valise in his hand.

- “Why, 1 came to see one patient, Doctor Selden, and
have got another instead,” replied the physician, moving
back into the room again, “That young man who lies

¢
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there in syncope, came over to bring me to his wife, who

was very ill, he said ; but when we got here we found the
wife gone, and this letter on the table, which knocked my
young friend down kike a sledge-hammer.”

“ Flla gone |—Ella Brewerton gone!” exclaimed Charles

Selden, with a look of utter amazement; and snatching

up the letter, he ran his eye hastily over it, and then threw
it down again with a very vehement exclamation,

“1 thought so,” he cried, # I thought so! These mad pre-
judices of Adrian’s, rooted in his mind by his foolish old
father, I dare say, have deprived him of the dearest, the
sweetest, the most beautiful wife that man could find upon
the earth, and separated two hearts that loved each other
with a love hardly earthly. Poor, poor Ella! I can feel for
you, sweet girl;” and the tearsactually trembled in Charles
Selden’s eyes. “Poor Adrian, too. He is the wretch of
other men's follies, not his own. DBut we must do some-
thing for him, Doctor. This is a more serious affair than
you imagine; and it will either turn his brain or break his
heart, unless we can light up hope again, and bring back
Ella to him. Why the tenderness of that very letter will
make her loss ten times more terrible. If she had scolded
him, as he. deserves, it would have been nothing at all in
comparison. Here Palham, Palham, you old knave, come
and help us to carry your master up to his room.” .

The gardener hobbled in with his lame leg ; and Adrian
was soon raised and carried to his own solitary chamber;
but there is no necessity for detaining the reader with details
of all that followed. Adrian Brewerton was brought to
himself with some difficulty, and as soon as he was complete-
}y master of his own faculties, he started up wildly, declaring
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that He would go -after Ella that moment. The. surgeon and

" Charles Selden used every argument to persuade him to

refrain ; hut the feeling of weakness which soon came over
him, proved a better argument than any they could use,

4 No, no, Adrian,” said Selden, when hesaw him somewhat
subdued, “it is useless pursuing your lost angel, now. 1
have read the letter without scruple, in order to discover
what was the matter with you; and Itell you, as your friend,
and one who has always advised you well, if you would but

‘have followed his advice, that there is nothing for you to do,

but to write to her at Baltimore, as she tells you, and assure
her that she is mistaken as to your views.”

“T will write this moment,” cried Adrian, trying to rise.

“ No, you must net,” answered the old physician “be-
cause you are neither in a state to write, nor to think.

“ Wait till to-morrow,” said Charles Selden, “and then
write. I will send a few words, too, telling her what I know
to be true, that your happiness, your health, your Lfe de-
pends upon her immediate return. ,She has under-esti-
mated your love for her, Adman and over-estimated your
prejudices.”

Adrian pressed his hand upon his eyes; but feebleness
had rendered him tractable; and Charles Selden, who was
doubtful as to what would be the effect upon his mind, re-
mained by his bed-side all night. The letter, however, was
written to Baltimore on the following day, though even then
he was unable to rise from his bed ; and his friend extracted
from him a promise, that he Would wait at least one month
for an answer. . ’

Adrian insisted, however, upon 1eadmg Ella’s letter
again ; and when Charles Selden went to seek it in the room
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below, he found that the old gardener had taken it into his
safe-keeping. 'Whether he, or his female companion in the
kitchen, had ventured to scrutinize the contents, we cannot
tell; but «certainly, by this time, even the old cook herself
was convinced that Ella was an angel upon earth,

THE CLOUDS OF THE MIND.

CHAPTER XIX.'

What equell torment to the griefe of mind,
And pyning anguish hid ir gentle hart,
That inly feeds itselfe with thoughts unkind,
And nourisheth her owne consuming smart!
Seexeer, © Faerie Queens.”

Dressep in the deep mourning which she had always worn
since her father’s death, and with her face concealed by a
thick veil, Ella Brewerton—whose history we must now fol-
low—walked rapidly over the hills, several hours before her
husband’s return to the house. The path took many a
zigzag turn as it climbed the acclivities; but it was much
the shortest'way towards the turnpike road, which it was
Ella’s object to reach before the stage from a distant place
passed on iis way to town, Ruth followed at a considerabls
distance ; for she was retarded by dragging rather than
carrying g small portmanteaiu which was not, indeed, very
heavy, although it contained all that her unhappy mistress
had provided for her journey. The path, which was in fact
a gulley washed out by the strong fréshets always prevail-
ing there in the spring, was full of sharp stones, made
slippery by recent rain; and Ellas delicate feet, little accus.
tomed—fisherman’s daughter though she was—to such
rough walking, were dreadfully bruised and cut, long before
she arrived at the old milestone which stood by a log trough
plentifully supplied with clear spring water. Here the driver
of the coach was accustomed to-stop every day, not-only to
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water his horses, but to take up any passengers who might
come down from the eastern slopes; an event which had
become of more fraquent occurrence since Adrian had made
his residence in the neighborhood, and Charles Selden had
been an oceasional visitor. The hilly nature of the ground, and
the roughness of the road prevented Ella, in spite of all her
exertions, from arriving at the spot till the moment before
the stage was about to drive off, and it required a good deal
of persuasion on her part to induce the man of the whip to
wait till the panting Ruth eame up, although it is difficult
to understand what was his motive in not readily comply-
ing, as he had not a single passenger inside.

It is not impossible that the good man’s objections might
arise from a certain morbid feeling of independence and

self-importance, which made him reluctant to grant any

favor without debate, although his mind was made up to
yleld from the beginning, and it put him to no actual incon-
venience to do so. Strapping the trunk assoon as it arrived,
however, upon an immense scaffolding that projected from
behind the coach, and assisting the two ladies to get in—for
he of course made no difference between mistress and maid
—with a gentleness of manner quite inconsisteyt with the
ferocious indifference of his talk, the Yankee Jehu deliber-
ately mounted his box, and crossing his Jegs with provoking
slowness, started his horses at a very easy trot, as if speed or
time, which had been all-important to him a moment be-
fore, were now of no consequence whatever.

Then came upon Ella the fall sense of her situation.
Throwing herself into the back corner of the carmiage,
she leaned her head against the leathern curtain and sobbed.
It was a moment of mortal agony—it was an hour of teri-
ble struggle : but the combat was soon over; the mind van-
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quished the heart ; and at the end of a few minutes, she drew

her thick veil aside, to breathe more frecly.

"With feminine tact, Ruth had not attempted con-
solation; for though she knew mnot exactly the circum-
stances in which her young and beautiful mistress was
placed, she knew that they were all painful, and di-

vined that consolation would be in vain. She gave a

. glance at Ella’s fair face, however, as soon as the veil was

withdrawn, and beheld no look of dull and sullen grief, but
rather the pale, tender, almost inspired expression of counte-
nance, which ancient painters dreamed as that of Saint Ag-
nes, lighted up with a pure and holy consciousness of an en-
tire sacrifice of self—heart and mind, hope and happiness—
to the welfare of oye whom she loved better than any thing
except her God. There was a slight discoloration about the
poor girl’s eyes—a blue transparency of the lids, which often
comes after great grief, even when there have been no tears,
Ella’s hair, too, which was usually arranged with scrupulous
care, was now pushed back from- the forehead, as if by the
frequent pressure of the hand upon the throbbing brow and

‘temples, But her mouth was so calm—its lines in such

perfect and peaceful repose, that it, at least, gave no evidence
of the storm of emotions which had swept over her.

Ella made an eﬁ'ort to converse with her companion;
but she found that effort vain; and changing her seat to the
middle one, she let down the wmdow, and gazed out for a
moment at the melancholy, but familiar scenery which was
passing from her view. Then, closing the window, she re-
sumed her first seat, and dropping her veil over her face,
remained absorbed in her own thoughts. The windows
rattled ; the springs creaked and groaned; the coachman

. talked and shouted to his horses; object after object was
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passed; but Ella heard not, saw not, moved not, until the
stage drew up to discharge its mail-bag at the little post-
office, which, with a singular disregard to the convenience of
the population, was placed on the outskirts, instead Of in the
centre of the town.

After pausing to say a word to the post-master, the .

driver came back to the side of the vehicle, and asked, in
his unceremonious way, where she was going. Ella begged
to be set down at the house of asmall tradesman, who lived
close by the water, and with whom her father had had some
dealings. She recollected that his wife, whom she had seen
on two or three occasions, appeared to be a kind, moth-
erly sort of person in a homely way, and she had no doubt
of finding with her a safe and respectable asylum till she
could continue her journey.

Be it understood, that the coachman was not ander the
slightest obligation to drive his passengers one step beyond
the stage-house at which he put up, and which was at some
distance from the part of the town to which Ella was desirous
of going. Nevertheless, he whipped up his horses, merely
refreshing his feelings with a low-toned, grumbling soliloguy,
and started for the place she had named, at a good pace.
The tradesman’s wife received her unexpected visitor with
the greatest cordiality, and readily assured her of a lodging
for herself and her snaid, without stopping to enquire into

the circumstances in which it was required ; and the driver, =

of his own accord, offered to carry the luggage to the lady’s
room. When he had got{ it there, with an unaccountable

expansiveness of heart he made a general ploﬁel‘ of his ser-
vices, and proceeded with his own hands to change the
arrangement of somne of the furniture, so as to make more
room ; and yet when Ella, to testlfy her gratitude for his
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‘kindness, offered him a trifle for himself, after paying the
fare, he held the money in his hand for a moment, locked
at it with a curious eye, and then threw it down upoﬁ the
table, saying, “Thank you, ma’'m; but Pd have you-to'
understand that 'm nobody’s hu'ed servant—not I;” and
strode out of the room with an air of offended dlgmty

Ella ran after him, and assured him she had no intention
of hurting his feelings; but, though he received her ex-
planation with a certain degree of graciousness, the wound
seemed still to rankle a little; for without saying a word, He

_sprang upon his box, drew hls hat fiercely over his brows,

and with a sharp whistle, drove off at a rate which quite
redeemed the character for speed of both his horses and
himself.

In spite of the kind-hearted entreaties of her hostess and
of Ruth—the latter perhaps actuated by mixed motives of
sympathy and hunger—Ella refused to take any refreshment,
She had a-bad headache, she said, which nothing but sleep
eould alleviate, Moreover, she hinted, she had various ar-
rangements to make, and to think over, which would render
it agreeable for her to remain in her room during the
greater part of the evening. |

The good woman, Mrs, Place, patted her kindly on the
shoulder, told her to do exactly as she pleased, and left her
for the remainder of the day free from any intrusion. Even
Ruth herself, on Ella telling her that she should have no
further occasion for her services that evening, importuned
her no more to eat any thing, although she declared that a -
nice chop, or a bit of chicken, would certainly do her good.
She set off, however, to try the prescription on herself,
and found it very effectual in satisfying the cravings of a

hearty appetite, which not even a sympathy for Ella wae
10
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able to subdue. Her mistress had warned her to be dis-
creet; but a lady’s maid, although often employed as a
confidante, is not a very safe depository for a lady’s secrets;
and Ruth, it must be owned, was not long in relieving her-
self of as much of Ella’s history as she herself knew. As-
suredly she made but a ‘bungling story of it: the only
jnformation which she could give, regarding the cause of
Ella’s quitting her home, amounting to no more than that
her husband “had done something dreadful;” which state-
ment, left their worthy hostess not only in a state of greater
sympathy for Ella than ever, but also in considerable doubt
as to whether the “ something” dreadfal spoken of by Ruth-
was an attempt to poison, or copl deliberate bigamy.

We will not attempt to describe the manner in which

Ella passed the remainder of that day, and the night that
followed. She remained alone in her own room, with the
door closed ; and when Ruth looked in as night fell to énquire
if she could be of any service, Ella’s back was turned to-
wards her, and her sweet but tremulous voice replied, «Of
none whatever, I shall not want any thing more to-night.”
Early on the succeeding morning, the girl again opened the
door as noiselessly as possible, and went in on tip-toe. She
found her mistress asleep upon the bed, dressed as she
had been the day before, while an arm-chair stood in front

of the table near, on which lay a pillow, indented evidently

by the pressure of a head, and still wet with recent tears.
Ella’s slumber was so profound and still, and her face was
overspread with so death-like a pallor—not infrequent in
the sleep of exhaustion—that the maid started back in
alarm. The noise she made aroused Ella, who raised
herself suddenly, with a low exclamation, apparently un-
conscious at first of where she was. The realify soon
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came back to her like a painful dream, and she bent down

~her head for a moment, as if to pray, clasping her hands

together in an agony of overwhelining emotion, when she
found another day da,wmng upon her sorrow and solitude
-of ‘heart.

Ella soon recovered herself', however ; and turning to
Ruth with that gentle smile, which seemed to sanctify her
beauty,she said, “We must leave this place assoon as possible,
Ruth, Tmmediately after breakfast we will go down toge-
ther to the shipping. Tell Mrs. Place, for me, that T should
prefer the breakfast here, if' not inconvenient to her; and
that Ishould be glad of her company, if she can gne it to
me.”

Ruth hastened to scek their hostess, who was already
up and dressed ; and on receiving the message the good wo-
man replied, that the dear child should have her breakfast

-‘when and where she liked. “I will get it ready for her
- myself)” she said, “and then I'm sure it will be right; and

I shall be quite happy to go and take wine along with her,
or to do any thing in the world to be of service to so sweet
and ill used a ereature.” -

The girl delivered the reply hterany, somewhat startling
Ella by the last expression of commiseration. Shortly after,
anid while "the day was still quite young—for early hours

prevailed umvelsally in the times of which we write—the

bustling mistress of the house made her appearance in Ella’s
room, with all the paraphernalia of the breakfast table,
After a few moments’ delay, the breakfast was brought in,
consisting of all that the hostess thought would tempt her
guest's appetite, -

Mrs. Place soon perceived from various indications in
the room, as well as frl:am the appearance .of Ella’s éyes,
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sthat her beautiful visitor had passed the greater part of the
night in watching and in tears; and seafing hersell at
the table, the really kind-hearfed woman endeavored, by
pouung forth a flood of vague sy mpathy for insinuated mis-
fortunes, to gain the confidence of her young guest; but it
was all in vain. Ella answered her questions gently, and
kindly, but guardedly; and they were not so direct as to
compel her to refuse a reply. Mis. Flace almost thought
herself unfairly treated ; for she had promised herself—and
how often are we accustomed to throw upon others the re-
sponsibility of our promises to ourselves—that " Ella would
make her the confidante of all her troubles during the meal,
to which she imagined herself specially invited for the pur-
pose. '

She made one more effort, however, saying, “I do in-
deed wish I could be of any service to you, or give you any
advice; “but, of course, one can’t do any thing without
knowing what is the matter.”

“You are enly too kmd and considerate to me, dear
Mire. Place,” replied Ella. %I have disturbed the regularl—

ity of your household, and have used your hospitality long

enough. Circumstances compel me to go a long way from
home, and I shall leave this part of the country to-day, if
it be possible. I am going out to see for some means
of conveyance ; and if I find one ready, 1 shall go at once,
so that I may not be able to return, and take Jeave of you.
In that case, I will send for my Little luggage. I hope the
time will come—though I hardly have a right to hope so—
when it will be in my power to make you some return for
your goodness to me.”

“ Well, well, my child,” replied Mrs. Place, takmw Ella's

small white hand in one of & very different hue and tex- -

THE ©LOUDS OF THE MIND, ) 291

ture, “what, and how great your troubles may be I do not
know.  Of course it is no business of mine,” she added,
intending to convey a slight reproach ;- % but this I can and
will gay-; they come from no fault of yours, you sweet, inno- -
cent, ill-used darling.”

There was something in the homely honesty of the good
woman’s language, which, in spite of all Ella’s efforts to
control herself, touched her heart so deeply, that she could
not prevent a warm tear from dr opping upon the rough hand
which was pressing her own. But when she had conquer-
ed her emotion, she Wlapped herself in a shawl, and again
dropping her veil over her face, set forth J\a,ccu')m];)anled by
Ruth, to seek for a vessel bound to Charleston, or some
neighboring port.

' The search was long and wearisome, not that the ship- -
ping was very extensive, but that the vessels were scattered
at intervals along the wooden quays, which extended for a mile
or two, both up and down, the shores of the little inner bay.
Ella was jgnorant of the manner in which they were dis-
tributed, acéording to their trades ; and for a long time went
hither and thither without guide, whlle many a young clerk
who was being initiated into the mysteries of merchandis- -
ing by performing the morning duties of opening the ware-
house, and sweeping out the counting-room, stopped for a
moment in his dusty avocations, to watch with wonder and
admiration, the beautiful form, graceful and lady-like in ev-
ery motion, that was gliding from vessel to vessel at such an
onusual hour of the day,

From several rough sailors the poor girl got but a short
and indifferent answer, or at best, but very indistinct infor-
mation, till at length, to her unspeakable relief—we must
not say joy; for Ithe relief had its pang—Ella found a
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schooner laden with timber, which was to sail for Charles.
ton that day at noen. |

The skipper, who was also the owner—a very customa-
1y combination then——belonged to the free and independent
order of humanity ; another .specimen of the same genus
with our friend of the reins and lash. He also, like many
of his tribe, was a good-hearted man, if judged by his ac-
tions; but, taken at his word, you would have thought
him a complete brute. He was one of those men, in short,
who seem fond of knocking their fellows down, for the
purpose of picking them up again,

A porter pointed him out to Ella, on the deck of his
vessel ; and ascending by a plank, which led from the quay
to the ship, to him she at once applied for a passage for
herself and Ruth. -

At first, he made every sort of objection—protested that
he had not thought of taking passengers. that voyage, that

he had made no preparations, had laid in no passengers’ g

stores, and that it was too late then to get any. There was
but one berth in the vessel fit for a lady, he said, and his
own wife must have that, as he had more than half promis-
ed to take her along that trip, and in fine, that hé could not,
and would not take the two applicants on any consideration.

