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NEPEN'THE.,

CHAPTER L

MRZ. DOUGLASS FINDS A DOOUMENT NOT IN HI8 LINE.

« Life's like u sliip in constant motion,
Sometimes high snd sometimes low;
And we all must brave the ocean,
‘Whatsoever winds may blow.”

« I you will walk two blocks from Mr. Elden’s, then turn
up a narrow street, the third door from the corner, on the
right hand side, yon will see an old-faghioned house, with a
green froat door, and ou the door an old-fashioned plate ;
inseribed upon its brightly-polished surface in plain large
letters, is the simple word—

* STUART.

« Are you sure that is the Stewart I want?” said Doug-
lass. ‘ o

« T think go—it is the only one I know of in the vicin-

» »n

Mr. Douglags was a small, shrewd, busy, practical man ;

" he hurried on in pursuit of the old house with the green

door, when a paper partly torn and folded, lying upon the
edge of the walk, attracted his attention; fearing some of
his valuable law-papers might have escaped from his capa-
cious poecket, he stooped and picked it up. It proved to be
the fragment of an old letter, written in a lady’s hand, de-
faced and torn by exposure to wind and rain. The first
legible sentence began with the words, * my heart.” Yes,
yes, thought Douglass, every.thing begins with the heart-—
but it ends in ‘“lands, tenethents, and hereditaments.”
1#
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Mr. Douglass adjusts his spectacles and "reads on—. My
heart, like 00 many human hearts, has one big joy in it-—
~ and like too many more human hearts, it has one big sorrow
“in it. Were it not for the sorrow, I might be too happy.
Every day I see something new and delightful in this pre-
cions joy, yet each night my pillow is wet with tears at the
remembrance of this my ever-living myaterious sorrow—a
sorrow I cannot reveal to all”—here the letter was torn and
soiled, and only a fragment remained legible. -
Mr. Douglass adjusts his spectacles and reads on— You

know how romantic I used to be about large dark eyes and -

long heavy lashes. Ihave now just such eyes and lashes
in the face of a cherub child I call my owu—the lashes are
like dark curtains fringing their lids, and the eyes are an
exact image of eyes that will haunt me forever—they are

brilliant and soft, expressive yet mild, winning yet reso-

lute; sometimes I think I see around her perfectly moulded
~ young head, a kind of halo of glory. In bappier .days I
should have called her Aureols, that beautiful name given
by the old painters to the crown of glory around the heads'of
their saints and martyrs; but now, I cannot eall her any
such radiant neme, my life is too dark—every hour for
months, has sent up its prayer, that this shadow may be
removed, and one day.in the agony of my sapplication, as
my tears fell on her curl vailed face T gave her the name
Nepen the, praying that like the magic potion of the old Greek
and Roman poets, she might make me forget my BOrrows
-and misfortunes, .

“ This little joy-cup I hold in my hand so carefully, 8o
anxiously. . If she sleeps, I fear she may never wake ; and
if she is ill, I fear she may die; if she is out of my sight
% moment, I tremble lest some one take her from me, and
she return to me no more.

“ Until my Nepenthe eame, this old house seemed: like a

prison—T could not write you before ;—how could I with
- the weight of this great sorrow pressing heavily upon me '—
I have now much, business to attend to. | wish when a girl
- 1 had learned = little of law/; I am now finding the difference

between law and equity—in equity, I am entitled to a large
fortune, But in law, strict law, 1 don’t know how matters
will end, but here comes: Mr. Trap tosee about-that'mortgage, ,
50 I can only add the hope, that my little darling may be
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- gb’bﬂ and as happy as you were when I first saw you in

ittle school under the shade of the old elms where
213 tp;l::;dh::gethér happy hours of our light-hearted child-
hoﬁd‘fﬂere«—that is all there is of it,” said Mr. IDouglassi
folding wp thé paper, * we have such wmdy’ days lately,
suppose it must have blown out of somebody’s window. Sor-
row ! sorrow ! If these women lose a lap-d'og, or freezle ‘a.
rose-bush they.call it sorrow, if they arc in trouble dt.dny N
write a letter, if they are in deeper trouble they a 1:1.
postseript ; if Mary should see this, how she w0u1d1' puzzle
and sympathize over it. I'll drop this in her box of literary
curiosities,” thought he, as he passed ;apldly up strezt.