Ella answered all his objections as well as she could,

assured him that she was not dainty in her food, wished no

special preparations made for her, declared she would glad-
ly dispense with a berth, and sleep on the floor of the little
cabin, if he would allow her to share it with her maid, and
in the end, finding all in vain, was turning away in despair,
with tears in her eyes, when he called her back, saying,
“Drat it, my dear! If you want so bad to go, you shall go,
even if the old woman has to stay at home this time;” and
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he then proceeded to demolish severally all his own objec-
tions, a8 if by after-thoughts, telling -her where he thought
he could get provisions fit for her to eat, how he would
have a sofa brought down for the gitl to sleep upon, and
devising an infinity of arangements with every sort of

~ alacrity. His whole manner changed completely after he

had made up his mind; and from that moment, he became
wonderfully kind, and anxious to oblige. Nor must the
reader imagine that he was moved by any mercenary
motive ; for such was not the case. He bustled about
somewhat to the neglect of his own business, dojng a
thousand things to add to Ella’s comfort on the voyage,
more than she required, and sent up his son, who officiated
as cabin-boy, to fetch down her luggage from the house of

- Mms, Place. All the time, too, he called her “ my dear,”

with 2 fatherly tenderness which his white hair well justified,
and in short, treated her both in word and act as if she had
been a favorite daughter,

If the human heart be naturally full of perversity, sure-
ly some of the best hearts in New England must have got
an additional drop. : |

There was only one thing which the skipper seemed to

forget; and that was to apprize Mrs. Skipper that he did not

intend to take her to Charleston with him that voyage. Now:,
whether the difficulty he had made on her account, was the
mere figment of a dogged sort of irritation at being put out
(as he called it) by the application of passengers, when he

expected none, or whether he communicated her fate to his

better. half during a quarter of an hour’s absence from
thfa ship, we camnot say; but certainly Ella heard no- *
thing of his wife's disappointment, and quietly took posses-
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sion of the little eabin, which, according to his first a.ccount,
had been destined for another person.

At the appointed hour, the little schooner set sail, with
wonderful punctuality. There was a good stiff breeze blow-
~ing; and the vessel flew before it, with a rapidity which
brought back vividly to Ella’s mind many scenes of terror

associated with that fatal bay. DBut other feelings had too

firm a hold upon her for alarm. She stood on the deck,
holding on by the rigging, as the schooner passed, one
by one, the familiar ohjects on the eastern shore, There
were the fishermen’s huts, with some of the boats drawn
up upon the beach-—there was the cottage, with the biue
smoke curling from the chimney—the scene of her first
meeting with Adrian, of her father's death, and of her ill-
omened marriage, —there was the light-house, whose re-
volving lamps she had so often watched when her father
was out at sea; and beyond was the blue ocean—to her
mind, a type of all that was terrible and obscure : like Death
in its greediness, like Fate in its uncertainty.

They were soon upon its bosom, and as they swept
round the sandy spit that ran out for some distance from
the shore, at the mouth of the bay, Ella fancied that she
caught a glimpse for a moment of the chimneys of a house
dearer to her than even her old dear home-—a house whose
roof covered all that was left for her to love on earth,
Adrian was there ; and oh, how she loved him ‘at that
moment! How she loved him, even when, for his sake,
she was tearing herself away from him for ever !

. The very thought brought emotions that almost suffo-
“cated her, and sobbing like a child, she ran down below.
Her brain seemed to turn.  All the arguments she had used
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to her own heart seemed extinguished in the agony of that
hour. She regretted, almost with the wildness of despair,

the course she had taken. But in time, other thoughts

returned—she remembered that she had sacrificed herself
for his happiness; she again felt that she had done well!
Heaven knew, and Adrian knew the purity of her motives

“in the course she had followed, What value-to her was

the opinion of any others ¢

But the struggle was not so easily over this time. At
first, a strong and newly-aroused feeling—an enthusiasm—
a frenzy, if you will, bad carried her forward with the pre-
cipitaney of a torrent, against which the stout swimmers,
love and hope, had striven in vain. Now, the impression
was no longer fresh. Time had given thought leisure to
act, and had effaced the most vivid lines which imagina-
tion had drawn. Doubts rose up,as they will after every
act that seems irrevocable—not doubts of her own motives,
but doubts of her own judgment. She had acted for the
best, she knew; but had she acted wisely? THad she
really consulted Adrian’s happiness? Had she, in choosing
between two sorts of anguish, inflicted on him the least,?

She hoped so—she beheved so; but the very thought
disquieted her tcribly—troubled the only fountain from
which the fever of her grief could hope-to draw one last
draught of consolation and repose. If she had sacrificed all
that was to her most dear—if she had inflicted the same
sacrifice on him, without attaining the result she had hoped
for, oh, how terrible would be her fate! Oh, how bitter
her regret !

Once, and once only, she asked herself, if passwn had
had no share in her decision—once, and once only, she

doubted her own motives.  But conscience, with that

10%
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small still voice which never les, spoke now to comfott
her ; and justified her purpose, and her motives, if it still
left her doubtful of the result of her acts. That doubt
was agonizing enough to bear; but the very questioning
of eqpscience, and the ealm, consoling answer that it gave,
afforded some support. Even a better was near at hand.
The book of God was lying on the table in.the Iittle
cabin. She took it up, and sought consolation thence. "The
Christian was even stronger than the woman—gradually
the tumult of emotion subsided : she was calm but sad.

THE CLOUDS OF THE MIND.

CHAPTER XX.

Conld but our ancestors retrieve their fate
And see their offspring thus degenerato ; H
" How we contend for birth and names unknown,
And build on their past actions, not our own,
They’d cancel records, and their tombs deface,
And then disown the vile, degenerate race;
For fame of families is all a cheat:
*I'is personal virtue only makes us great,
Dt For. “ The True-born Englishman,”

Tug letter to Ella, which Adrian, as has been stated, was per-
suaded to send, instead of seeking for her in person, had
proved more difficult to write than he had expected.  In mere
contemplation, it had seemed but necessary to pour forth
to her, undisguisedly, the whole feelings of his heart—to

tell her his grief; his agony—to assure her that life without
her was insupportable to him, and to beseech her to return

at once, with all those entreaties best fitted to tonch a
woman’s heart, As long as he kept to this strain, all was
well ; for sincere grief is always either mute or eloquent ;

but as Adrian wrote on, other considerations suggested
themiselves, Ella, he thought, knew well, at the moment
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she took her terrible resolution, that he would suffer as he
was suffering ; and yet, from a steady conviction that it was
right to do so, had inflicted the anguish which she foresaw,
upon him, and upon herself, Would any deseription of
the first effects of her departure shake her resolution, and
induce her toreturn { Would any thing less than an assur-
ance that she had mistaken his opinions, attributed preju-
dices to him that he did not feel, or which were now ban-
ished, satisfy one who could wound her own heart, and sac-
rifice all her happiness, from a sense of duty ?

But could Adrian give that assurance ? Could he tell her
that such prejudices had never existed, or even that they were
now removed ? He felt that, in honor and honesty, he could
not. He was sorely tempted to assert it—he was half inclined
to believe that he was convinced, and to tell herso. But when
he came to scrutinize his own feelings, new doubts and hesi-
tations came upon him—all the. arguments which Charles
Selden had used seemed vain, and he forbore from express-
ing convictions, which he was by no means sure had been
. received by his mind. He finished his letter, however, by

words which were likely to strike the chord which vibrated
most strongly in Ella’s bosom. She had left him from a
sense of duty, he said; he was sure of it, and he reproached
her not ; but there was another sacred duty, which he must
call to her remembrance. He bade her recollect the mar-
riage vow which she had plighted to him, so short a time
before and he solemnly called upon her, by that vow, to
return to him at once, as her first great duty.

He did not show the letter to any one; but he told
Charles Selden the last words he had written, and was glad

to find that another, possessing some knowledge of Ella's

effect.
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character, judged that those words would have complete

“Take my word f01 it, Adrian,”. said his friend, “that
she will fly to you as soon as she receives your letter. But
you must not be too impatient. Remember, she tells you it
may be long ere she can hear from you, and wait patiently;

* fm T will answer for it with my life, that she comes as soon
" a8 she does s0,”

A month wore away dully and heavily. Adrian recov-
ered his corporeal health; but he could not shake off the
dark despondency that oppressed him. Though it be good
to know one's self, yet men may be too fond of anatomizing
their own hearts, and Adrian was so. He believed, with
Charles Selden, that Ella would retwrn at once ; but he often -
asked himself what he should say, if, after her return, the
subject of birth and race were to arise—how he should make
hot understand that, though as a mere speculative opinion
he attributed still great influence to blood, and high descent,
yet that he looked upon her as altogether an exception-—one

‘beyond, above all rule, and that practically, what were per-

haps his prejudices, had no effect. He tormented himself
with such thoughts daily; and still the very fact of Ella’s
absence——the want of that beloved form to light his home—
the silence of ‘his heart, to which her voice had been as

- musie—all filled him with gloom not to be cast off

If Adrian felt Ellas absence sadly, poor Davie, the fool,
felt it sadly, too. He never spoke of her; he made no en-
quiries ; but he wandered about with a Jook so sorrowful, that
there could be no doubt of what he endured. 'When Adrian,
as was alroost hig daily custom, went forth to walk up and

- down along the desolate side of the hill, Davie would often
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follow him ; and hour after hour, they would pace backwards
and forwards, sometimes side by side, sometimes the young
man a step in advance, with his firm, slow, heavy-hearted”
tread, the old man limping after. Often they spoke not
during the whole walk; but at other times they would say

a fow words to each other, or even converse for a short °

time ; but the name of Ella was never mentioned but once

between them,

The neavest approach that they ever made to the subject
most busy in the minds of each, was, one day, when Davie
made some enquiries as to whether poor Kitty, the negress,
had been heard of.

« Onee,” replied Adrian. “Only once. She was then
in Charleston.”

“ Ah—Charleston,” rejoined Davie, “there are many
black folks there, I think.”

“ A great many,” answered Adrian.

T wonder if their souls are black,” said Davie, abruptly;
for this seemed a favorite question with his mind.

“«Of course not,” answered Adrian, almost sharply.
“ 'What should make you think so #’ '

« Because God made both soul and body,” replied Da-

vie. % Why should he not make both of one color "
Adrian mused, and Davie enquired, “ Don’t you believe

God made man " ,
% Certainly,” veplied Adrian. “I must be an Atheist

else.”

%1 don’t know what that means,” replied Davy, humbly.
“] am very ignorant and stupid. But I fancied you thought
differently, from what you said one day about high-born and
low-born,”
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Adrian started. Not only did the man tonch, harshly,
upon the painful subject of so many of his thoughts, but he
recalled, in a moment, to his mind, the conversation which
hio had held with him, seated in the porch of the house, on
the very day when the fisst news of poor Kitty was received.
He recollected that Ella was in the sitting-room, close at
hand, with the windows open, and. might- well hear all that
passed. He recollected the state of extreme agitation in
which he had found her the moment after, and he compre-
hended, at once, that it was then the first blow had been
given. He saw that her resolution had not been taken éo
suddenly as he had at first supposed—that it was not one
solitary indication of family pride, which had led her to the
conclusions she had formed; and his despondency deepened,
rather than diminished, ‘

o . " ' - - .
I wish you would answer me,” said Davie, in a tone

P

~ almost of entreaty. “T want to know what to think about
. these things.” :

Adrian had almost answered, in his iritation with him-
self, “ Think that I am a fool;” but suddenly another idea
-struck him,  “Tell me, what do you think, Davie,” he said,
in a franker tone than he had before used. “Do you not
believe & man is better for being well-born, than for being
low-born 2" and then seeing his simple companion look as if

‘he did not clearly comprehend the terms, he added, “— I

mean for being the som or grandson of a lord, rather than
being the son of a poor man—a mechanic #” ' |
_ “If youmean by being better, that he is more comforta- -
ble, T cannot tell,” replied Davie; “for I never was the son
O'f alord. But perhaps he may be, after all ; for lords are
rich generally, and I suppose that is comfortable—though 1
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cannot tell that well; for T pever was rich either. Bat if
you mean that he is a bit the better man, T don’t believe it
at all.”

“ And why not, Davie?” asked Adnan reasoning per-
haps a little too finely for the poor man ; but yet recurring
to an exemplification of which he was fond, and which was
within Davies comprehension. “ Why not, Davie? Do you
not think, putting all opportunities and inducements to well-
doing aside, that there is something in blood, which makes
one man better than another 2 You know all about dogs;
for T have seen you play with one many a time; and you see
the pure breed makes the greatest difference. Does it not
do so with man?”

“ Whew—too!” cried Davie, whistling. “Not at all—
not at all. I don’t think that in the least. Don’t you see,
sir, God makes the difference between different sorts of
beasts. Kings make the difference between lords and other
men.”

“ Stay———wstay,” cried Adrlan, catching - him by the arm,
as this new view plesented itself to him, and anxious to grasp
it firmly, and examine it closely. But Davie ran on, not
easily stopped when once set going. ‘

“Do you think, sir, if King George—TI recollect being
under King George very well, when I was young—do you
think, if King George had taken it into his head to make a
lord of poor Davie, Davie’s sons would have been a bit bet-
ter than yows, who are no lord at all? "Now I have heard
Master Keelson read out of a big book, about people who
were lords, and peers, and all that, long ago, and a set of
greater knaves, and blackguards, and swindlers, and cut~
throats, never were. They would cheat, and lie, and swear,
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and murder; and though there wWas a good man, too, here
and there, the only good thing about all the rest was that
they would fight like bull-dogs, and any man can do that.
‘Why I used to think thalt poor Davie was a prince to them,
and I am sure none of them was fit to black Master Keel-
son's shoes; for he was as brave as-the best of them, and
wise, and good, and kind, and true into the bargain. Now,
is it a bit better, sir, to be the son, or the grandson, or the
great-grandson of those old knaves, that he read about, than
to be his son or grandson? I ean’t think it, nor I don’t think
you think it either.”

“ Thank you—-thank you, -Davie,” cried Adnan grasp-
ing the old man’s hand, and wringing it hard. “ You have
set my mind in the right track. Strange, very strange!
You have convineed me. I say, with you, Davie, better
far to be the child of such a man as Keelson, than to be de-

~ scended from the purest Norman bloed that ever flowed in

the veins of a mailed butcher.”

“Lord love you,” cried Davie, “I convince any body !
Don't tell it, or they’ll think you a fool too.”

“ Well they may,” said Adrian to himself in a low tone;
but Davie ran on,

“Now I dare say, you have never seen a lord,” he said,
“and don’t know what it's ike. I have seentwo or three in
my young days, and though some of them were likely men
enough—mnot a bit worse than if they had been' the sons of
4 common man——yet as for the rest, if their fathers and
grandfathers were ever so good, it did not make them any
thing but a pack of ill-conditioned curs, doing and saying
every thmg that was wicked, and shameful, and wrong; and
the wonst, of it was, in those days, men let them do it, because

s
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they were lords. One of them used to pelt me with orange
peel, whenever I passed by the house where he was in Bos-
ton; and who made him or his father a lord, I don’ know;
but I'm sure it wasn’t God, or he’d have made him hand-
- somer, and better to match. His ears and his shoulders well
~ nigh touched each other, and so did his two knees, and his
mouth run up under his high cheek bones, like a river un-
der the rocks. There was a pure breed for you, Master

Adrian -—but I do wish Mistress Ella would come home;

for the place feels very lonely without her.”

“ She is coming—she is coming, Davie,” cried Adrian,
in a more joyful tone than he had used for many a day.
“She is coming; and we will all be happy again;” and
he hastened back to the house, with a hghtened breast, and
a heart beating freely.

For a few minutes after he had entered the painted cham-

ber, which we described in the beginning of this work, his
thoughts were all in-confusion ; for his spirits rose with the
gushing tumult of waters from a long repressed fountain.
Baut after a time he became more calm ; and then his first
act was to sit down and write a fow glad lmes to her he so
fondly loved. ‘

He had just finished his letter, sealed and addressed it,
when Charles Selden entered, and Advian held out hishand
to him, with a look which made him ask immediately,
“ Has she come?’

“ No, Charles—alas no,” replied Adrian, “but thlS letter
is intended for her. Tt is to tell her, that when she returns,
there will be no cloud left—no, not one. The prejudice is

gone, and gone for ever from my heart. Charles, I am con-

vinced at length, that in this matter of birth, you have been
right, and I have been wrong.”
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“Tam heartily glad that my arguments have found
favor at length,” replied Charles Selden.

“ Nay, not your arguments,” replied Adrian, actually with
asmile, “The conviction, which a philosopher could not
effect, has been wrought by a fool. Seape etiam stultus
opportune locutus est.” ‘
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CHAPTER XXI.

Which is the villain? Let me see his eyes:
That when I note another man like him,

T may avoid him.
SmaxspEare. ¥ Much ado about Nothing,”

Tor vessel which conveyed Ella Brewerton, reached
Charleston in safety, after a short and not very boisterous
passage. As she was bringing-to, Ella, who had been below
making her little preparations to-go ashore, returned to the
deck, and gazed around her; but it was not with that sort
of vague sensation of Iéneliness, which, independent of al
other personal feelings, often seizes upon us on entering a
strange place. There was something in the scene before
her which appeared familiar, but yet so indistinetly and
faintly impressed upon her mind, that she could hardly tell,
at first, whether it seemed so from recollection, or merely
from certain associations. There were many objects around her
which rose up like things whose images had long lain buried in
the memory, without entirely passing from i6; and at mo-
ments, as one by one they seemed to grow upon her, as if
once well known, she would cast her eyes beyond on either
side, seeking for something, she could not tell what, which
she felt ought to be there also; and when she found the
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mdeﬁnu;e object of her search, the mystery only appealed
the greater,

« Surely,” she said to herself, “ I have never been here
before ; and yet how can it be otherwise? The remem-
brance of all these objects seems to have remained obscured
for a long time; but now it is coming back gradually and
imperfectly. Pethaps in time it will be as bright as ever :— .
and yet, after all, it can be nothing but a fancy or a dream.”

As she was thus meditating after the vessel had come to
her moorings, the skipper approached and took her hand
affectionately. ‘

“1am sorry, marm,” he said, “ that our people are all
too busy to help you with your things up to town, but I will
find some one to do it for you in a minute—There,” he con-
tinued, suddenly pointing to an old man who was leaning
with folded arms against a post at the end of the pier,
“There’s the very man for such a job. He's alﬁays on
hand, the rascal, Shall I call him, Miss "

_ Blla assented, and immediately he foared at the top of
his voice, “ Come here, you half-breedvarmint. This way,
copper skin. Here’s alady wants a porte1 to carny her bag-
gage;” and then turning to Ella again he asked, “ shall we
get you a carriage, Miss ¥

She answered that she would prefer to wajk and then
added, “Heis to be tr usted, I suppose ¢’

“Oh yes,” replied the skipper, “he’s an honest 1asca]
Iknow him of old.”

In thé mean time, the old man whom he had addressed

- after so unqelemomous a fasluon ‘had come on board, and

~ for farther orders, Ella pointed out her baggage ; and tak-
‘ lflg it up;mthout speaking a word, he threw the portman-
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teau over his shoulder, and left the vessel. The old captain

accompanied his fair passenger to the gangway, whispering, -

«He’s a cute fellow, that Ingin—knows every thing in these
parts—but honest—honest, which is more than can be said
of most:” and bidding Ruth follow her, Ella hurried on
shore. ) ‘
The old porter stood waiting, to be directed where to
go, which was indeed more than Ella could tell him. “ My
good man,” she said, after 2 moment’s hesitation, “I am a
stranger in this place, and have no friends at whose house I

can stop. Pray show me the way toa quiet, and respecta- -

bie inn, if you know of any such.”

The half-breed looked at her steadfastly for a moment, and
then merely answering, “ Yes, ma'am,” in an abrupt sort of
jerking manner, started on his way, in spite of his burden,
at such a rapid pace that Ella found it difficult .to keep wp
with the sort of loping strides he took. When they reached
the inn, which was a very tolerable one, and where Ella easily
found all the accommodation she required, the old man ran
up stairs with surprising activity, and set down the trunk in
a corner of the room assigned to her. He paused a moment
to receive his fare, and to wipe the perspiration from his face;
and Ella had a better opportunity than had before occurred
of noticing his somewhat remarkable appearance. The
wrinkles on his face showed that he was very old ; but his
hair was so black, and his eyes so bright, that from them

alone no one would have suspected his age. The @eight of

the cheek bones, and the falling in of the cheeks, rendered
the long, deep lines that furrowed his visage, up and down,
particularly conspicuous, He was above the ordinary height;
and his form, clad in a blue suit of light cotton material,
seemed as erect and firm as that of a young man.
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' He \?ras-turning to leave the room, when Ella stopped
him, saying, “ Do you happen to know, my good friend a
person in this town named Simon Hickman ¢’ ,

The man turned seddenly round. imi
« Aol what T do—What do you vant wih ot
“I wish very much to find him,” said Ella. « H.e ‘wrote
me & letter, which I received some time ago, for a poor wo-
n'lan who eould not do it for hemself. He may be able to
give me some information as to where I can find her now.

If you know any thing of him,” she continued, observing a

sudden change in the man’s look, *do tell me where I can

find him, and I will pay you whatever you ask.”

- The old half-breed deliberately took a chair, and seated
himself, uninvited. Then shading his eyes with his hand, he
c.ontmued to gaze in Ella’s face, with a strange, vague ex ’1es
sion that alarmed her. She was about to move towm‘df’ the
door, when the old man rose up with a sudden start, as if he
hzd only forgotten himself for a time, and then said, in the
abrapt tone in whi seerried
o E_ one Kee];ilﬁe secrned a]ways to spea,‘k, “Are you

“I was,” replied Ella, coloring slightly : “T 4m now Mis-
tress Brewerton ; and youn—" :

. The old man interrupted her, exclaiming, “ Why, I am
Simon Hickman 1” and he again threw himself into the; chair,
and laughed with a low, halfsuppressed chuckle, as if he:
were mightily amused at some conceit which happ,ened to
strike his fancy at the moment, - |

“And where is Kitty 1” exclaimed Ella, “For heaven’s
sake, tell me where I can find her!”

- The half-breed merely telegraphed with his thumb over
his shoulder, retaining his seat ail the while; and Ella was
compelled to repeat the question several times before she

i




240 ADRIAN ; OR,

could get any other amswer. At length, her strange com-"l.
panion, as if fearful of being overheard, looked shrewdly
round the room, which Ruth had left a moment before, and
then replied, in a quick sharp whisper, © She is at old Vol-
ney’s—fast in his clutches—he claims her as his slave, the
infernal old villain!” and here the strange man burst forth
into a torrent of blasphemy, which shocked Ella’s ears
to hear, o

She had already noticed that there was a great difference
in his language, not only from the jargon of the blacks, but
even from that of the uneducated classes of white people, and
this caused her to marvel the more at the horrible execrations
he was now pouring forth. o

Tt was some time before the violence of the old mans
passion subsided ; but when it had done 50, he remained for
a short time looking down upon the floor in silence, and thlen
suddenly exclaimed, “ He wanted to make a slave of me—
of me!” '

He almost shouted the last words, at the same time rising
to s full height, and folding his arms, while his breast heaved,”
his hands opened and closed convulsively, and his eyes spar-
kled with a wild defiance, that brought instantly te Ella’s mind
the idea of the tomahawk and the scalping-koife. -

A moment sfter, however, he turned sharply towards her,
saying, “ Shall we go? —shall we go at once !—1It is only eight
miles—Now ?” and seizing his hat, he darted towards the
door, without waiting for an answer.

« ITmmediately,” replied Ella, calling after him.  “ Get a
carriage immediately. 1will be readyina moment.”

The old man was gone before the last words reached
him and in a few minutes he entered the room again with
his hat upon his head, to inform the lady that the carriage

» .
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was waiting below. There was no delay on Ella’s part, and
fellowed by Ruth, she descended to the street, where her
strange conduetor was already holding open the cal'l'iage;door
for them to enter. Ella was hardly in the vehicle, when he
rudely pushed in Ruth after her, and rapidly closing the doo,
sprang upon. the box by the side of the driver. The horsef;'
started off at great speed; and' as they went; the old man
would bend down upon his seat, from time to time, and look
into the carriage through the front-glass, apparently to satisfy
himself that Xlia had not been spirited away ; and then he

. would jerk his head with a significant toss, ag if he would

have said, “The time has come at last.”

They had been driving for nearly an hour; and Ella who
had been gazing forth from the window, with a good, deal
of anxiety and perturbation of mind, was beginning to think
that they must be near their journey’s end, when the carriage
suddenly stopped in the middle of the road, the door was
flung open, and the half-breed sprang into the vehicle.

Ella gazed at him both with surprise and alarm, as he
seated himself unceremoniously upon the seat opposite ’to her,
and closed the door again, But he nodded his-head, as the,
horses once more started off} saying, “ No harm meant, Miss;
but it will never do for him to see me just yet;” and he add:
ed, as if to himself, in a fierce tone, “ nor for me to see him.—
You must let me,” he continued, “ remain behind in the car-
riage, while you go to the honse. Ask for the old villain
Voluey, and demand to see Kitty.—She's a nipger, it’s tru’e:
but she’s“not like the rest of them, miserable African devilé
that they ave.” " . -

The last words were uttered in the tone of one musing
aloud ; and about a quarter of an hour after, the carriage

1
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drew up in front of a house standing at a little distance
from the road on the left-hand side.

There was no carriage-way up to the house, and Ella get-
 ting out, and passing a wooden wicket, entered a pebbled
lane that led by a slight ascent to the mansion. She noticed

that, although the house was a large one, and there was a '

fine verandah, supported by wooden columns, which extend-
ed along the whole front, still there was an air of poverty
and deeay about the premises that argued but little in favor
of either the wealth or the taste of the proprietor. There
was no bell at the front door, and no means of calling atten-
tion, but a lion-headed knoeker, hanging by a single serew
in one of the upper corners. Ella knocked several times
before any one appeared in answer to the summons ; but at
length a slovenly young negress, without shoes or stockings,
made her appearance, who, in reply to Ellas inquiry, if Mr.
Volney was at home, threw open the parlor-door, and asked
the visitor to walk in, while she herself went to seek ﬁq_r
master. Ella had now to wait some time, which she did
standing, with her veil down; and she had "aﬁ opportunity,
before the negress returned, of remarking that an air of cle-
gant comfort reigned within, very much at variance with the
aspect of things without. The house scemed to be, in shoit,
like one of those hypoeritical Jewish residences in eastern
cities, in which those who are permitted to enter, are startled
by a magnificence utterly inconsistent with the meanness of

the external aspect.

After a time, the girl came back, saying that she had
found her master, who would be with the lady in a few
minutes, if she would be seated. Without taking the prof-

fored chair, however, Eila walked to the window, and patly

%
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draﬁng aside her veil, gazed out upon the‘pfmpect. Her
spirit, perbaps, did not follow her eyes; but either painful
thought, or the novel view before her,—in every thing so
unlike her New England home,—engrossed her so enti?e]
tha't she did not notice the approach of steps, the sound 3;'
WhlG]:} was deadened by a heavy carpet, until she became
conscious, rather than saw, that some one was standing élose
to her. She turned suddenly round and dropped her veil
_but not until the stranger had caught a hasty glance of hetT
features; and she noticed that he started slightly, and
changed color. . She found herself standing in front (;f the
tall, venerable figure of a man somewhat advanced in years,
though it would be difficult to say how old he was precisely’
He stood perfectly erect, and his height could not have bBEI;
less than six feet two or three inches. His diess was scru-
pulously neat, and composed altogether of black, with the ex-
ception of the white neck-cloth which suffered 3;0 shirt-collar
to- appear, the muslin breast of his shirt, and an enormous
fiill of the finest cambric. His legs, too, it must be noticed,

‘were encased in a pair of well-cut and well-polished top

boots. A ‘heavy gold chain, to which several large seals
were attached, hung from beneath his waistcoat : his hair,

_ which was white and thick, was combed behind his ears in

the most perfect order; and in fact he was altogether a very

 respectable looking personage. Nor did his face belie his
-general appearance.- It was rather pale than otherwise,

although it bore general indications of robust health, His

foatures, when in repose, might have been p1-onounced

noble. His nose was thin and aquiline ; and his forehead

completely exposed, though somewhat receding, showed E:

large mass of brain in the anterior portion of the skull

He had, however, a constant habit of twitching up and
11
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down the lids of his small gray eyes, conveying the impres-
sion that they were weak. This habit gave a disagreeable
expression to his countenance; and there were some persons
who judged that it was merely a trick, vesorted to for the
purpose of frustrating any attempt to fathom his thoughts
and motives through his looks. When he spoke, too, he
had a curious way of raising his upper lip at every word,
with a sharp sort of convulsive jerk, as if he were deter-
mined that the expressmn of his mouth should tell 10 1more
secrets than his eyes.

All these particulars were noticed by Ella more rapidly
than we have becn able to describe them; and when the
stranger, afler a few common-place words of civility, ex-
tended his hand conrteously to lead her to a seat, she felt
for him an unaccountable dislike, quite independent of the
preconceived prejudices against him, which we must not
deny that she entertained ; for she took it for granted that
this must be Mr. Volney.

Nevertheless, there was something so impressivé in his
manner, that Ella for a moment doubted whether she was
right in the supposition, and hesitated to mention the
object of her call. It was not until she had sunk down
into the chair to which he led her, and he himself had
taken a seat opposite to her,'in such a position that the
whole light fell upon her veiled face, while his own remain-
ed in shadow, that Ella found courage to stammer out,
“ There is an old negro woman, Kitty Gifford by name,
lately brought from New England, who I am told is here.
I should like to speak with her, if you please.”

“ You are mistaken, madam,” said Mr. Volney, rising
from his seat, and speaking with cold, though hwmied polite-
ness. “I assure you there is no such person here. I do net,
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Jknow where she is—I ean be of no possible serviee to you
in this matter—command me in any thing else, my dear
madam—command me in any thing else.”

- Poor Ella was inexperienced and timid, her nerves shaken
w1t11 grief, and her frame weakened by a long sea voyage.
Mr. Volney’s tone was 8o positive, his denial of all knowledge
of where Kitty was, so direct, his intimation of a desire to put
an end to the interview, so unequivocal, that Ella did not
dare o pursue the conversation, In a maze of painful be-
wilderment, she also rose, merely saying, “I beg your pardon,
sit—I beg your pardon;” and bowing slwhﬂy, was quitting
the room, when Mr. Volney, with ceremonious politeness,
insisted upon her taking his arm and permitting him, bare-
headed as he was, to see her to her carriage—for he ‘some-
how had learned that she had one in waiting.

Ella protested against his taking the trouble; but in

“vain.  Mr. Volney persisted, and was not satisfied until he

had handed her into the carriage, availing himself of the
opportunity his politeness afforded of ta,lqng a glance at the
persons within the vehicle. -

Simon Hickman kept his face avelted but it would
scem that Mr. Volney recognized him ; for, as he turned to
walk back to the house, holding his chm thoughtfully in his
hand, Ella heard him say, « 50 so—a pretty plot!” as if a
new light had broken upon his roind from somethlng he
had Just observed. '

“She is not there,” said Ella, as soon as the door of the
carriage was closed, and the half-breed had looked round.
“She is not there! what shall I do now?—Where shall I
turn me

Qonmnced too easily by the . positiveness of Volney's




246 ADRIAN; OR,

~ assurance, she aided to mislead her half-Indian companidn,‘

who took it for grantefl that she had some stronger proof of
Kitty's absence than the mere assertion of a man whom he

knew better than Ella did. Nevertheless a mistake, as not

unfrequently happens, led him right in his conelusjons.

“ Not there I” he exclaimed at once. “Then she has
been sent to Mis. Ashmore’s—some villany in the wind, de-
pend upon it—-"tis but a mile and a half further on—lef us
go and see, ma'am.”

‘Without waiting for a reply, he dashed out of the car-
riage (although Mr. Volney was now standing half way up the

pebbled walk, watching with folded arms the proceedings of’

the party), and, with activity truly wonderful in a man of
. his age, sprang upon the box, took the reins from the duvel
and drove off at a furious rate.
Ella had hardly recovered from her surprise at the sud-
“den mention of Mrs. Ashmore’s name—a name she had
not heard since it had been pronounced on a day con-
necied with the dearest remembrances of her life—when
the carriage entered the gates of a sort of park, and drove
rapidly along a winding road, bordered by fine trees ‘and
leading to a noble mansion,
The carriage soon drew up in front of the house.
An old negro woman was seated in the porch, knitting ; and
when Simon pulled in the horses sharply, so as to throw
them quite upon their haunches, she rose, and approached
the side of the vehicle, as if to see who these dashing visitors
could be. Tn the mean time, Simon had jumped from the
box and opened the door; but Ella had already risen from
her seat: and was ready to spring out. She had caught a

sight of the figure in the porch—had recognized it instantly; -

it AP L
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. and in a moment after, she was in the arms of poor Kitty

Lerself, who laughed, and ctied, and hugged her young
mistress, much to the astonishment of the more sedate and
unimpulsive Ruth.

But if the warmth and. grotesqueness of Kitty’s gratula-
tion made a comic impression on the mind of the maid, they
had a more powerful, a more painful effect upon the mis-
tress. They recalled, in & moment, the last terrible scene in
which she had beheld that dark, but affectionate face ; the
awful prognostication of coming. woe which those lips, now
overflowing with tenderness, had then uttered; and the
bloody death of a beloved parent; while, all the time, came
rTushing up—surging, as it were, through every other memo-
1y, like breakers amongst rocks—the recolledtion of a wed-
ding day in mourning, of fresh tenderness, of new-born pas-
sion, of terrible disappointment, of a bitter struggle and a
stern resolve—of a husband lost, and happmess sacrificed for
ever.

Weak, way-worn, exhausted with grief, all this was too
much for Hlla Brewerton. The whole scene—the house,
the park, the carriage;, Kitty hersclf—seemed to whirl
around her, while a cold, sick, deathlike sensation took
possession of her heart, strangling its beatings; and she
sank down gradually in the arms which had often rocked
to rest the' light sorrows of her infant yeas. She did not
actually faint; for she hea1d sounds, and felt the pressure
of haunds bearmg her itito the house ; but thought seemed
to stop, all things grew misty before her eyes, and though
she strove to spealk, her lips uttered nothiftg but a sob.
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CHAPTER XXIIL .

. o You do seem to know
Bomething of me, or what concerns me.’
SHAKESPEARE, “ OQymbeline”

Waexy Ella returned to a full cousciousness of her situation,

she found herself lyihg on a sofa, in a large and handsome
drawing-room, with Kitty at her feet; while a dignified matron-

like lady, somewhat above the middle height, and retaining ’

traces of great beauty, bent quietly over her. The old black
woman was still in a state of great excitement, and poured
- forth a suceession of vehement emlamahons, not very intelli-
gible to any one but herself.
~ Ella made an effort to rise, but the stranger gently pre-
vented her, saying, “ Lie still, my child—Tlie still,. You are
safe, and with friends. Do not attempt to speak yet. I
know much about you—partly from this good woman, partly
from my own knowledge—mmore, perhaps, than you yourself
. are aware of; but this is no time for explanations. tht
. you need now is rest and refreshment. Lie quiet for a little
longer.”