As he approached the old house with a green gor,ua
delicate looking woman stepped over the threshold, an call-
éd gently, ** Nepenthe, Nepenthe ; cone here, Nepentl_m. N

«f wonder if there’s more than one quepthe in the
world,” thought Mr. Douglass, in his praetlc?,l way, as a
bright-eyed child suddetigr al;]ppeared from behind a corner,
ind passed quickly into the house. .

" Aggﬁeseen&red t{le house, a queer, haggard-looking Womim
stood near the ddor, glancing back stealthily yet earnest‘; y.
Her carcless worn garments, manifested no extrome pnveaa ty,
only indifference to dress and manuers. She had walked so
far that morning, without observing any thing, 1t was strange

* she should stop so near that particular house, and look up

into that man’s face with such an eager, ourious exprcg,sfmn'.J :
Her nose was long and prominent, her eyes dﬁep se:, j).red
full and piereing. As he cntered the door, she mu heétla]
between her half-closed teeth, * Yes, he isa lawiy'er. 3
hptamsed; a momdnt longer as the d.oor clo§ed, and then p:asi.sle
on with a hesitating step, muttering again as she tapped her
forehead with her left hand in an e:mpha.ttc, violent ma;;n.net:.
« Yes, he must be a lawyer.” Bright-eyed children, digni-
fied men, beautiful women passed by, but she_ heeded :E‘P;i];
not, her eyes looked ever forward, as if seeking something
in the distanee.

" Ki stt:ange looking woman, whispered some who paslfed he}rt
as she walked on as in a dream, .without moving to t (; r:ghy
or 1eft to accommodate any passing pedestrian. At engl 3,
starting as if scized and propelled by some sudden lmpvi':l(i:
ghe walked on with a hurried step, as if bent on accompls
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ing somethi immedi o0 '
- gght. | nllg of immediate consequence, an_d passed out of

Five minutes after, a bo i
ter, y rang violently Mrs, ’
door bell, and asked if there Wasga la.wyel)'? th::e ?Sill:z;t:

gentleman in Bleecker street wish i

. i ed to se i i

;utely on bnsme:ss of great importance. Ile hagdl;amMimﬁ o

a38 a name written on & slip of paper, ]
£

R. T. Rivinerox,

“ Rivington, Rivington,” said D ‘
. n, Rivington, ouglass, “ wh
, :1[8’ my olc‘:i friend Rivington ; he h‘ial.ssg returﬁevc; th;oyes'c tgﬂ-t
"m afraid he wants me to ] e looked
llkfL ;‘]‘f,eghOSt when he went away.” '
r some rapid walking, and Tong impati idi |
¥ nt
]t)hoeug;i;se 1Yvas ‘s:ion n&lt tii{e door of ﬁle h[{))uaz mel;:gii)':lgédl‘%;
l : ‘ g T, i . t - l‘ ':," - -
almol%t out Oi breath after ljilsn ilr;ywmhm ¥ he inquired,
““ No sir, there’s no such person l-:nere nor i
. . ! r 8
ﬁil;»g on, in the ne:ghbo;:hood,” said an old la,d;r who opened
o {[?t?rta'nd looked at him crossly over her spectaclesp
frowniﬁ&a ;131 :vén:.;v]; call ;:. epmpleteI sell,” said Mr. Dol;glasq
g 2avy eyebrows. “ I'll tell that 0
%‘:ﬁdﬁi‘i the lying raseal—there’s some des?gtnb(ijl{ :-i,l gi?h'to
hurry back, I'll not be foiled by this seamlg-