Tlla again dropped her head upon the pillow, closmg
her eyes, while a tear stole through the long dark eyelashes;
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and Mys. Ashmore——for it was she who stood by—gazed
intently on her face, murmuring to herself, “ Can it really be
his daughter! There is a likeness to him when he first

“returned ; but famt—more like her mother, perhaps—ypoor

child ; how she must have suffered

Then turning to Kitty, she said, in a low tone, « How
can she have found her way here, if, in the short lette1 sent

- her, my name was never mentioned #”

“ Can't tell, missis,” Kitty replied. “Tink she only come

-to find Kitty. Tink she know nothing of de Ashmores.

Massa Walter nebber spoke to her of de ole times—I tink
not. He tell me nebber do so—But de papers safe—Tank
God, de papers safe [”

“What is the meaning of that wedding ving? said
Mrs. Ashmore, in a whisper.

- “Can’t say,” answered Kitty, in a tone of surprise, bend-
ing down over Ella’s hand,

“Hush!” said Mis. ‘Ashmore, as Ella again opened her
eyes, and suddenly rose up with a bewildered look, saying
that she felt well again, anid was ready to return to town, if
Kitty would only come with her. -

“To town, my child}” 1ephed Mrs. Ashmore, with a .
faint smile. “Do not think of any such thing. This is your
home for the preésent, and as long as you choose to make it -
s0. There was an unhappy difference, in years past, be-
tween your father and several members of my husband’s
family ; but all those feelings are buried with the dead ; and
T am ready to do all that I can to comfort and console you.
A chamber is quite ready for you, when you have strength
to go to it; and you had better, perhaps, try to sleep for a

. tlme”

11%
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* Tlla listened with surprise; but her own thoughts were
in a state of too great confusion for the mind to act readily
amidst the circumstances which surrounded her. She made
no answer; but suffered Kitty to lead her to an upper room,
where she found Ruth already quietly installed, though in
some amazement at all that was taking place. The old
negress cast a glance, that was any thing but affectionate

or amiable, at the New England girl, whom she seemed to '

look upon as a usurper of her own privileges; and as soon as
Mrs. Ashmore, who followed, left the room, Kitty found some

excuse to get Ruth out of the way. Ella’s maid had hardly

closed the door, when Kitty again gave way to a new par-
oxysm of almost frantic love and joy. But though Ella was
touched with the faithful creature’s ecstasy, it seemed to
bring back to her mind, more strongly than ever, her own
desolate and unhappy condition. She mingled her own
tears with the happy ones of her old nuse; but there was
more of sorrow than of Joy in Elld's—miore of bitterness
than of comfort, :

When both had somewhat recovered their composure,
the thoughts of each turned naturally to what had intervened
betyeen the hour of their parting and their meeting again—
that dark spac'e, filled with event, into which we long to
throw light whenever we have been separated from those we
love. Each, however, would fain have heard the history of

the other; and Kitty could not be brought to go on with her

own tale, till Ella had related a part, at least, of that which
had befallen herself, and explained the mystery of the wed-
ding ring. She did so briefly—very briefly ; but she shrank
from attempting to make the old negress comprehend the
causes of her quitting her husband—at least fully. Some

.
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motive she was obliged to assign ; and while declaring that
he had treated her with all kindness and affection, and that
she loved him ever deally, she added, “ The truth is, Kitty,
I am too humble-—too low-born to be a companion for him.
He bas tried to conquer prejudices—though, perhaps, T
should not call them so—for iy sake, and would have con-
cealed them but for an accident, We are not equals in the
world’s eyes; and I have not the right or heart to make his
life a martyrdom to my happiness.”

Kitty had already interrupted her more than once in the
course of her narrative; but now she exclaimed, with a
look of much astonishment, “ Not equals!i—Not equals I—
He must be proud husband indeed, Missy Ella, not to tink
you his equal—ay—1I tell you all about dat.”

“No, no, Kitty,” said Ella. “Let us quit this painful
subject; and do_you tell me all that has happened to your-
self, and how I chance to find you here, apparently free and
in comfort.”

Ktty did her best to give something like an intelligible
account of her adventures; but her story was both lengthy
and confused ; nor was it rendered very much more pellucid
by the peculiar phraseology of her race. The entrance of
Mvs. Ashmore, in the midst, caused her to stop in the detail ;
but that lady, ﬁndmg how she was occupied, bade her go
on, and often put in a word which helped her marvellously
forward.,

It seemed that Kitty, notwithstanding her formidable re-
sistance—* for I fight like a dragon, Missy Ella,” she said—
had been thrown into the boat, and carried off by Sparhawk

‘and ks erew to the ship, which was Iying in the mouth of the

bay. The anchor was immediately weighed, and the villains

-
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made all sail, Sparhawk laughing to scorn, in the speed of
his vessel, called the Falcon, all thought of pusuit. At first
Kitty was put in irons, although she was not otherwise par-
ticularly ill treated. Sparhawk indeed, swore at her often,
and questioned her, more than once, about some papers
which he said were in her old master’s house, muttering to
himself several times in her hearing, “I will have them, by
I shall lose the old man’s money, else.”

Kitty, however, where her affections were concerned,
was fully a match for Captain Sparhawk in point of cun-
ning; and she vowed and swore in the most determined
way, that she knew nothing of any papers that her poor
master had, and did not believe he had any, although
at the very time she had them herself, concealed in the
bosom of her high-necked gown. Sparhawk indeed never
thought of searching her person, for it seemed utterly im-
probable that she should have what he wanted in her pos-

session; and he steered direct for Charleston, without fear -

or hesitation, quite certain of arriving there, in his flect
craft; long before any intelligence of Keelsons murder could
be received. He had grown impudent, too, in crime; for
_ he had more than once before escaped punishment, when
the testimony against him was very strong. ‘

At the end of the second day Kitty was freed from

her irons, and then contrived to conceal the papers in a
more secure place; but she was fettered again on arriving
~ at Charleston, and. was left in the custody of the second in
command, while Sparhawk himself went on shore. The
subordinate paid very little atlention to her; and during the
- absence of the captain, several men came on hoard to dis-

charge the vessel of some goods—however obtained—which .

-

!
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formed the freight; and amongst these men, Kitty spied
out the half-breed, Simon, who had once, it seems, been her *
fellow-servant. A communication was soon establishéd be-

~ tween them ; and Kitty entreated him to write to Ella telling

her what had oceurred, and to take possession of the papers,
and keep them safely for her young mistress, He undertook
and performed both these.commissions, and moreover hung
about the ship, till Sparhawk returned late in the evening
with his uncle, Mr. Volney.

In the dusk of the hour, Simon endeavored to overhear
some part of the conversation between the worthy Sparhawk

~and his no less worthy uncle, in order to ascertain the pro-

bable fate of poor Kitty. He loarned little, however, catch-
ing mnothing but detached fragments of sentences, from

‘which he could only gather that a man had been killed by

Sparhawk in an attempt to execute some undertaking sug- -
gested to him by his uncle; and that the old man, furious
ab this untoward event, nsed very unmeasured language
to his beloved nephew, mingling no very christian threats
and reproaches with: various pious ¢jaculations, which found
themselves in strange company.

After a time, Kitty was removed to Mr. Volneys house,
where, boldly pronouncing her his slave, he kept her for
some weeks, pursuing a’curious and variable line of conduct
towards her, which soon showed the negress that he had some |

_ distinet object in view. At times he would be exceedingly

harsh and severe, at other moments, kind and familiar.
Gradually he softened more and more; binted that Kitty
might render him a great service: promised largely, all
sorts of things, but threatened terribly if she betrayed or
deceived him. He hesitated long before he would eome to
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the point ; but, at length, he scemed convinced that in the
affection of the old negress for her foster-child, he had a
hold upon her from which she could not escape ;. and he
promised her that, if she obeyed his directions to the letter
for one month, he would send her back at once to New
England and to Ella. Kitty shrewdly affected to jump at
the hope, saying she would do any thing for that, and that
she knew “Massa Volney too well to play de fool wid
him. ITe would have de marrow out of hier bones if she did.”
Then came the development of his object, which Kitty
was about to explain at length; but Mrs, Ashmore stopped
her, while a warm glow came over her faded but still beau-
tiful countenance. | i
“Never mind—never mind, just now, Kitty,” said the

lady. “The fact is, my dear,” she continued, addressing -

Ella, “this man is my attorney, and was for many years the
too much trusted agent of my laté husband. His general
conduct I have long suspected, and had made. up my mind
to discharge him, even before he endeavored, as this good
woman tells me, to induce her to work upon my fears,

by threats of very severe loss, for the purpose of obtain-

ing my consent to an impudent and knavish ‘project of
his, which he has entertained ever since my poor son'’s death,
and which T am not vain enough to misunderstand, not-
withstanding all his cajolery. Tt was only late last night
that Kitty told me the whole facts, and revealed to me the
purpose for which he had placed her here with me, declar-
ing that she was a runaway houseslave of my late hus-
band’s. My determination was soon taken, and your aryi-
val will only hasten its execution, as you will see, if you
will stay here with me for a few months.” ‘

T 2] 'y
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“ Ay,—but you do not know all Missy Ella’s story,” said
Kitty: “ Let her tell you, Missus.” ‘ ,

‘But Ella shook her head sadly. “I cannot—indeed I

cannot, just now.”

o “Well, T tell,” eried kitfy ” and in her own peculiar
Jargon, with her own peculiar comments, she related to Mrs,
Ashmore all that she had just heard from Ella herself. con-
cluding what she had to say, by exclaiming, “ But d’e pa-
pers is safe—de papers is safe—dey tell all”

“Ishould be very glad to sce them,” said Mrs, Ash-
more.  “ Where is this man Simon to be found 2"

“He down stairs,” eried Kitty, starting up. “I ole fool

not to tink of dat. Dare say got um in him pocket. He
find out from what ole Volney say, dat dey wort someting,
I go see—T go see;” and away she ran as fast as shbe
could go. ‘
. A few words of farther explanation in regard to Ella's
Journey, though she still shrunk from detail, took place be-
tween her and Mrs, Ashmore, duririg Kitty’s short absence.
Not more than three . minutes, however, elapsed before the
old negress returned, carrying in her hand a small packet—
too sn;fal], indeed, to seem of much vilue, which passing
Mis. Ashmore, she gave to her young mistress hers,elf.

Ella gazed upon it for a moment or two, in silence.
The .o1l1ter cover, though somewhat soiled from the maﬁy .
hands throngh which it had lately passed, was evidently

fresh. It was tied round with red tape, sealed with black
wax, and bore written upon it, in her father’s hand. © For
my dear Ella; when T am gone.” o, , l

The sight of her fathers writing, in those few  words
moved Ella greatly ; and it wds with a trembling hand thaiz |
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she cut the tape, and examined the contents of the pé.cket. |

They consisted of one parchment, not very large, old and
time-worn, and of two or three small papers, yellow with
"age, and bearing some writing, a good deal faded. The
first paper that Ella examined was a certificate of mairiage
celebrated in England in the year 17—, between one
Walter Ashmore and Ella D’Arcy. The next was an
attested extract from a parish register, of the ‘birth of
Ella Ashmore. The third, 1efemed to the same parties,
Walter Ashmore and his wife, and recorded the death
of the latter, some eighteen years before. When she
- had looked at these, Ella opened the top of the parch-
ment, without altogether unfolding it, but found still the
same name of Walter Ashmore connected with those of
several other persons, in regard to some property in South
Carolina. ‘She loocked bewildered at the document for a
moment ; and then raising her eyes to Mrs. Ashmore’s face
she said, “I do not understand these papers, at all; but
from what I see, they scem to belong to you, madam, ra-
ther than 1o me; aud they are sealed too, T perceive, with
a seal once belonging to your son, which was a present from
you to my father.

“ No—mno. Dey're your own, Missy Ella—dey're your
own,” eried Kitty. J

% Hush, my good woman,” said Mrs. Ashmme “ Will
you let me see the papers, my dear ¢’

Ella gave them into her hands, at once; and the oldel
lady, laying them down upon her knee, exammed them
one by one. The parchment, for a moment, she did not
open fully, any more than Ella had done, but merely looked
at the writing at the top, which she seemed to compre-
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hend at once. Then turning with 'a kindly smlle to Ella,
she said, “Kitty s right. These all belong to you, my
dear; though I ¥mow not why your father should have
thus inc]osed th&m—especially this last deed, which is of no
value, I believe. His only motive, indeed, could be—and
that undoubtedly svas a worthy one—to show you the dis-

_ tinguished {amilies, both in England and the United States,

from which you are descended.”

Ella’s heart began to beat so vehemently, that she
feared she should faint again; and all she eould say was,
“1 do not understand. How do these papers affect me ¥’

“Why, do you not know,” asked Mrs. Ashmore, ¢ that

_you are the daughter of this Walter Ashmore and Ella

D’Arcy, ‘the daughter of that Colonel I¥Arcy, who fought
here for the crown of England, in the war of the revolution,
and ravaged all the country round ? He was a merciless sol-
dier, but a gentleman, and the son of Earl D’Alcys
brother.”

“I¥" cried Ella; “Oh,no,no! I am the daughter of

_ Israel Keelson, and none othel I would be none other, for
all the rank and station in the world. My heart, my very

spirit, tells me I am his, in blood, as well as in love.”

She bent down her head, and wept; but Kitty ex-
claimed, “Yes, yes, you be, Missy Ella. Hinds daughter,
and Walter Ashmore’s, too.”

Mrs. Ashmore moved gently round to EHas side, laying
the papers on the table, and taking Ella’s hand in hers, she
said, “ Israel Keelson, and Walter Ashmore, were one and
the same person.  A: difference existed between your father
and your grandfather, for some years previous to the death

- of the latter, between whom, and my husband’s branch of*
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the house, there also existed, as I have before said, a some~
- what bitter foud. Your father offended his own parent
greatly, while travelling in Europe, by marrying the orphan
daughter of Colonel D’Arcy, who had sho®n himself such
an enemy to this country. She had nothing but her noble
blood, either, which was another offence ; for though your
father did not know it at the time, your grandfather had

coxopletely ruined his property—encumbered it to the full
extent of its value.” » :

« Then what relation was my father to you?’ asked
Ella, with her mind still confused.
~ “Your grandfather was my husband’s uncle,” replied
Mrs. Ashmore, “ and consequently your father was his first
cousin. Ybu yourself are now—since that fatal day-—my
late husband’s nearest surviving relation.” :

“ But how came my father,” asked Ella, “to change
his name and —"

T will explain it all, in ten words,” answered Mrs. Ash-
more. “Your father, who lived upon a small pittance
allowed him by his father, old Walter Ashmore, was sum-
mooned from Europe to attend him when he was dying ; but

he came only to find ruin, where he had expected prospenity. -

The mortgages had been foreclosed, and some bitter alterca-
tiops toek place between him and some other members of the
faraily, I believe. My husband, I am happy to say, took
no part in it; for, poor man, he was on his death-bed at
the time, and saw no one but Volney, his agent, and myself.
Walter Ashmore—that is your father—being a man of
strong and decided mind, determined, it would seem, af

once, to-hide his poverty in some distant place, and gain his -

Tivelihood\ by his own hands, To conceal himgelf the bet-
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ter, he assumed another name, He had been famious, from
?

his boyhood, for his skill in fishing; and I can just remem- (e
ber, when I was a little girl and we were all in our da,ysyf'vm'" e
, of prosperity andl affection, having been taken by him for a W

sall in the bay, in the beautiful boat which his father used
. to keep for him at Sullivan’s Island.  Aye, those were happy
days,” said Mrs. Ashmore, with a sigh.

o« However?” she continued, “ your father, as T'learn fron
Iutfay, who was the only servant he took with him,gzéh&e
what -hcftd been the amusement of his boyhood, for the
oele_lpat1on of his age. DBut why he should have preserved
this pf.uchment, I do not understand; for it refers o a.
plantation long passed from his father to my hushand, under
a mortgage sale. The other papers are necessar ,

‘ : to
your birth, and family.” ! f“‘“y e
She then ceased, and Ella remained silent; but Kitty ‘
seeme(% about to speak, when Mrs. Ashmore rose, and ap-
proaching the table, added, “ Let us see farther in regard

' to this deed. There may be something at the end;” and

ope,mng-it out completely, a small piece of paper in Keel-
son’s writing, fell from it to' the ground. |

- It was merely a very succinet account, addressed to his
daughter, of the facts which Mrs. Ashmore had alread
stated ; but at the end was written, “ Preserve this dees7
my child ; for, as you will see on reading it, my father dej
clared, solemnly, on his death-bed, that he paid the whole
money due upon the mortgages affecting thisp;roperty into
the h.ands of ?hat base knave, Volney, but that the re:zeipt,
promised to Bjé.:g,nt that same afternoon, was delayed under

pretence of -Ropfl” Ashmore’s illness. The deed may be
valueless to y4uias it has been to me; and my father’s de-

cliration, theugh the payment was witnessed, is of no
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‘% seffoct in law, the witness not having heard the specifie object
“Zifor which the money was given; but so long as you keep
' %1& deed, you will, I believe, keep up the claim.”

_Ella read the paper, and then handed it to Mis. Ash-
more, who, at the last words, turned pale. © He és a base
knave,” she said after a pause, “and most likely has pocketed

© the money without accounting for it. This is the meaning,
%by” she continued, ¢ of the sort of vague threats which
hé dout to me, through you, after having insulted me
by faneying that I would marry; in my old age, a cunning,

low-born fellow like himself. Let me see what the deed

says;” and turning to the end she read aloud a few words,
written in a very different hand from that in which the
document was engrossed, to the following efiect : '

« Memorandum.—I, Walter Ashmore, did pay to Rich-
ard Volney, agent of Mr. Roger Ashmore, on the third of
this month of August, in the year of our ‘Lord 17—, the
sum of sixty-five thousand dollars, being satisfaction in full,
of the sum borrowed by me on mortgage on the property
described within, with lawful inteiest for the same up to the
said third of Augnst, in the presence of Simon Hickman,
who testifies below. I make this memorandum, as I feel se-
riously ill, and because the said Volney, whom Iknow to bea
knave, after having promised to send e a receipt signed by
Mr. Roger Ashmore, the same evening, has put me off with

excuses for the last week, on account of my nephew's alleg-

ed illness. (Signed)

“ WALTER ASHMORE.