When was a Douglass ever foiled 7’ Mr. Douglass put hig

foot down determinedly and resolutely, logking at his wateh

ﬁeﬁ?:}:m}ng, B Th_‘;s-PaPer shall be signed, and signed in
me ave to fly for it.  I'd like to get one sight of that
)s(a.‘id ]gl rascal, wouldn’t I blow him up ? I'd put him throu ‘ha;,
“ Thu:(’i:s ;)nudﬂihniir:u’? tll)xlg"tlin%" and frequently exclaim%n’g-,
P IS, elties mentioned )
(";‘;:an:;lgyg I};r:];lvocllnng occalsions, ke actually mnﬁ; ?}ii ?lislr:;
: 3 oor, exclaiming all out of breath, * Sign, '
;E’ng‘}‘: slga, gnly_ sign ; there’s just half an hour ’I"ll ?,L e
e fit% I-Iaf}l 1o time if you sign immediately.” - w
Mr. DOIfg(}a:; mv;il;?rlllg Sz['nﬁ? oA y;&t careworn face,” though
dressed in bla’ek bent m]rSl spectacles, as the lady, plainly
N Diack, the docament he h
her to sign and o s nent he had requested
Stuant.” wrote in & firm legible hand, *Caroring

Thera was nothing unusual in her manner, only a quiet

126 Bleecker street. B

draw up his .will,—he looked

there, as T -

P TR S
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tear dropped on the end of the word Stuart and blurred
the ¢ T 7 a little.

Mr. Douglass was soon walking back and forth in Lis office,
« I paid about fifteen dollars costs,” said he, * that must come
out of these scamps, they’ll swear to all sorts of things. 1
hate to pile up a big bill of costs, 1 always have to slide

" down on it if I do. Il make about fifty dollars out of this

Stuart operat.ion—-it is an extra case,” thought he, as he
walked back and forth, *’tis an extra case, worth fifty
dollars. I'll get wifey a green gsilk dress, green suits her
complexion best, and twenty dollars T'il spend in ducking
and diving at Coney Island, Then there’s that suit of Mor-
gan’s, it has been on the calendar long enough, I hope it’ll-
come on next week.” ‘

Mr, Douglass always walked back and forth when any
important matter absorbed his attention; the more he
thought, the faster he walked. When a young man’ his
maiden aunt often preached to him about ** saving his steps,”
and * saving the carpet,” but he walked at home, he walked
at school, he walked at college, North College, north section ;
he walked the office, he walked his wife nervous, he walked
his boots thin—all his opinions were literally walked out.
He stopped a moment to give an advisory shake of the head
to the boy who'sat before a desk strewn with paper, most
demurely copying writs—he was ever prompt, correct and
exact when Mr. Douglass’ shrewd face dawned on his ex-
‘pectant vision—but no deponent hath ever said how many
papers he did not serve at the right time, or how many small
bills he collected on his own account.

Mr. Douglass brushed his hair, caressed his whiskers. and
glanced at the calendar—the calendar was fall of Mr. Doug-
Tags : his thoughts were all available ; could such a test have
been applied they would have had a regular metallic ring—
it was always quid pro quo, quid pro quo ; he was the party
of the first part, and Mrs, Douglass party of the second part,
and both these petitioners daily prayed in their hearts, if
not, with their lips, that the house in Yifth Avenue might
soon be bought, furnished and occupied by Richard Douglass
and Ellen his wife.

He was saving his ideality, he owned and acknowledged,

for the aforesaid house. ilow be seated himself by his
desk, quite tired after his his up-town journeying, and
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commenced stuffing his pigeoﬁ' holes with sundry docume
ed stuffin, ] dry documenta
_ collectgd during his morning tour, or left on his table while
absent. - o ‘ |
Unless for businéss purposes, hé wd i¢ obse
ess siness purposes, he was no close ohserver
;f autographs or searcher of mysteries; and this afternoon
; e had a will to execute, a title to finigh, and some money to
ot out on bond and misFtige, g6 he thought o more of in old

picked-up letter which by sonié strange coinéidence had fallen

from out his other papers and was lying beside ih |
_ signed “ Caroline Stuart.” ymg emd‘g the one just

CHAPTER II

- ¥ B : . - )
PRUDENCE POTTER’S DiSCOVERIES—THE DOCTOR’S COMMENTS
L ]

Poured in a dusty be
Like the celestia.lllqla?;ide?:éen
. By Jacob in his dréam.”

NepENTHE's eleventh birthday ecan : old
PENTHE'S ‘ y came; thé old
1§oked older gull, the door-plate still bl‘igh,t', the s’liadol:s?u:f?
‘hed maple swept gracefully over the stones without, The
shadow of a great sorrow rested within ; far above the nisple

boughs, rolled the gloomy clouds ; down th-otigh the wa ’p
green shone the gentle stars. ‘ e

< “Through the closed blindy the dettiiig'sun

The hiouse was of faded briek—no marble front- attracted

carriages or callers. Now and then a rag-picker’ »
_lishment passed leisurely by. The house I%;l;c?c]lcie;es 122:33‘ '
slats and shutters were broken, and the paint was wg eﬂ"
theldoor, all the wealthy people had moved up tbwnl*'n OI
that narrow, dull street, one cool autumnal mornin -“.ralk' 3
- an old lady who was carried by there a. child theg’day t';e

Kouse was finished. Accustomed for fifty years to daily ‘

walks in the green fields about her e 1
walk - eountry- ho R
22&1‘95!‘; _l_lelghbors were half a mile distant, {his \rrr;:iﬁ ;‘(T)hl(:;?'
tv 00 o : 11
Iifg.' usins was n‘o tr;ﬂmg event in her hitherto eventless
It was a long way hither, and ie hoarded
. 4 ither, now .the hoarded savin
qf years had Pald hqr Journay’s expense. She musts::éuagli
to be- seen, know all to' ke known. * Sle might never come

.
W

S

Sl
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" again—she had so long watched the growth of éach frée in

the old apple-orchard and the coming and departure of each
venturesome fly in the old perpetually scoured kitchen.

She could better canvass particulars, than comprehend
generals ; she was no lion-hunter, no star gazer, no searcher
of chief attractions ; she revelled in minute details. Hor
favorite theme was ezercise, upon it she theorized and prac-
ticed. She always walked daily as far as the old elm tree
in the conntry, but since coming to the city, while riding
one afternoon in an omnibus she had lost her money go
carefully tied in her silk handkerchief, so that her subse-
quent expeditions were on foot. But one day, led by curi-
osity to join a pedestrian_crowd in a procession to the
Tombg, she had lost her old pocket-book and her new spec-

‘tacles from her pocket, and ever since that much lamented

catastrophe she only walked a short distance from home, One
morning, tired of looking down into her cousin’s little yard,
on the weakly grape-vine, and closely.cut yellow gras, she
started out for a tramp. * Dear me!” thought she, “if I
only had my new spectacles,”” as she paused before the old
green door, to be quite sure from the closely eurtained and
silent looking windows, that no eye was_observing her cu-
riosity, she spelled the letters, 8, T, U, &, R, T—Stu-
art—nothing but Stuart.  Couldn’t they afford silver enough
for the whole name ? Is it Doetor, Captain, or Sqaire?
James Jones married a daughter of one Mrs. Stuart. I
wonder if she is any kin to this Stuart. T'll find out some
time, and tell her, T know Mrs. Squire Jonés ; my couisu’s
brother’s wife, called on her once, but she never returned
the call! It may be the same family, they have a large
cireulation of relatives in the States.”

The old lady had three rules for action

Never to go out in the rain.

. o be always ready for her meals,

And to get her money’'s worth.