Underneath was written a memorandum, io the effect

that the payment of sixty-five thousand dollazs, to Mr. Vol-.

ney, had been made in the presence of Simon Hickman,
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but without one word to show, on the part of the witness
any knowledge of the object of the payment: )
All this, Mrs. Ashmore read aloud, and her proud lip, -

?

for a moment, curled with a good deal of scorn. «a”
* %

she said, at first, “so this, T suppose, is the foundation of
Volney's past fortune, and his present presumption, Doubt-
less he has pocketed the money. And yet, my hushand
was not 2man to be so deceived.—Stay—stay—1I remembé:
qui’ce.well, that in the executorial account there was tfle
sum; in ready money, of sixty-five thousand dollars, detach-
fad from all other sums, and without the source from’ whenee
1t proceeded being stated. They bought the Greenfield
plantation with it. Here Margaret—Johanna—one of you
—run up to the closet behind my bed-room, and bring me -

~ down the tin case standing there—the small one—the small

one, with white letters upon it.”

Mistress Ashmore had gone out of the room, to thé head
of the stairs, to give these orders, and Kitty took advantage
of ‘her.absence to nod her head kindly at Ella, saying, « f%ll
.gomn right, Missy, my dear bird—all goin right. ,'I‘ings

_come round—pend upon it.”

Mrs. Ashmore, when she entered, stood silent at the ta-

ble, looking neither at Ella nor at Kitty ; and at the end
of about two minutes, a fat negro girl, with a brilliant ban-'
danua handkerchief twisted around her head, brought down
a small tin case, not much larger than a ¢ash box, and plac- |

~ed iton the table. ,

“' Come hither,-my dear,” said Mis. Ashmore to Flla
2pen1ng the box with a key attached to her Watch-chaint
Thes? are the papers I found in my husband’s bed-room
aflte-r his death. I had not the heart to examine them ai,:
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that time, and put them in here, where they have remain-
ed forgotten ever since. He was a man of very regular
" habits in matters of business; and there may be something
here which will explain all this. Come here and see—I
have nothing to conceal”
Ella advanced to the table, and Mrs. Ashmore took out
one or two of the papers, examined them with a very grave
face, and laid them down. At length, however, she came
to an old memorandum book, opened it, and ran over the
leaves till an entry appeared, dated third of August 17—,
in the following words : “ Volney received sixty-five thousand
dollars from my uncle Walter, in discharge of mortgage
and interest. Ordered him to pay it into bank, to draw up

a receipt for my mgnatme and to have satisfaction piece

prepared.”
Underneath . was written, in blacker ink, “See bank
book, sixty-five thousand dollards paid in by Volney.”
Mis. Ashmore threw her arms round Ella, saying ear-
nestly, “You, and your poor father have been very much
wronged, my child ; but you see it has neither been by my hus-

band’s or my own act; and, to the utmost, I will make

you what amends can now be made.”

Almost at the same moment the black girl, who had
brought in the box, re-entered the room, and said, * Massa
Volney below Maum. I show him in little parlor.”

“TLet him wait,” said Mrs. Ashmore. “I will go to him

soon.”

“Simon Hickman below,” said Kitty, eagerly, but in a.

low tone—“he dat see de money paid—Simon Hickman, de

halfbreed—He can tell you much more of Master
Voiney.”

263
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“ Ah P said Mrs. Ashmore—* then we W]]l convict
him. Bring the man Simon into the great patlor, Kitty.

You, Ella my child, wait here, ill you hear me calling, "
Then come down at once,” 4

i
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CHAPTER XXIIL

As thistles wear the softest down,
To hide their prickles till they’re grown,
And then declare themselves, and tear
‘Whatever ventures to come nhear,
80 a smooth knave does greater feats,
Than cne that idly rails and threats.
BUTLER.

Wz must leave Ella to meditate in solitude over all that
had happened—no ! not to meditate—not even to think—
it was but to feel—to feel that a barrier was broken down
between her and happiness; that the dark circle of fate,
which had seemed to close her in on every side, had disap-
peared, as one of those mists which surronad 2 traveller
wandering in mountain regions, is dispelled when the sun
rises to his meridian, leaving scattered clouds, confusing all
the distant objects, but the ground on which he stands, elear,
and bright, and beautiful. Every thing beyond the point
of happiness at which she found herself was vague and in-
distinet, whirling, and, as it were, fanciful—hardly to be
comprehended, hardly to be undewstood. But that point
was all joy : the full light shone upon it, with one of the
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sun-bursts which, vare and far apart checker the cloudy
day of life.

In the mean time, Mrs. Ashmore descended the stairs,
close upon the steps of Kitty, and entered the large room
into which Ella had been taken on her first arrival. A
minute more, and Simon was in her presence, the doors

- closed, and nobody but Kitty, as a witness and participator

in the conversation that ensued. The interview was not. '
without its interest, and was very characteristic of all the
parties. But we are hurrying to the close of this tale, and -
must not pause upon such particulars, as all the informa-
tion derived from Simon Hickman will necessarily appear
in an after conversation.

At the end of about twenty minutes, Mrs, Ashmore re-
opened the door, and walked into a smaller room oppo--
site, while Simon and Kitty remained behind, ready to at-
tend her call if necessary. The worthy lady’s heart was
beating, but with no emotions of timidity or doubt. Hers -
was not a spirit to shrink or quail. She smoothed her
aspeet, however, assumed a sort of forced smile, and greet—
ed Mr. Volney pleasantly. *

“I have been somewhat engaged, Mr. Volney, and
have to apologize for keeping you waiting,” she said, in a
more conciliatory tone than she had lately employed to-.
wards the agent. “Some rather curious and unpleasant
things have occurred.”

“Oh, I can guess, my dear madam—I can guess,” re-
._.'ph-ed Mr. Volney, taking the chair to which Mrs. Ashmore
pointed. “I have seen a young woman myself this morn-
ing, who did- not think fit to tell her real business; but 1

~ean divine who she is, and what brought her; for she had

.12




286 ADRIAN | OR,

got that vagabond Simon Hickman, the half-breed, in the
carriage with her, trying to hide himself, He was young
Walter Ashmore’s servant for a long time in Europe, you
know, till that person could not afford to keep a man any
longer, and then he was’ sent back to old Walter, who
kept him about his house till his death. Now I warrant
you thisjs Walter's daughter, and she has come to declare,
from some papers she has got of her father’s, that the
mortgage was paid off; et cetera, et cetera, et cetera. That's
a stale trick. It was tred a long time ago by Walter
himself ; but I managed him, I managed him; and would
manage him again, or Lis daughter either—although,” he
added, in a low and confidential sort of tore, “she might
make something of it, and get up a very troublesome suit,
if the matter were not very properly handled. It was on
that account, my dear madam, that I ventured to presume
to be so bold, as to suggest that a union of interests and
exertions—" ' | a

Mirs. Ashmore waved her hand imperatively, and re-
plied, somewhat sternly, “ You mistake me, Mr. Volney.
You have indeed comprehended the object .of this young
woman; but I wish most decidedly to know, whether 1
shall be right in peremptorily rejecting her claim—whether
there is any ground for it?” o :

“ None in the world, my dear madam,” replied Mr
Volney, who, was rather troubled with a double game
and two distinct objects. < “ She might trouble you 2
great deal. She might even—for law is uncertain, unless
rightly handled—" o

Mrs. Ashmore waved her hand again.

“ Then the mortgage money was positively not paid to
Mr. Ashmore ” she said. |
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“T call Heaven to witness—!" exclaimed Mr. Volney,
who could be sanctimonious at times. &

But Mrs. Ashmore could bear no more. The warm
Southern blood rushed from her heart to her cheek, and
she exclaimed in a loud, sharp voice, * Hush !—Heave;:: has
been witness to too much, villain! How dare you sit'there
?efore me, and say that the money was not paid, when I
fm(f! a memorandum. in my husband’s own hand, not only
of its payment to you, but of his orders to give a receipt,
and to. have a satisfaction pieéci prepared———wher; the payj
ment is recorded in the bank book—when there are wit-
nesses to prove the payment of the very sum, Out upon

-~ you, kngve I 1 understand you now, to the heart, You
~concealed all this, to have a hold upon me, fancying I was

as .bage as yourself, You sent the black woman here to
insinuate you had power over my fortune, and could make
me a beggar, if I did not marry a low plebeian knave, the .-

son of a French usurer. But you are mistaken, man—you g

are mistaken ; I would do justice, if it cost me all I had:
Ella—Ella—Ella, my dear! Come down—come down ané
see this pale scotindrel trembling.” ,

‘ “My dear madam~-I beseech you!—I entreat 'you
Psten to reason !  You do not consider,” cried Mr. Volney’
I a tone of the utmost alarm and agitation,  The thlca,
Greenfield estate, now the best you possess I—and interest

on the money—the- back rents —The memorandum ma
be a forgery.” ’

. “Ellal Ella ! continued Mrs. Aéhmore, caliing from the
9 N

1100]10 . d‘ForgeryI ‘What! of a paper found by me in my
usband’s room, at his death, and never out

sion since ¥ : o poe
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At that moment, Ella entered the room; and both -

Kitty and the half-breed looked in at the door. Mr. Vol
ney seemed to gather himself up, as if for some determined
act, and stood before them, raised to his full height, with
his arms™folded on his chest, but winking his eyes even

more rapidly than usual, and with a nervous trembling of

the twitching lip, which betrayed more inward agitation
than he would have wished to show. '

“« Before you utter a word, madam,” he. exclaimed,
addressing Mrs, Ashmore, as soon as Ella entered, “let me
remind you that, by your own confession, you have been a
party to all that has taken place. You say you found the
paper in the room where your husband died, setting forth
such aud such facts, of which I know nothing.” |

«Hold thy peace, knave!” eried Mrs. Ashmore, with

“her eyes flashing ; « for my actions, I will be answerable to
. God, to this dear child, and to the whole world. 8o help
% me Heaven at my utmost need, as I never looked at one of
the papers in that box till the information brought me by
this poor girl recalled it to my mind! But now answer
one other thing, and answer truly; for I have learned more

than you imagine. Where is this girl’s father? He has .

disappeared '—where is he; 1 say ¢’

«T know nothing about him,” answered Volney.
« Nothing of my own knowledge; he became a. fisherinan,
they say, and was killed in some sort of riot.”

« Who told you that " asked Mrs. Ashmore, in a voiee
of thunder. “ Who killed him ¢ Was it not your nephev,
Sparhawk, that twice-tried pirate? Was it not he who did
both commit the deed, and tell his loving uncle? The con-
vorsation was overheard, man—at least, a part of it—2
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part well nigh sufficient to send you, too, to the gallows

Oh, I understand it all now—you wanted the papers, did
you t-—you wanted all the evidence in your own hands, to
work upon: my fears ¢ Fool, fool! have you known ’me
for fihufy years, and not known better 7 Go down for a
magistrate, Simon, I will have this business probed to the
'bi?ttom, and at least insure the arrest of ihat murderous vil-
lain, Sparhawl, who you say was hovering about the coast
not a week ago.” B ‘

Simon darted away, and Mr. Voln i
s he Qo | ey moved quietly to-

“Call in the servants, Kitty,” cried Mis. Ashmore, “IL.
shall not go.” "' . )
- “ Yo.u have no warrant to detain me? said Mr, Volne
i a quiet tone, though his face was deadly pale, ¢ Takz
care xfhat you do, madam. You have already given good
grounds for an action against you for slander. ¥
choose. to detain me by force, do it—do it! I have not
the. Jeast objection. But it must be by force, to make the
action lie. For all the calumnies you have u’ttéred against
e, may the Lord in his mercy forgive you ! ‘
“And may he punish you as you deserve” said Mis.
Ashmore. *] desire nothing better. But go—,go. I Wili

not break the 1 .
though aw myself. I will have yqu well watched

Mr. Volney walked calmly enough out of the room :
:;%31:1/1;:7 Aghmore following, gave some directions fo th(;
remaine.d ‘ln her return, sh.e seated herself by Ella, but
o stient for several minutes, endeavoring, apparently,
¢ recover her composure after the bumst of indignant pas-
ston to which she had given way, ' !

Jiy you i
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“ Now, my dear,” she said at length, “come and let us
have some fruit, and during this afternoon you shall tell
me all that has occurred to you since your father’s death,
You have no mother, my poor child ; but I will be a mo-
ther to you, and though sometlmes hot and passionate
enough, as you must have seen just now, I can be a kind
and indulgent mothet to a gentle thing like you. It has
pleased God, in his mysterious providence, that my own
dear child should be taken from me. I cannot do better
than make a child of poor Walter's.”

Though so different in many respects from any one she
had ever seen before, Ella had already discovered a gener-
ous, warm-hearted eandor in Mrs. - Ashmore’s character,

which won her heart and her confidence. She told her all;

with a frankness and minuteness that she could not have
conceived possible towards any one, some days before. The
 effect was somewhat different in minute points from that

which Ella might have anticipated, Though Mis, Ash-
more sympathxzed with, and felt for Ella much, she seemed

to enter into—nay to share the prejudices—if we must call
them so—of Adrian Brewerton to the fullest extent; and

yet she praised highly his -young wife’s conduct in leav--

ing him, when she fancied herself the daughter of Israel
Keelson, the New England fisherman, declaring it the
only course to be pursued in such delicate and pamful
" cireumstances. .

“You know he is of the same farm]y mth ourselves,”
said Mrs. Ashmore. © A fourth cousin by the father’s side,
and descended from a noble family in England. But all

~ difficulties—all obstructions to your happiness—are remov-
ed now, my child. Your duty is, to fly to your husband,
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as soon a8 you have had time for repose, and some of my
servants shall accompany you. I must remain for a while
to unravel this affair with the knave Voluey; but I will
follow you as soon. as circumstances will permit me to leave
this state, and you and your Adrian shall be my children.”

So was it arranged, and like few other plyns, the scheme
was executed, at least up to a certain point.
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CHAPTER XXIV.

Now sits expectation in the air
And hides a sword.
SHAKESPEARE, - * Henry V.

Wank the events which we have just recorded, were passing
in a far distant part of the country, Charles Selden was the

only visitor who presumed to intrude upon Adrian’s melan-
choly mansion ; nor ‘indeed would any other person have

been received. A change had certainly come over Adrian
- since his conversation on the hill side. He had now hope;
and his mind was at one with itsclf on a subject which be-
fore he had almost dreaded to think of But still there
was the melancholy of impatience and uncertainty; and he
could not have borne the society of ordinary and indifferent
persons. oo
Charles Selden’s presence, however, seemed always a
relief to his friend, if nothing more, and though the name
of Ella, by a sort of tacit understanding between them, was
rarely if ever mentioned, yet Adrian was easily persuaded
to wait for a reasonable time after the period at which his
last letter could reach Baltimore, before he took any farther
steps to recall his beloved wife to the home she had left deso-
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late. Continually, however, he tormented himself, not alone
with unavailing and selfish regrets for her absence, but with
fears also for her safety, and painful imaginings of all the,
possible evils that might befull her, and all the angmsh she
might suffer.

Nevertheless, Charles Selden’s frequent vigits were a re-
lief, as we have- said, although there was something in the
positive, practical character of the young physician, so entirely

out of harmony with the morbid sensitiveness which charac-

terzed Adrian, especially at this period, that there grew up
between them, we must not say an estrangement, but a re-
serve. Adrian hesitated to communicate to his friend all the
miserable feelings that overwhelmed him-—the fears—the
selfreproach~-the occasional fits of despair, Charles Selden,
on his part, véfrained through delicacy from seeking a eon-
fidence which was withheld from him on motives which,
however incorrectly applied, he perfectly understood.

There was something strange abgut Charles Selden too,
at this time, His visits were never of long duration, though .
often repeated ; and he was full of whims—Adrian sometimes
thought affectedly so, although he was not one to attribute
bad matives, and fancied that his companjon’s object might
be to divert his thoughts from himself,© Occasionally Sel-
den would quarrel with his dinner, declare that the fowl
upon the table must be the progenitor of all fowls, or that
the butcher must have mistaken a horse for an ox when he
slaughtered the beef. He complained bitterly of our friend
the stage-driver, asserted that his vehicle must have been
formed with the express intention of furnishing surgical
cases to the hgspital, and was therefore very unfit for a
surgeon to enter. A world of other grumbling did he make,
and that in a serious tone, though with somewhat trite

12%

i
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jocularity. Indeed his manner was never gay, or even cheer-
ful, although there was a certain sort of bright eagerness
about it, which Advian tolerated better than he could have
borne merriment. He generally remained but one night, and
veturned to town on the following morning, and one piece
of whimsicality he always showed. He had a strange fan-
cy—in regard to which Adrian neither offered opposition or
asked for explanation—never to sleep twice m the same
room; and a little sort of folding-bed, which had been
bought for Ruth, was moved about from chamber to cham-
ber to suit his caprice, much to the annoyance of the old

gardener, who grumbled excessively at what he called “the

maggots of Mr. Selden

Adrian might have wondered at tliis singular freak had
it not been one of many, although his mind, indeed, was not
in a condition to interést itself about trifles. As it was, he
merely ordered the gardener to follow Mr. Selden’s wishes,
and thought no mefe about it. The only thing which
_Adrian remarked particularly, was, that on the morning
of each departure, Charles appeared peculiarly dull and
thoughtful; and the young husband with his mind full of

Ella, could not help fancying that his friend, each time he

came, expected to find her returned.

One morning, when time had run on till expectation had
become an anguish, the two friends were seated uat breakfast :
Adrisn silent and thoughtful, and Chéles with more than
he had lately shown of that‘quiet cheerfulness which had
been common to him in earlier days, and which became him
much better than his more boisterous moods. Xver since
misfortune had befallen Adrian, Charles had displayed to-
wards him, except when affected by one of the whims we
have just mentioned, a peculiar tenderness—a tenderness 1

\ 5
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the: tones of the voice, and in the expression of the counte-
nance, which seemed to imply a conviction that his sympa-
thy would be more acceptable to his fiiend in that form than:
if shaped into words. On the present occasion, however

there was a perceptible change in his manner. It was kindf

- and quiet; but when he spoke, which was not frequently—for

he seemed much taken up with reflections of his own—thers
was a peculiar tone of earnest confidence in his voice: and-
for the first time, he alluded frankly to his own capri::es in
regard to his sleeping room, '
) « ('Ipon my woid, Adrian,” he sai@l, after a long silence,
I believe I am a great deal better acquainted with your
houIse than you are yourself. You are like one of those
Italian princes who, ‘moved by poverty, confine themselves
to one poor corner of their ancestral palaces, and let out the
rest to strangers. There is this difference, indeed ; they
Fake to their garrets from necessity: you shut yourself up
In your state apartments from choi_fqe. But at all events
I cannot help wondering - that you have so littls curiosit);
about your own property. Now, I will venture to say jro'u
have never been inside one half of the rooms in your own
house.” . ' ‘

o “I plead gui!ty,” replied Adrian in an indifferent tone.
tecollect having once determined to make a regular
voyage of discovery through the old place, and to have
every thing put in fepair—but other circumstances inter-
vened,” he added, with a deep sigh, “and it was never

done” S

“ Well, well,” answered Charles Selden; ¢ you have not
lost much by the omission of the visit. At least, you would
have been sadly disappointed if you had any expectation
of acc@entally coming upon elegant chambers, or quaint
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decorations. The original proprietor seems to have ex-
hausted both his ambition and his genius for display upon
that famous fresco, which, in its prime, must have been
the glory of the province,”

“1 dare say it was,” answered Adrian; and fell into

thought again. ' _ & ‘
The conversation dropped there, and soon after Charles
Selden rose to go. “I fear,” he said as they parted,
“that I shall not be able fo visit you again for several
days. T have business in town which will confine me
amongst houses and colleges, I cannot say how long. I
always come, you know, my dear Adrian, like a thief in

the night; and I will retwrn whenever I can, of at any .

hour—determined to. fancy myself welcome, whether I am
so or not.” o

Adrian pressed his friend’s hand warmly, but did not
spesk; and the young physician set out on his home-
ward journey at a rapid pace. He continued for a short
time fo pursue the path towards the high road to the town;
but suddenly, when some way over the hills, he turned to
the left and took the direction of the bay. It was still what
we should now call early in the morning when he reached
the little cluster of fishermen’s huts and, advancing to the
one occupied by DBen. Herring, knocked sharply at the
door. )

The master of the house was out; but his wife said, as - -

the weather threatened a storm he had not gone to sea, and
would probably be found upon the beach with the other
men mending their nets.” There, and in that occupation,
Charles Selden found him.

“I am glad to see you, my good friend,” said Selden,
shaking him by the hand. “Ishould like to have a few
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minutes’ private conversation with you, if you can spare the
time.” '

Thus saying, he drew him to a little distance from the
rest, exciting some curiosity- amo,ngst' the other fishermen,
most of whom recognizéd him, although he had no recollec-
tion of any of them. , -

“Tt must.Be something about old Keelson's affairs,”
whispered one -to another. “That is the gentleman who
came down with Mr, Brewerton on the night of the murder.”

A few more observations of the same kind passed, and
they resumed.their work again, »

In the mean while Charles Selden and Herring had
walked up and down the beach at some little distance, in
very earnest conversation. At length Herring replied to
somefthingtwhiéh the other had said, “I have not seen her
myself; but one of us—who was not at home that same
night, and has beena good deal away lately, deep-sea fish-

_ing—tells me that he has noticed a suspicious-looking craft
‘upon the coast—I think he said twice, By his account of

her, it ought to be the same; a long, black-looking devil
sitting close to the water, very rakishly rigged, and with
spars so fine you would think they would stand nothing at all.

- She was backing and filling as if coming up the harbor,

but presently she put about again, and stood out to sea.
She has never come in, that's certain, or.you would have
heard of it long ago, as I promised. 1 have had a sharp
look-out kept night and day.”

Charles Selden mused for a moment in silence, and
then said, as if speaking to himself, “It is as I thought.”—
“Listen to me, Herring,®e continued. “You are a man 1

can trst; but I am a Jittle afraid of the indiscretion of your
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companions, The least appearance of unusual precaution,

or watching, would spoil all. This villain, Sparhawk, will
return, and that probably ere long—he must return—of that
I feel assured.” I will make arrangements immediately to
have a watch placed at the light-house, in ,ordefr that intelli-
gence may be conveyed to me the moment he approach-
es the coast. Now it will be easy for the messenger,
whom I will station there, to pass by your bouse on his
way to the town. We must guard against the news,
however, spreading to others; and I will direct the man
to leave meyily a card with- my name written upon it,
at your door, which will be a signal for you to come up
to consult with me on the next step, without a moment’s
loss of time. Only be very cautious, and let f}ot a word of
our plans eseape to your companions. 1 know that your
friendship for the poor old man will not permit you to hesi-
tate in aiding my efforts to bring his cowardly' murderer to

punishment; and for your loss of time, I will see that you -

have compensation.”

- “No,sir! no!” rephed Hemng “Ido not want to be
paid for doing my duty. Besides, I owed a good deal to poor
Mr. Keelson, and have plenty of motives, without the hope
of gain, to make me stand by you in this matter. Make

your mind easy; I will not say a word to -any one &ill it is -

needful, and rest assured, that whenever you see your
messenger, I shall not be very far behind him, A stout
arm can row & boat almost as fast as an ordinary horse can
travel.”

After a few words more, and another warning to be
cautious, Charles Selden shook hillr companion by the hand,
and walked away rapidly along the shore, in the diree-
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tion of the light-house. There he seemed to meet with no
great satisfaction ; for there was some disappointment in
his face when he turned his steps towards the town, and
upon his arrival, instead of proceeding to his chambers,[-
he went at once in quest of the authorities. It was a long
time before he could find any of the superior functiona-
ries, their only locum fenens in the police department, for
the moment, belng a red-faced citizen, who united to the
employment of guardian of the public peace, the more pro--

fitable calling of the hammer and last.

At length, however, his honor the mayor appeared-—
a worthy gentleman, of nio great force of character, who had
probably been elevated to his high ecivic functloﬁs rather
on account of what he had not done, than what he had. -
In more recent times, negative qualifications have some-
times led to even higher offices. To him Charles Selden
proceeded to state at once the business which had brought
him thither,

“ Doubtless, sir,” he sald “all the circumstances at-
tending the murde1 of the poor fisherman, Israel Keelson,

- are fresh in your mind; and you will recollect, that in a

private interview I had with you after my examination I
stated that the murderer had set a trap for himself in

which he might yet be caught, although he uufortunately
escaped for the time, notwithstanding the reward offered
for his apprehension.” '

“T remember—I remember perfectly well,” 1ephed the

. mayor. “ You were somewhat mysterious, my dear sir; but

as I'make no pretenmons to .be-a resolver of riddles, I left
time to develop what you hinted at: but as to the trap,
have you found it out? If you have, I hope it is well
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baited, for depend upon it this is an old bird, and will not
be taken with chafl.” |

«T have at least made a discovery of sonqe importance,
which I have come to communicate to your honor without a
moment’s delay,” replied Charles Selden. ¢ You may remein-
ber that in my evidence before the coroner, I gave a some-
what lengthy detail of the circumstances whlch had brought
myself and my friend Adrian Brewerton to the scene of the
murder at the very time it took place—how, {vhile chatting
torether late at night, we had been startled by noises in
Brewerton’s house—how we had discovered two men there-
in, who were proved to belong to the band of smugglers, or
pirates, who committed the outrage, and how we- pursued
#them actually into Keelson’s cottage. No doubt remained
upon my mind that these two men had eome'to remove

some of their plunder, or their smuggled . 'goods from a.

place in which they had deposited it, and that they were
surprised by us before they had effected their object—
though, as the hour was late, they doubtless supposed that
the whole of Adrian’s little household had retired to rest.
I resolved to do all in my power to discover their hiding-
place, and have mnever ceased my efforts. . Now the house
is a large, old, rambling house, full of unnecessary staircases
and passages without object, and has never been above gne-
third inhabited since my friend bought it. Thus I have had
many difficulties, and have been forced to assume a strange
sort of caprice and whimsieality of conduet, which no one
would have tolerated but such a man as Brewerton, chang-
ing my room continually without apparent cause, and play-
ing a thousand tricks of the same kind to accomplish my
purpose, without letting any one know what I was about.”
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The mayor took out his wateh, thinking of various com-
forts and conveniences in his own home, and Charles Selden
proceeded, saying, “I will not detain you farther with any
long details,. Suffice it, that T have at length discovered a
sort of Iumber room, which for a long time escaped my at- .
tention, communicating, by a concealed door, with a long
passage, and a back staircase, and I have no earthly doubt
that this is—

“ The trap——-—the trap I” said the mayor.

“TExactly,” replied Charles Selden. “This large old,
rambling house had been unoccupied for many years when
it was purchased by the present proprietor. It stands,
isolated from any other dwelling, at a convenient distance
from' the coast, which is reached by a dreary road very
rarely travelled, and it is quite clear that these scoundrels
have been, for years, in the habit of making it a place of
deposit for their most valuable goods, being I have not the
slightest doubt in strict alliance with an old villain who
used to hang about the place, and whom my friend has
lately taken into his service as garddler”

“But the bait!—the bait!” cried the mayor. “ You
may have found the trap, but if it be unbaited, depend

“upon it the rats will not come near it.”

“T have found the bait too,” answered ®harles Selden.
“The large open fire-place in the room which I have men-
tioned, was covered over with a well- ﬁtting wooden fire-
board. This fire-board, after searching every other part of
the room; I removed, and found behind it two small chests,
or boxes, made of some hard Spanish wood, and hooped
with iron,”

“What did they contain®” asked the mayor. “They "
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may be merely some artlcles left behind by the former .

proprietor.”
“7 think not,” rephed Charles Selden, ‘f They are by

no means very antique in their appearance, and, for their.

size, are exceedingly weighty, chinking too with a metallic
sound when they are moved. It is true I did not open
them; for I-conceived that to do so wouid require the
strong key of the law in your honor’s possesswn but I feel
quite sure that no one would think of packing up ¢ld iron
ot old copper in two such very secure receptdcles; and, in
short, am convinced that they contam, if not com, articles of
very great value? S

« Right—right 7" said the mayor. I thinkr you are
quite right. But what is it you WlSh meto do? To go and
examine these boxes ¢

“ By no means, at present,” answered Selden “The

old gardener, if he be what I suspect, would take care to

warn his confederates. I myself restored evel‘y thing in the
room to the precise condition in which I found it, in the

hope that these boxes#iay prove a bait, as your honor wit- ‘

tily terms it. The leader of these men I know to be as
bold as he is unscrupulous: I have aacertamed that his

vessel has been recently hovering upon the coast; and I am -

quite sure th#® he will not abandon these goods, without

making an effort to carry them off, as soon as he thinks he.

can do so in safety. The very danger of |the enterprise

will probably be an inducement to him to be present him

self ; and with proper aid.I will undertake td capture him,

It would take up too much of your Valuable‘tlme to watchl

as I will watch.”
“The truth is, I am exceedingly busy at present,”
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gaid the mayor, “and ecould hardiy give the matter the
attention it deserves, “What have you to propose, my young
friend ¥’ '

“The first thing I wish is to station two men in the
light-house at the mouth of the harbor” replied Charles
Selden, “I will provide them with a glass, and pay all
their expenses, as well .as furnish them with a horse, in
order to convey any intelligence rapidly. ‘But the people
at the light-house made some difficulties, as I spoke to
them without aut,hority;‘ and what I have first to ask,
is, that your honor will procure me the necessary permis-
sion from the federal authorities to place the men in the
light-house, as you will at once see that it is absolutely
necessary we should be instantly informed of the arrival .
of the murderer in these waters.. All that I have further to
request, is, that you will detail four of your best officers to
be at my orders whenever I call upon them; and if I do
not capture this man, he will either capture or kill me. I
have, indeed, to beg that you will excuse me for mesuﬁling
so far to trench upon the peculiar privileges of your office ;
but the circumstances will, I"am convinced, justify both
your honor in granting my request, and me in making it.”

The magor loved not night expeditions—did not feel
at all bound to capture pirates with his ‘own hands—had
no officers of peculiarly great stl-ategetic'powe"f's—had much
reverence for Charles Selden’s abilities in that sort; and

‘however much he might respect persons who had a call

to encounter dedth and wounds in a good eause, preferred
his fire-side and his easy chair, to onerous responsibilities,
and perilous enterprises. As society was constituted at that

time, he ‘might have found himself in some sort bound to
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do something towards the capture of the pirates in his own
person, if.he had not found a volunteer deputy ; but under
the circumstances, he contented himself with a, few formal
objections,. easily removed, and then aeceded to all that
Charles Selden wished. “I must make youla constable
for the nonce,” he said, langhing, “ and then I can invest

you with plenary power over the men. But w111 four be

. enough ¥’ ®

“ Quite,” rephed Charles Selden «T shall‘ make five:
we will go weh armed; and I have also a l;ttle plan of
ambuscade.” . i

_Thus all was arranged: permission was readily obtained

from the federal authorities to place watchers :at the light-

house ; four resolute men were warned to be in readiness -

at a moment’s warning, and to put themselves under
Charles Selden’s orders whenever called upon; and several
other minor matters were settled, to ensure sqccess to his
undertaking.

The gnurder of old Keelson had produced a deep and
lasting impression in the little town. Such !enmes were
_ happily then of rare occurrence, and all felt ankious for the
punishment of the offenders. Selden had reason to believe
that this anxiety was shared by the men placed under his
command ; he knew that he could confide in their courage,
and he placed some reliance on the fact that a reward,
large for the times, hiad been offered for-the arrest of Keel-
son’s murderer, the chance of ‘participating in which would,
he felt confident, be no slight incentive to exertion with his
four subordinates. '

- A week elapsed after Selden’s interview with the mayor;
and during all that time the young physician had not returned
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to visit his friend, who was still completely ignorant of his
suspicions, and*the preparations he had made. No farther
intelligence was receivltl of the piratical vessel; and Charles
Selden was beginning to think he had been deceived, when
one evening, just as day was.closing, with a dense sea fog”
rolling up over the town, he was startled from the perusal
of some miedical treatise by a heavy step approaching
the door of his chamber. Immediately after, 2 loud, im-
patient knock echoed through the silent building, and the
next moment one of his messengers from the light-house
stood before him. : ..

“She's come at last !” exclaimed the man, WhO had
evidently ridden hard, “8She’s standing ihshore, a little to
the northward of the point. There was a thick fog all the

. afternoon; but a sudden gust blew it off for a moment,

and I got a glimpse of her black hull and rakish masts,
about which there’s no mistake.” He was proceeding with
his account, when Ben Ierring, the fisherman, entered the
room without ceremony. All were too ager to speak
much, so that the eonsultation, if it could so be called, in

* which Charles Selden took upon him to direct, was very

brief,

“The villain will not land inside the bay,” said Charles
to Herring, after asking a few. questions of the messenger.
“He is too shrewd a rogue for that. You had better run

‘down at once to the light-honse, demand admission in my

hame, and watch the movements of the pirates. Should”

‘they land, as I expect, beyond the point to the east, re-
.- main perfectly quiet till they are ashore, and have left their

boats. Then collect the largest force you can, and cut oﬁ' :
then' retreat, if they escape towards the sea. But be care—
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ful that all is done with as Jittle noise and confusion as pos-
sible.” '

“« He'll not- be able to see thef from the light-house,”

said the messenger. “By this time it’s as thlck as chow-
- der” 3

“ Never you mind,” replied Herring, “Tll find a way to
see them, depend upon it;” and away he‘ went, never
questioning Charles Selden’s authority to co%nmand him,
and determined to perform well the duty asmgned him;
although he was not apparently altogether satwﬁed with =o
subordinate a part. |

The messenger was immediately sent to direct the four
men who were to accompany the young physician, fo meet
hip in fifteen minutes at a point a little beyond the limits of

the town; and Charles Selden, arming himself w1th abrace of

loaded pistols and a stout stick, or rather club, drew a great-
coat over all, and hurried away to the only'place in the
town wWhere carriages were to be procured. He slackened
his pace after a little time, indeed, not to draw attention
to himself, although hurry might be reasonably excused in
a physician.

At the stables he ordered a pair of horses to be harnessed
to a four-seated vehicle standing near, which was provided
with leathern curtains, destined to serve in hxs case 4s pro-
tection against curiosity instead of the weather. ' Declining the
gervices of a driver, he mounted the box himself and drove
~ off in the direction of the place of rendezvous.

‘He was the first on the ground, however, The messen-
=_ g%i hhd not found the men together. They had to be
il yhit for, each at his own particular place of business ; for

i of them confined themselves exeluswely to the service
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of the State; and when they had been successively summon-

ed, it required no little time for each to prepare and arm
himself, although they had been directed to be 1eady at a
moment’s warning.

In this way an hour was lostbefore the Whole party had
assembled at the place of meeting, and Charles Selden,
cool and collected as he usually was, had grown exceed-
ingly impatient, and even nervous, before the Jast of the
men came up. Then, however, all was alacrity: the car-
riage received its burden: one of the officers took the reins
after Charles had given his directions, and all five started
together on the way towards the old hougé, There was but
littlo conversation on the road, though in few words Charles
explained to his companions as much of his plan as he thought
necessary. But theway was long, the road rough and dif-
fieult, and, in the darkness, the time scemed interminable
before they reached an old deserted barn which had been
attached to a farm-house, bumned about a year and a half
before, whence theit journey was to be continued on foot.
It stood on the left of the road, just on the western brow of
some hilly ground which intervened between the highway
and Adrian’s house; and here the carriage was driven
directly into the barn, and the horses taken out and secured.