After many walks, she concluded there were no gentle-
men about the house, therefore no name but Stuart. This
conclusion was satisfactorily established in a most natural
way. When looking down from her cousin’s third-story
window into the rear of the old brick house through her new
spectacles one Monday morning and examining the clothes
on vhe line, a favorite amusement of hers; she could tell
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which were bleached, which unbleached, which new and
which patched, and how many sheots there were in the
wash, *No men, no children,” said she, as she put in her
head and drew off her spectacles. (
One day as she passed she saw a doctor’s gig before the

~ green door. The door-plate was not as brightly polished as

“usual, the Autumn leaves not brashed from the walk, and
the pot of violets always set under the open window was not
to be seen-—~somebody must be sick, and she had lived in
that street two whole months, and not known who it was, nor
what was the matter—she must call and see that afternoon,
going home first to dinner—it was now twelve, by the old
clock on the brown church on the corner—but it rained that
afternoon, and it rained for three days, and so her curiosity
waited, :
Morning came again, and the sun shone through folded
curtains into Mrs. Stuart’s room.- It lingered upon her
pillow, as she tarned uneasily after a restless night. In
lier sleep she had marmured faintly, “Must I drink this
bitter cup “—when all alone she drew from under her' pil-
low the letter brought by the postman the day previous.

Holding it in her trembling hand she read once more, the

most brief, the most cruel letter a strong man can write to

a frail suffering and helpless woman, _

Another day passed and the invalid was a little beitor.
The violent pain in her head was soothed, she conld sleep
longer. *I have nothing now but this poor child to live
for,” thought she, * It is my duty to live. I must try to
trust.” ‘

She had awaked but recently from the delirinm of fever,
she could not think long on any subject, but texts of Serip-

ture, and snatches of old hymns. passed pleasantly through

her mind, as if some angel having charge, was giving her

famishing spirit morsels of comfort, as she eould bear them.
“ Up to the hills for strength,” seemed singing itself along
the chords of her soul, and Ler crushed spirit was becoming
wondrous hale and brave, as it climbed on eagle’s ‘wings
those sunny hills. : -
While her thoughts wore soaring upward for strength and -
consolation, a tall form closely shawled and bonuetted, hold-

ing tightly 2 green umbrella, emerged from ber *“cousin’s

=
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house, and passed quickly up the street, and paused at the
green door. - Looking up she exclaimed— _

¢t There—isn’t that providential, the door is open on ha.
erack, I will go in quietly as I would call on an olq."nelgh-
bor at home ; knocking always disturbs sick people ; pl'l;] -
ing the door open and seeing no one, she walked as rapidly
up stairs as her new creaking shoes would allow, and a:.top[i
ping before the door of the room whose closely curtaine

" window had so long sttracted her attention, she gave three

i wi handle, to save stretch-
successive knocks with her umbrella ,
ing her new silk gloves——and was answered by a feeble
p=1

“come in.” o
Going up to the bedside with a preliminary throat clean-

_ing, she exclaimed—

“ You are sick, ain’t yolu ? ver{' siclf’?”
«“Yes, I have been ill some time.
« You are more poorly than I thought for; I saw the

N doctor’s gig before the door, and I thought it was heathen-

i to come and see yon—but I didn’t know how dread-
;':lll ;;;rly you was. M; name_is Miss Prudence _Potteri
1'm used to sick folks. My family died of consumption. ;
took care of all of them. When I first went to tak(:,- care 0

brother Simon, he looked about as you do, he lived Zwo

" sonths after that. How long have you been so dreadful

iserable ¥’
e I have been confined to my reom about three months,”

Bm‘q 'gllxiz;:sf::z:ils,” ssid Miss Prudence; *“no wonder
you're wasted to a ‘shadder.q /Did you inherit consumption
ther or mother ?” .
fm‘l‘nF{'?)lrltf Ii;zither,” said Mrs. Stuart faintly. I
“ Did you eatchcold and get it ? I suppose the d_octcfr calls
your disease consumption; you look consumptive; your
nails are hooked over, people always have consumﬁ)'tlon
when their nails are hooked. Then you are very thin—
there are great hol;s in your clg:z:ks, am’i, I dare say yom
' ie if you were sitting up. . .
Woglgl}ogty‘;{?ira? slay{; my lungs are.gnofdiseasad. I behevg
he thinks they are sepsitive ; but with care I may recoveg.
" «These doctors don’t know much more than we do.
They are not sure,” said Miss Prudence. People uﬂg‘% t::;'
live'a great deal longer than they do now, and they didn
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have much to do with doctors either. Have you ever lost
any brother or sister 7 ' o

“ Yes, one of yellow fever,” said Mrs. Stuart.

“ How long since he died 2 o

** About a year,” said Mrs. Stuart.

‘* Where was he buried 7’
- ¢ In New Orleans, where he died.”

“ New Orleans ?” said Miss Prudence. * Byried in New

Orleans ! in the ground #”
* We have not yet ascertained,” said Mrs. Stuart.
“ 1 hope not in the ground,” said Miss Prudence, * for
I have been told you can’t dig any where there without soon
_coming to water—they say coffins are often found ﬂbafing
?bout thtﬁ: §treeisIS. . Ilcvivouldn'thhave a friend buried there
or any mg . shou never have any -
It’s heathei]igsh to bury a body so.” Y eace or comfort
Miss Prudence didn’t see that Mrs. Stuart’s pale face
was growing paler, but after some more talk about New

Orleans, burials, ete., she suddenly took from under her .

shawl 2 little cup, covered with a white paper. “I have
brought you some currant jelly of my own make, from
country currants, fresh and nice; I thought perhaps you
wquld relish it. ' T didn’t know as you could afford such
things.  You can keep the cup carefully for it helongs to a
‘mice set of chany, my mother’s wedding set. If you ‘should
need a watcher, I'll come and ‘sit up with you any time.
except Saturday nights ; that child looks young and inexpe-
rienced-—she don’t know much about nursing ; I could give
her a few valuable hints, I know so much about consump.
tion. But don’t be discouraged, I've seen people look as bad
a8 you do, and live along quite a spell. ¢ While there’s
life there’s hope.” X your feet should swell, (they often do
i;n the last stages,) they should be bandiged ; I’ll come and
| b:gd;)grey?;r’r’l, and you mustn’t see much company, it’s very
Miss Prudence had risen, and once more .approached th

bed, exclaiming, *“ Why, what makes your II]]&pil' 80 egre?ﬁ
you look as if you might be young,” when Nepenthe came.
in, and, starting as if surprised to see a strange face, placed
2 bottle on the mantlepiece. Child as she was, she noticed
her mother’s pale face, and wished the stranger would

down stairs or somewhere else, and let her mother rest. But
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‘Jooking down significantly on Nepenthe, as such faces only

can smile on a child, the old lady's eritical eyes spiced
the newly-arrived bottle, and she exclaimod emphatically,
“ Tg that real Port wine?’ going up to the shelf.

It is,” satd Nepenthe.

« T’ve no faith in wine, nor no kind of spirituous liquors,”
said Miss Prudence Potter, * it never did our family any
good—I never derived any benefis from it. It costs a good
deal, too,” said she, looking expressively around the room,

“as if in their apparently moderate circumatances, it was a

useless and foolish expenditure. ¢ My cousin Susan was
carried through 2 severe fit of illness without it. I used of
a morning to beat up a raw egg in a clean saucer; with a
small tea-spoon and put in a leetle grain of sugar, about as
much as you put on the end of a knife, and give it to_her
between meals ; it is the best o-nike you can take ; and the
‘wine may make you deli-rious, too. How much is this a
bottle ¥ said she, taking it up in her hands, and examin-
ing it as if with a microscopic eye. '

The clock struck twelve very conveniently just then, so
she waited not for an answer to her last question.

Just as Nepenthe opened the street door for her egress,
Miss Prudence turned and said in a Joud voice, ** Your
mother looks goorly, very poorly. I shouldn’t be surprised
if she didn’t last long. Did your father die of consumption ?”
(determined to be sure of this fact.)