- Rapidly but quietly, the little band traversed the hills and
descended into the valley where the:old house stood. The
fog was not so thick here as in the town; but it was sufficient
to afford some concealment; and one by one the men glided

‘unperceived into the grass-grown court at the back of the
__ bulldmg, where thestopped for a moment to reeonnoltrq;.;;,--=i:.;

There was no Light to be seen, ‘excepting a faint gleamifrom |
the kitchen window. —They listenied, but there was no séu”hd ;o
all was silent in that dull chilly mght
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The leader of the party determined to 0m1t| no precaun-
tion, however; and directing his eompamons in & whisper,
to take off their shoes, and follow him in a moment, he
opened the door, and entered the kitchen as noiselessly as
possible.

A Tigited lantern was burning dimly on the table, and
old Palham, the gardener, was faintly seen, in the partial
obscurity, seated in a distant corner, dozing in a chair. He

woke up instantly, however, saying, with the fumes of sleep

still in his head, “ All right, my mates, He’s been in bed
this half hour,” '

The mext instant he turned deadly pale as he beheld
Charles, and he faltered forth, “Ah M1 Selden! is that
you §”

The young physician Walked rapidly but quietly up to
him, laid his hand upon his collar, and put a cocked pistol
to his head.

“Not a word,” he said, in a a low tone, “or you arve 4
dead man ! -

By this time the four officers were in the room; and
Palham, trembling like an aspen leaf, did the wisest thing
possible in the circumstances and remained profoundly
silent.

«Tknow all” said Charles, “so place yourself between
two of these constables—one before, and the other after—
and follow me up the little staircase to the great corridor,
on the second floor.”

The man looked towards the hntem but Charles nod-
ded to him, with a significant smile; ggying, “ We shall not
need it—1I am provided. We will leave that for the friends
yoli. expected. Take off his ‘shoes.”

Whlle the officers were employed ashe dlrected Charles
-
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drew a dark lantern from his pocket, lighted it at that

which stood on the table, and led the way up the kitchen

staircase, with a perfect knowledge of all the turnings and
windings of the house.

All was clear and silent ; but each man carried & Pistol

“in his hand, although Challes Selden had gathered from the

gardener’s first exclamatior, that, according to Lis wish, he -

had arrived before the pirates. When they had reached
the corridor above, he opened the door of one of the rooms
in which he had slept, and pushed Palham in, saying,

“There ! —stay you there. I know that there is no other ‘

door, so if you want to escape you must-jump out of the

window—and I faney that you value your precious neck -

1t{oo much for that Here there is luckily both alock and a
ey, ” . :

Having made the door fast, he led the way, in the same

© quiet manner, nearly to the end of the corridor, where, in

front, there was a large window locking upon the trées before
the house, and on the right hand, a stout upright or post of
oak, near which the young gentleman stopped. Thrusting his
fingers into a crack behind the post, he suddenly pulled back
a door, turning the light of his lantern into the room, not
yet quite assured that there might not be persons conqedled
there.

But the ‘chamber was vacant of any living thing ; and
all that it now presented to the eye, at the first glance, was a
quantity of old and damaged furniture, broken chairs and
tables, a lom'-sﬂent spinning wheel, and the cradle of a
child, who fxad probably long before grown up to manhood,
or passed into the quiet grave. |

A tallow candle, however, now extinguished, but which -

had burned low in the socket of a bra,ss candlestick,
13 :
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soemed to show that somcbody had been thore lately—
certainly since Charles had last visited the room. A new
doubt sprang up in his mind notwithstanding the half-sleep-
ing words of old Palham ; and walking to the fire-place, he
drew back the board ; but the two iron-bound chests were
still there, precisely as he had left them. Te then put the
board up in its place again, and proceeded to station his
men on the right and left of the door, concealing them as

well as he could behind the various pieces of old furniture

with which the room abounded.
A sileht pause succeeded, during which, it were vain to
tell the reader, there were no beating hearts within that

chamber, brave as was every man there present.

THE CLOUDS OF THE MIND,

' CHAPTER XXV,

Queen. What, must we part already ?
Ulysse?s. For z moﬁzent,
Like waves divided by the gliding bark,
That meet again, and mingle as before, i
Rows. “Tlyssss”

Ir was about half-past eleven o'clock at night, and Adrian

- Brewerton was in bed, but not asleep; for sleep had be-
- come very strange to him; and yet he had retired to rest

fa:;iez' foir some weeks than usual. Tt was not from lassi-
ude of ‘body; for he 'was strong and vigorous as ever.

It w ¢ i w
as not from lassﬂ;ude of lllilld; for thought as
: =

‘fﬁOtrTfed for many hows after he laid his head upon
fm? C};; ow, It was rather that he might think more pro-
ndly.  Before night actually came, he was tired of the

‘ .i;glg: the objects around him seemed to distract his at-
tention from those subjects on which he desired to fix it: he

wish];d to shut out all things but the image of Ella
. he:;‘ay there,‘ in deep meditation, with his arm under
» and a flint and steel by the bed-side, with which
4 g ¥

‘when reflecti ' i
_ ction became too painful, as was sometimes the

case, hy i i
%8, he would strike a light, and try to read himself to sleep

. 2
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That night was an exceedingly quiet one: the heavy fog
ceomed to have stilled all sounds—even the insect voices,
so garrulous during the darkness in America, were hushed.
No wind even whispered through the branches of the
trees; and the heavy fall of the waves upon the beach,
often heard when a gale was blowing, was silent now.

Suddenly, Adrian thought he heard a slight noise coming
from the eastern side of the house, but not within it ; a noise’
as if quick but cautious foot-falls were passing into the
garden, Then again all was still near the house, but from.
a considerable distance on the other side, towards the high
road, and in the direction of the bye-way, which afforded
the only means of communication for cart or wagon with
the town, came a sound as if of rolling wheels, to which Adrian,
with bis attention now roused, listened for a moment or
two.

“«Tt must be on the high road,” he thought. “In stilly
nights ke this one hears an immense distance.”

He was turning to other thoughts again, when the

nearer noises were renewed. They seemed now actually in

the house—footsteps, and even a murmur, as if of volces.

Adrian started up: “I will put an end to this” he
said; and striking a light, he partly dressed himself, listen-
ing from time to time. For a few moments he heard the foot-
steps distinctly, apparently walking directly overhead. Dut
the murmur of voices had ceased. In a moment more
all was quiet again; but Adrian approached a bureau, and
took out a brace of pistols, which he had lately bought,
loaded them carefully, and tying a silk handkerchief round
his waist, thrust them into it as a sort of belt.

% Those who have gone up must come down,” he said
to himself; “ and this time they shall not escape.” He

1
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then took up the light, issued forth from his room, and de-
scended the great staircase. ’

Not far'from the bottom were the doots of the two
large rooms which we have often mentioned, and at the side
of the stairs, the passage leading away towards the kitchen
Adrian hesitated at the foot of the steps which way he shou]d:
turn; butsaying to himself, “ We will have lights enough,” he

" entered the panelled room wherehe had been sitting before

he went"to bed, and was lighting the two extinguished can-
dles upon the table, when suddenly there was a louder and
more distinet noise than before coming from the back part
of the premises. C !
- 'I:hey have escaped me " he thought ; but then came
the noise of foot-falls mounting some steps, apparently so
near, that Adrian fancied they must be upon the g’vl'eat
staircase and looked out. All was vacant and sfill there
however ;. but the sound of steps ascending continued fo;
a moment or two longer, and was then heard above. There
seemed to be no great desire of concealment, either. The
tread was heavy, and there were evidentfy several persons
walking deliberately along, ‘
“ A fresh party I” said Adrian. “Their numbers make
them impudent. They have the odds; but never mind I”
He paused for an instant in thought. But nothing had
yet been heard of Ella : there was that sort of despairing feel-
ing about his heart, which long uncertainty and the daily de-
cay of hopes always generate. Life seemed to have lost its
ralue.' -He cared not what became of him ; and taking a
light in' one hand, with a pistol in- the other, he walked

- straight on towards the kitchen.

. As he a.pproached, all was still; and he laid out his lit-
e scheme in his mind, to attack the men as they came
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down the narrow staircase, thinking that his pistols would
do for two, and that he should find some weapon, a cleaver,
or a large knife, with which he might deal with the re-
mainder. : 7

Nevertheless, not to be without some precaution, he ap-
proached the kitchen door very quietly, and as 1t was ajar,
saw that there was a light within. He pushed it gently
open; but it creaked vilely, aud Adrian had just time to per-
ceive a man standing in the kitchen, dlose to the foot of the
stairs, in a listening attitude, when the stranger turned
round, and he beheld the features of Sparhawk. |

Without a moment’s hesitation—without consideration,
doubt, or pity—but as instinctively as if he had seen a tiger
in his path, Adrian levelled his pistol, and fired. But the
ball did not take fulleffect. It cut the pirate’s cheek to the
bone, and ran along the temple, but did no farther injury;
and in an instant Sparhawk sprang upon his adversary with
the leap of a tiger.

Adrian dropped the caundle, and strove to reach the
other pistol; but the powerful grasp of the pirate, upon his
throat and right arm, frustrated all his efforts ; and he too

clutched his antagonist in a fierce and deathly stroggle. -

At the same time, there were loud sounds above, shout-
ing voices, and pistol shots; and Sparhawk, with a fearful
oath, muttered even while he tugged with his opponent,

«T am betrayed! but I'll sell life dearly!” \
Adrian was powerful, far taller than his adversary, and

in boyhood practised in wrestling; but Sparhawk’s compact

strength was tremendous; and, nearly matched in advan-

tages, the conflict was veryequal. For several minutes they
reeled, they struggled, they swayed to and fro, with their
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fierce and ghasﬁly faces glaring into each other by the dim

- Light of the lantern still burning on the table. Now they

tried to reach their pistols; now each strove to throw the
f)ther down ; now the#fingers pressad tighter ou the throat
in their grasp; and all the while, Adrian felt the warm
blood flowing from his enemy’s face, and trickling on his
hand. - :

There was a sound of running feet above : there was the
rush of carriage wheels without : there was a loud knock-
ing at the front door; but neither Adrian nor Sparhawk paid
any heed. Life and death, vengeance and hate, were upon
the cast of that moment ; and still they struggled on dire-
fully ; each frustrating the other’s efforts, and each nearly a
match for his enemy, though Adrian thought, with a feeling
of flerce triumph, that he filt Sparhawk’s vigor somewhat
failing. : :

;t was so; the blood from the artery in the temple was.
pouting out too copiously to be withoubt effect. Instead of
driving Adrian back, he was driven back in turn—struck

“violently against a fixed dresser—his head dashed against

the wall, o .

Suddenly the scene changed. There was bustle and
confusion on all sides. Neither withdrew his eager eyesr
from the other’s face ; but both became conscious that there
were witnesses present; and a woman's piercing shriek ran
through the room. R

“ Now,” cried Adrian, “now 1” as he fouﬁd a moment-
ary advantage; and ldosing his grasp from his enemy’s
tl.n'oat, he flung his arms round him in an instant, lifted
him from the floor, and with a tremendous effort cast him
headlong into the wide open fire-place. -
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A tremulous seream like that of a wounded vulture—
a deep groan—and Sparhawk lay motionless where he had

. fallen.

“My husband! my husband ™ Gied a sweet, clear
voice; and Ella's arms were round Adrian’s neck.

For an instant he glared round in silence, upon her, upon
Ruth, upon the old negress, Kitty, upon a tall old man, who

stood with his arms folded upon his chest, behind Lim. The

fierceness of the strife was still upon him, struggling with
love and tenderness; and all he could say was, “ Ella—my
Ella I”

But there were foet hurrying down the kitchen stairs;
and in another moment Charles Selden ran in the room, with
one of the officers behind him, each bearing about him evi-
dent signs of recent conflict.

“IIave you some linen? have you some linen " cried
Charles Selden ; and then, pausing suddenly, he exclaimed,
“ Good God —What is all this ¢—Adrian—Ella—who is
 that lying there ¢

“The murderer,” replied Adrian. “I have avenged
my friend.” ‘

“Well, we have got the rest of them,” eried Charles;
“one of them dead, three of them living. But have you
got some linen? One of our men is hurt—Here, take this”
he continued, snatching up a napkin that lay on the shelf,
and handing it to the officer. “ Bind it tight round the arm
below the wound. I will be up directly ; but first let me
look at this fellow ; and approaching Sparhawk, he gazed
for a moment at him as he lay perfectly motionless, and
then turned him over on his face. He seemed to need no
more than one glance at the back of his head. “ A tolera-
ble blow,” hé said ; “that will do! No need of taking any
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further care of him. Adiian, Adrian, take your wife away.——
But are you hwrt yourself §”

“No, no,” replied Adrian, “nearly choked, but not
hurt ;” and without more words, he led his pzﬂe and beau-
tiful Ella, with his arm thrown tenderly round her waist,
to the dark panelled chamber where the calm lights were
burning quietly just as he had left them.

{
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CHAPTER XXVL

“Turn not thine eyes npon the backward view:

Let us look forward into sunny days.”
. COLERIDGE.

Ir is needless to trouble the reader with any further
explanation of the events which had lately occurred. A
very slight effort of the imagination will supply all deficien-
cies. One onward glance, and we have done.

Tt was about half an hour after the death of Sparhawk,

and Adyian and Ella were seated together, somewhat recov-

ered from the confusion of feeling and thought into which
recent events had thrown them. Charles Selden was also

in the room. Ella had wept a good deal; but she was .

now calm, and was giving a brief explanation to her hus-
band of her sudden return at that hour of the night. She
had told him only, that strange events had befallen her in
Charleston, which she would relate afterwards, that she
had never received any of the letters he had sent to her,

and that during the last ten days she had been travelling

incessantly.
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‘ “1 xyould not delay a single moment, Aoflﬁan,” she said
vising, putting her arms round her husband’s neck and'
leaning ‘her head upon his bosom. “I would not de’alay a
single moment, after my love to you, and my duty to you'
were reconciled, dearest. They are reconciled now, Advian : |
for, by a strange discovery, I find that Adrian will have nc:

longer oc¢asion to feel a moment’s pain on account of his -

Ella’s birth. I only value the blood to which I now 'find I
belong because it renders me more your equal, more fitted
to be your wife—"" ’

“ Not a word—not a word on that score, my Ella |”

- cried Adrian, pressing her fondly to his heart. « All preju-

dices are gone, my love; all clouds are swept away from
my mind. No accidental circumstance can 2ada to, or take
away from, the joy of calling you mine. Nay more,—J call
God to witness, that I would rather have my Ella as the
fisherman’s daughter, than the child of a peer or a prince.”

There was something inexpressibly sweet to Ela in that
assurance,; but still the story of her birth had to be told,
and though it is but doing justice to Adrian to say, that it
was now no velief to him—for, like many new converts, he

~ - had”an enthusiasm in his new opinions—yet his sincere

friend Charles Selden rejoiced, saying to himself, “ Thera
can never be even a passing shadow upon. their happiness
on this scora any more, should he even waver in his faith,
On this point, at least, the clouds of the mind have passed

_ away for ever—May it be so with all of them !”

We see mo reason Why 2 tale should not end like a
drama, with the (principal characters all grouped together,
and the after fate of those in whom we are interested, left -

5t(:o such probabilities as imagination can discover or create.
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‘Who can doubt that Adrian and Ella were happy ?

‘Who can doubt that Charles Selden remained their firm
and wellloved friend, or that, when he married a prim little
New England wife—as unlike himself as all the infinite va-

to those to whom he was attacﬁed felt half afiaid of high
and mystical Adrian Brewerton, and looked up to Ella with

a degree of veneration which New-Englanders do not

often feel for any thing ?

Who can doubt that when Mrs. Ashmore joined her
" two young cousins she found in them much to admire
and love, much comfort in the present, much consolation
for the past?

Who can doubt that Mr. Volney withered in a joyless
old age, with the finger of scorn and -abhorrence pointed
at him, the blight of shame upon his name, and the can-
ker-worm of disappointed villany in his heart ?

‘Who can doubt that Ben Herring always met Adman 8
readily extended hand with a cordial grasp ; or that Simon
the half-breed, found a peaceful nook by the side of a cheer-
ful fire, and gazed with his great thoughtful and inquiring
 eyes upon the countenance of Davie the fool, looking upon
him almost with as mnch reverence as a Mahommedan
would have done. 7

‘Who can doubt any of these things, or a great many
others? Nobody ; and therefore we shall not enterinto any
further explanation on the subject; and only say that,
from that hour forward, all clouds were wafted away from
Adrian’s mind by the storm of passions and events which
had assailed him. The sunshine of & strong faith, and a
calm, reasoning trust succeeded, Hlluminating the world,

. {
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and showing him realities whlch had long lain hidden in
darkness,

May it be so with all whose sky is obscured with mists
and vapors likewise,
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tien and mstruction - Southern Lil. Messenger. . o
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NOBMAN LESLIE.

A Tale. By C. G. H, Author of “ The Curate of Liﬂ:woo !

- “Amy Harrington §c. &e.  Paper cover, 50 cents ;- cloth,
75 cents. \ .

& 1 IPl! i ti 24 isterical Tal T o iy lmd in 0 a.nd n]ld rance (ll“illg ﬂl.
A e. e interesting hist Cal ale. he scen 8c tl F
"D'lll[h of Mary,‘aml the e&l‘ly au'uggles belween the Catholics and Llle Reforn ers, It is weli
wrritten. V—Journal o chﬂnlmerce. :

“Itis wrnten with much foree and vigor of style, and wi i
e wi : withane i-
ment very appropriate o the subjeca.”—-l:C'aun‘eryan;z Enguirer. tevation ofthoughr.‘and sonti

¢ ®ligin,

EILLEN PARRY; OR, TRIALS OF THE
HEART

12mo.  Paper cover, 38 cents; cloth, 63 cents.