« T don’t know, ma’am.”

“ What was the nature of his disease 7’ persevered Miss

. Prudence, thinking, as many others do, she could get all the

particulars by catechising the child elosely.

« T don’t know as he is dead.”

« Not dead,” thought Miss Prudence on her way home,
“ where on earth ecan the man be ?” '

Soon the doctor came and Nepenthe went to prepare her
mother’s dinner. There were oysters to be slightly cooked

and poured over crackers.
“ How is this ?” said the doctor examining the patient’s

“ pulse, “ more fever-—cheeks little flushed, temperature of the

room about right—rest well last night ?”

“ Yes, better than usual,” said Mrs. Stewart.

“Pulse too quick,” said the doctor, shaking his head.
“ Pulge too quick—eaten any thing stimulating
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* No, nothing but oysters.” :

“ Qysters can’t hurt you~—we must expect changes—can't
be better every day—we all have our ups and downs. I'll
leave you some lupulin pills, and drop in again this evening,
You must get some sleep. You mustn’t think about any thing.
“Lie still and count black sheep, or the leaves on the wall.” -

‘ How is this ?” said the doctor, as he met Nepenthe in the
hall——* any' mental agitation ? -

“ Bhe bad a call while I was out; an old lady walked in
up stairs and staid a good while ; that might have exeited
her, I'm afraid mother heard what she said in the hall, she
spoke so loud, she said mother wouldn’t last long ’

¢ She calls herself Miss Prudence Potter,” said the doctor.
‘ She ought to be called Miss Impudence Potter. I'll not
have her going around visiting my patients, telling them
how miserable and dreadfully poorly they look ; she’ll give
more fever in ten minutes, than T can cure in a mbnth. I'd
like to feel fer pulse and tell her she needs a change of air and
quiet, and I'd have her keep ker room a month or so. She goes
- round like a raven, croaking, croaking in every sensitive
ear. I won’t have it. Lock at that sunshine, stealing in that
bouse over there, brightening everything that's dark—so it
should be with those who visit the sick, they should make
every thing brighter. Your mother will get well yet. But
slge must have nothing to exeite her ; any great excitement
will place her beyond the reach of my aid. "I tell you this,
child, though you are young, very young—yet you can

~ understand me.” -

As the doctor left, he said to himself, * That woman has
suffered so much, and is prostrated by long illness, one little
trouble—one more care might—yes, it might. '

“ What's the use of aggravating the world so ?’’ he went
on soliloquising, as he drove to the door of his next patient,
**if you do meet a man as thin as a rail, and pale as a ghost,
“"don’t te// him he is thin ; if he is as white as a sheet, don’t
- tell him he looks miserable, don’t tell him you shouldn't

have known him, he’s changed so—he’ll go-home and grow
thinner and paler, and worry himself sick. ‘

** All these croakers that go around with their long wige
faces telling people how poorly, miserable and pale chy look
—T’d like to shut them up a while in Sing Sing—they had
better sing-sing than croak-croak——there is a wonderful eon-
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_pection between health and happiness, convalescence and

cheerfulness. That was very true, that translation from
Friederich von Somebody—he knew something, if he did
live way back in the seventeenth century.

; «: Joy and temperance and ropose
/ Slam the door on the doctor’s nose.””

Miss Prudence Potter was seated at the dianer-table,
before a cup of strong black tea, unmitigated by sugar or
cream—she could not be persuaded to taste of that poisonous
city milk, and the sugar was so wixed with flour, therc was no
sweetness in it. “ I told you, Prigeilla,” stirring the spoon
in her cup, ““1 would find out who was sick in that house;
I don’t believe in being so ignorant of your neighbors. How
are you going to love your neighbors as yourself, if you don’t
know who they are. L think it is heathenish. 1 made a
call there this morning,” said she, smiling—and suck a
smile! Every muscle of her face was serewed up to make
that perpetual smile. I verily believe she would smile even
at a chicken if she stumbled over one on the walk. Itwasa

' geometrical $mile with an infinite series of grins. I have often
 wondered if she réally had that smile when she was all alone,
~whether she went to bed with it and woke up with it.