“The heroine i an exemplification of the digni ii
»The h | e dignity and beauty of relig i
an interesting story and suggestive-of valuahle th%ughn ”*Camw)rrerci;f :fc}%l;?r??gmmr' Itis

‘It is worthy of perusal by ail, an i si i
purify the hé“:m.”—ﬁr},vem‘ng }J’Dst.ﬁ d especlally those who desire to elevate the mird and

TBarsr Euluns,

THE VILLAGE NOTARY.

qA Romance of Hungarian Life. Translated from the Hungarian
of Baron Eorvos, by Ora WeNokswern; with Introductory
Remarks, by Frances PuLskey. - Octavo. Paper cover, 25 cts.

*The style of the book is very pleasing. There is now and then a dash of rich thought

and quiet humor, and scattered ali through i ripti
ot 1 beam,y and scatterar Magﬂ;;_{::z?h it are passages of fine description, and houghts 3

"It possesses more of the interest of truth than of fiction.”—National Era,

| W Ellis,

HEARTS AND HOMES; OR, SOCIAL -
DISTINCTION.

A Story. Octavo. Cloth, 81 50. Paper covers, two Parts, $.

“Of the living female authors of England, there ! i

_the ) 19 no one more widely or more favor
i :wz::x in this country tnan Mrs. Ellis. Her w_;n-k are always characterizen{ bya deptl?:f ?ebe,

t}\é;n learnes[.ness of epirit, a. zeal for the right, a truth, freshnesd, and vivacity, that render

‘hem _Eml only interesting but instructive, Her stories contain, as the very end and essence of
A ca:x :;Er: Eli) high and lofty sentiment of morality, equal 10 Maria Edgeworth or Hannah More.

A ut trast they will ever enjoy their present popularity. 'The present publication

R 't the ararps and falisitior A7 hér nravions writings, with added intavast and valne =
.'»a TS e g g
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EVENINGS AT DONALDSON MANOR;
OR, THE CHRISTMAS GUEST. : .
BY MARIA J. McINTOSH.

Thustraced with Ten Sicel Engrovings, 8vo., cloth, gilt edges, $3 ; morocco, $4.

«The whole spatkle with strokes of pleasantry and lvely criticism, and ever and
anon reveal most felighifu! pictures of ﬁr_esu]e groups. A hlgh—toned mearality pervadey
the whole. We feel sure that the book will be a general favorite.”’—Commercinal Adver.
tiger. :

Tt iF a book that parents may buy for their children, brothers for their sisters,m

frusbands for their wives, with the assurance that the book will not only give pleasure,

but ¢onvey lessons of love and charily that can hardly fail to leave dm‘ame impreasiond
of moral &nd socia! duty upon the mind and heart of thy reader.”—Evening Mirror,

IT

WOMAN IN AMERICA;
HER WORK AND HER REWARD.
BY MARIA J, McINTOSH,
One Volume, 12mao., paper covers, 60¢. ; cloth, The,

4 We like this work exceedingly, and our fair countrywomen will atlinire it still more
than we do. Tt is written in the true spirit, and evinces exteusive observation of society
& rlear insight into the evils surrounding aml pressing tlown her sex, and a glorious deter
mination to expose and remave them. Read her work. She will win a willing way to
the heart and home of woman. and her mission will be found to be one ‘of beneficenca
and love. ‘Truly, woman has her work and her veward.’—American Spectator. )

“ We thank Miss McEntosh for her * Woman in America.’ She has written a clever
book, containing much good * word and wruth, many valuable thoughts and reflections,
which ought to be carefully considered by every American lady.”—Proiestant Church

- man. . z
11T,

I
CHARMS AND COUNTER-CHARMS=.
' ) BY MARIA J. McINTOSH.
One Volume, 12mo., cloth, $1; or in Lwo Parts, paper, T5c.

«This is one of those healthful, frushful works of fiction, which improve the heart
and enlighten the judzment, whilst they la 0 'sh amucement to the passing hour. The sty
is clear, easy and simple, and the construction of the story artistic in a high degree. Wt
commend most cordially the book.”—Tribune.

IV.

TWO LIVES: OR TO SEEM AND TO BE
. BY MARIA J. McINTOSH.
One Volume, 12mo, prper covers, 50c.; eloth, T5e,

% The previous works of Miss McIntosh, although issued anonymously, have heed
popular in the hest sense of the word. The simple beauty of her narratives, combining
ure sentiment with high principle, and noble views of life and its duties, ought to wit
for them 2 hearing at every fireside in our land. We have rarely perusezi a tale moe
interesting and instructive than the ane before us, and we commend it most cordially ¢
the aitention of ali our readers.>—Protestant Churchman.

V.
AUNT KITTY’'S TALES.
BY MARIA J. MCINTOSE.
A new edition, complete in One Vol., 1%no. eloth, 'be.; paper, 60¢,

This volume contains the following dehehtfully mteresting stortes @ Blind Alice/
= Jessic Graham.” “ Florence Arnott,’’ # Grace and Clara,” “Eilen Leshe; on the R»
“wanl of Sell-Control.” C
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MISCELLANEOTUS.

e tp———

Fngh 2. Gurlond,

LIFE OF JOHN RANDOLPH,

of Roc-m‘oke. Including Letters, Speecke‘;, Anecdotes, Personae
Remaniscences, and Times. 2 vols. 12mo. Portraits. $2 50.

“The name of John Ramlolph, from hisl eccentrieiti i ioti
] ] cities of charvacter, his ‘his i
fgr[;)le;gg:)ce, hl; ifl-?en sarc?slg, his el;&gant. and accomplished scholarsh’ip, ar?(?nl;:'gi:fmh‘ishlljili?';
rary. some of the most distinguished men of our annals, has b iliar 10
every American citizen. No biography has been published i e motntry e pomaT o
} Zen. ] ed in thi
remarkable volumes in interest and aLtracuon.”—Hu?zt’s Merchants'sgézlg{] MY that equats theso

L .
Grorge Gilfillon,

——

THE BARDS OF THE BIBLE

12mo.  Cloth, 50 cents.

- -

“This is truly one of the choi
“Th cest and most acceptable hooks of the
o est ¢ he season.
:;)hr;ﬁ(}‘lvgl[:::ge;]{;.; fis::t;);lgm%!hing stg}klﬁg, qng );et (?Lf once commend themselves to th'ﬁhfaavflzg:
! i . uthor has indulged {reely in literary critici d in histori
explanation, but his great aim has b i iati ot T I istorieal
; A been to give artistic effect to his worlc
X i rk—to make a re:
g}:;gnigsg;?ormgf thn? poNetry and poets of the Bible, M. Gilfillan has exeruted hi;et?:lsl?ligg;
y manner. No one can close this work without a better appreciation and adpro-
L)

founder reverence of 1l i i
Eyander reverence C‘:”aur:':rﬂée?b[; .,i‘;u?;:;}_{s' It will add greauy to Mr. leﬁﬁan’s already widely.

’

uby Anthon. |

THE LAW STUDENT;
Or; Guides to the Study of the Law in its Principles. Octavo. $83.

“This book, which i ' i :

the ! s th i3 put forth under the modest title of a text-book for st
leea]?el?ngf;v?gg :f ou[f II;USL eminent lawyers. Mr. ANTHON has hrought to his t::IinttI:; i;:uft;om
el ag u?:}s b ebegam learning, which is the accun ulation of meny years, united with
attempiod (o gnfold il a long practice in the application of the princ:p{as which he has
mentary prineinie ot llenee, whether we regard this vilums as an exposition of the ele
i worthy 5 ragk amg:l et%]awi or as a guide 1o the hetter knowledge of those principles, ¢
Triba g the West Woaks that ean ba put Inte the hands of yeung studonts. =
- A N
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LETTERS FROM THREE CONTINENTS,

By the Arkansas Correspondent of the Lowssville Journal. 12ma,
Cloth. .

“The Author writes with an ofthand freshness of manner entirely different from the hack.
neyed tourist.”’—Picayune. . . :

“The impression lefi on laying down the volume is, that the traveller is a man of talent and
cultivation, with an active mind and keen powers of observation and description, which have
made a very entertaining book.”—Delta.

williow . Tol,

OHRIST IN HADES: A POEM.

12mo. Boards, 75 cents. . .

A

“ We are happy to say- the work displays much powerful conception, true poetical ge_uius,'
and taste; apd a&ords many beautitul desprlﬁtwns. ‘I'he appearance of Christ in Paradise is
finely imagined and grandly exhibited, so is the overthrow of Satan in the last book and many
other passages might be instanced.”—Churchman, *

cﬁnrtbv.

IPHIGENIA IN TAUR Us.

A Drama in Five Acts. Translated from the German, bjlj
G. J. ApLer, A M. 12mo. 75 cents.

B, A dguel.

THE BOOK OF CHESS;

Containing the Rudiments of the same, and FElementary Analysis
of the most Popular Openings, exemplified in Games actually
played by the great Masters ; including Staunton's Analyses
of the Kings-and Queens, Gammils, Numerous Positions, and
Problems on Diagrams, both Original and Selected : also, a
Series of Chess Tales. With Illustrations, engraved from

Original Designs, by Roperr W. Wur. 4 New Edition. .

12mo. 8125,

1
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Aleris Fuyer,

THE MODERN HOUSEWIFE,

Or Menegerie. Comprising nearly One Thousand Receipts, for
the economical and judicious Preparation of every Meal of
the Doy, with those of the Nursery and Sick Room, and Minute
Directions for Family Management in all its Branches. Il
lustrated with FEngrovings. Edited by an Aumericax Housr
KErPER. 12mo.  Cloth, 81 ; paper, 15 cents.

English language.’— Pribune. .

., “No young housekeeper should be without this admirable book. ¥t contzing every thing that
is necessary to be known, for the economic and judicicus preparation|of the table, together with
minu‘e dizections for family management in all its branches, By its aid, the young huusekeeper
who, for the first time, assumes the important duties of her station, can speedily render hersell
as capable and expert, as those who have had years of experience. The work is from the pen
of a master in hia art, and the value of the receipts are stamped by the reputation of theit
Author.”—Journal of Commerce, | ' 4

“This book we commend as the best manual of the art of cooking that we know of in the

" Buin 3. Fhr3utosh,

WOMAN IN AMERICA,
Her Work and Her Reward. 12mo. Paper cover, 38 cents;
cloth, 63 cents. : '

. . “We nail with pleasure the appearance of any thing which s destined to tsach woman the
fimetiang of her sacred mission, and which rightly shows her the tremendous influence she is
axeriing upon the moral destiny of the world. 1i is- for ‘such reasons that we thank Mies
}\ﬂclmosh lor her * Woman in Aimerica,” She has written a clever buak, containing much good

word and truth, many valuable thoughts and reflections, which ought to be carefully consid
ered by every American lady. With a keen sense of the present demoralized condition of so-
clety, she faithfully endeavors to show woman her duty as a reformer, a wise meliorator ; she
would have her know that she has a great work to perform, and that in the. :good time

; %"ﬁi’éﬁ’m;‘” sex will receive a reward of preise and glory unspeakably great.”’—Frotestant

o

! o Williow Furuiss. a

' THE OLD WORLD, OR SCENES AND
- CITIES IN FOREIGN LANDS.

.ziir','comgmniled with a Map, and Tlustrations. 12mo. $1 25.

- “Itis written without pretension, but in an agreeable style, and leaves upon the mind of its
 teadsr many agreeable pictures of foreign life and institutions.”—Evening Post.
It is rare 1o find a volume of mare raciness of style and agresablences of substance.™we
N. 9. Presbyterion, i
lie B Syle Ix pleasant and lively, and his recitals brief and full of humor, Those who dis.
ike uif»?s‘:-lil ':I:mlc of minute deeexiptions will find this volums suited to their taste.”’-«Baiti-




CHOKE LIGHT READING BOOKS.

Published by D. APPLETON & CO. -

as +anlMW. A Tale. By Julia Kave-

Az Ywosmta, Paper, 70 cts, Cloth, $1 00

ROSE DOUGLADS, au Autobloﬂraphy
12mo, [apay, 50 ¢ia Cloth .
IIEIR OF WAQI‘-WAYLAND ATa.le.
By Mary Howitt. 12mo, d’aper. 88 cts.
Cloth,
THE DESERTDD WII‘E ATale. By
Mrs, Southworth. 8vo. Paper, . .
THE MOTHER-IN-LAW. A Novel
By Mrs, Southworth. 8vo. Paper, .
BITANNONDALE., A Tale By Mrs.
Southworth. 8ve. FPaper,
NOEMAN LESLIE. A Tale
Author of “Curate of Linwood,”
Taper cover, 50 cents. Cloth, .
YAMES MONTJOT, or I've been Think-
ing. By A. 8. Roe. Paper, 3. Cloth,
TO LOVE AND TO BE LOVED. By
the Anthor of -“Jfames Monqoy M 12me,
Paper, 38 ets. Cloth,
BIARY OFF A PHYSICIAN [N CALI-
FOBNILA., Dy Jas. L. Tyson. Sve.
B ELOISE, or the Unrevealed Secret. By
Talvi, 12mo. Paper, 5U. Cloth, .
LIFE'S DISCIPLINE, A Tale. By
Talvi. 12mo. DPaper, 38. Cloth, .
ELLEN PARRY, or Trials of the Heart.
12mo. Daper, 38, Cloth, . . .
10. A Tale of the Ancient Fare. 12mo,
B'NBEAMS AND SHHATIOWS, or Leaves
. 1rom Aunt Minnie’s Portfolio. 12mo. .
THE GONSPIRATOI-L An American
Story. By E. A, Dupuy 12mo, Pa-
per, 50. uoth .
THE EARL'S DAUGHTILR.

y the

A Tale,
By Miss Sewell. 12mo. Taper, 50. Cloth,

AMY HERBERT. A Tale. By Miss
PBewell. Paper, 50, Cloth, . ., .
GERTRUDE. A Tale. By Mlss Sewel]
Paper, 50. Cloih,
LANETON PARSONAGE. By M1
Bewell. 8§ vols. Paper, §1 50. Cloth,
MARGARET PERCIVAL. By Mrs
Sewell. 2 vols, $1 €0, Cloth,
WALTER LORIMER. By Miss Sewell,
and other Tales. Ihustrated. Cioth, .
GRACE LESLIE. A Tale. 12mo. Cloth,
TWO LIVES, or To Secn and To Be.
By Miss Melntosh. Paper, 50. Cloth,
CHARMS AND COUNTER-CHALIMA,
By Miss McIntosh. Taper 75, Cloth,
AUNT KITTY'S TALES. By Miss
Molntosh. Paper, 50. Cloth,

PREVENTION BETTER THAN CURE.

By Mrs. Ellis. Paper, 0. Cloth,
MOTHERS, and WOMEN OF ENG-
LAND. By Mrs Ellis. Cloth, each
HEARTS AND HOMES, or Social Dis-
tinctions. By Mrs. El]ia Bvo, Paper,
81 00, Cloth, . , .

%
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1 00
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L1860,

NATURAL HISTORY OF THE BAT.
LET GIRL. By Albert Bmith, . .
NATURAL HISTORY OF THE GENT.
By Albert Smith, Paper, . .
PICTORIAL VICAR OF WAKEF] ELD
y Oliver Goldsmith. 1006 Engravings,
THE MAIDEN AUNT. A Sitory. By
8. M. Paper, 50. Cloth, ., ~,
EMORY'S NOTES OF TRAVELS IN
CALIFORNIA, 8vo, Yaper,: .

| LAMARTINES CONFIDENTIAL DIS-

CLOSURES, or Memeoirs of my Youth,
1210, (_,loth,

THE GOLD-FINDERS
FORNIA. .

VILLAGE NOTARY.

IN bALl-

-

A Romunce ur
Hungarian Life. 8vo. Paper, . .

LADY ALICE, or the New Una A
Novel, 8vo. Paper, . . . .

THE VALE OF CEDANS, By Grace
Aguilar, 12mo, DPaper, 50, Cloth, .

WOMAN'S FRIENDSHIP. A Story of
Domestie Life. By Grace Agul!ar. Pa-
per, 86, Cloth, . . .

THE MOTHER™ RECOMP]LNSE By
Graee Aguilar. lzmo. Paper, 50 cts,
Cloth,

ELLEN MIDDLETON A Tale B

GRANTLEY MANOR, A Tale.
Lady Fullerton, Paper, 50, Cloth, .

8vu, Paper, .
£ 8 D 'I‘REASURIJ TROVE. By

Samuel Lover. 8vo. Iaper, .

FORTUNES OF HECTOR O‘HALLO-
RAN, By W. H. Maxwell. 8&vo. .

MARGUERITE DE VALOIS, By Alex.
Dumas, 8vo. Paper,

HISTORY AND ADV ENTIJRES OI‘
MARGARET CATCIIPOLE, By Rev.
Richard Corbould. 8vo. Yaper, .

NARRATIVE OF THE EXPLORING
EXPEDITION TO OREGON AND

{  CALIFORNIA! By Capt. Fremont. .

! THE FOOL OF THE NINE’TEENTI-I

CENTURY, and other Tales, By

Zschokke. 12mo. Paper, . .

MY UNCLE HOBSON AND I, o

i Blashes at Life. By P. Jomes. Paper,
| MEMOIRS OF AN AMERICAN LADY::

By Mrs, Grant. Paper, 50. Cloth, ./

THE BETROTHED LOVERS. By Alex.
Manzouni. 2 vols. . $1 00,

' WANDERINGS AND FORTUNES OF
SOME  GERMAN LhﬂGRANTS.
12mo. Paper, 80. Cloth,
MORTON MONTAGUE, or a Yolmg

- . €lhristlan's Choice. 1%mo. Cloth,

" MAXWELL'S HILL.SIDE and BOB-
DER SKETCHER. 8ve. Paper,

BROOK'S FOUR MONTHS AMONG A

v .
Lady Fullerton, Paper, 50. Cloth, . 1|
By~ i

HANDY ANDY. By Samuel Lover.

Cloth, .1¥

%