Far more agreeable is the stern frown of a dignified man
or the thoughtful glance a of true-hearted woman than this
live-forever smile of one who at heart cares not if you are
living or dead, yet she will smile and smile as she just
touches your hand and says, *“ I hope you are well.”

- Such eternal smiles are only caricatures of those sunny
flashes, the play of the best feelings and kindest thoughts
as they ripple up from the clear depths of an innocent heart
—only a sterectyped plate with which every look, tone, and
word of a shallow heart is issued.

f She would look at you up and down, and then aeross,
measuring with sharp eye your latitude and longitude,
wondering about the probable cost of your dress, 2s .she
looked over her spectacles to inquire how you were getting
on, seeming to say, * I.could tell you a much better plan

“than the one you are pursuing—I could save a great deal, if
I could manage for you,”

With no idea of etiquette, she went right at a subject,
handling it with shovel, tongs or poker, using the ncarest
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weapon. -She never skirmished around ideas with plansible
words. If she had never seen you before, she wonld walk
right up. to you, and if you had on a good-shaped collar
ask you for a pattern of that collar. It was amusing to see
her approach all classes with so muech assurance ;—there
was no hinting ker down, if she came to ask the price of
your new carpet. All dignity, reserve, elegance and

hauteur were wasted on her. * My pedigree is as good as

anybody’s,” she would say, “my father was deacon in
parson William’s church, and my grandfather was a Baptist
minister.”” Were her royal majesty the Queen Victoria to
appear in full suit she would probably walk up before her
~ to shake hands, saying, “ How do you do, Vietoria ? I hope
you are well,” ' :

¢ That Mrs. Stuart is an examplarous woman,” she said,
as she took up her ball of mixed yarn, and began setting up a
stocking for cousin * Susan’s intended”—“but I wonder what
she had that basket by her bed for. . When she turned her
head to cough, I tried to raise the lid a Jittle with my um-
brella handle, and-T eould just see a whole row of little
stuffed Quakers, with real bonnets on, like the one Rachel
Btrong had on when she came back fromn yearly meeting.
I wanted to take one in my hand, to see what they were

made of, but I thought I’d wait a spell. I forgot to ask about -

them, when that child came in ; she had such a queer name,
it put the Quakers all out of my head. I néver heard such a
name. Why, Priscilla, you might guess all through the spell-
ing book, and you wouldn’t guess it. I've looked all through
the Bible and can’t find it, though I suppose it is somewhere
in the Old Testament among those strange Jewish names,
- If Mrs. Stuart warnt so examplarous I shonld think it was
some heathenish name ; but it can’t be, for she's a professor,
and I’'m sure there’s names enough, without going to forrin
parts for one. Nepenthe, Nepenthe—I’ll ‘ask her next time
“what part of the Old Testament she found that in, but I would
like to know what those stuffed Quakers were for,”” gaid she
again ag she smiled to herself and went on with her knitting,
There was a slight variation in that smile a half an hour
afterwards, when Bridget actually brought up from the
ironing, her ‘ span clean, bran new’ handkerchief secorched
in one corner where Levi Longman had designed with in-
delible ink the wreath of flowers inclosing her name. ** Qh

NEPENTHE. 23

dear "’ she eaid dropping a stitch in her knitting. * Pru
dence did look so beautifully written in a round hand, and
now it is as yellow as saffron dye, it might as well be old as
the hills. I wish it had been my old silk one.”

There she sat in her cousin Priscilla’s best room, you eonld
sec her smile and hear the click of her needles making their
rows of decades as she said to herself what she had written
in her copy-book years ago—

‘ % Never less slone than when alone.”

On the page before she had written and copied well in

- her head—

“ My mind to me a kingdom is.”

What a mind! what a kingdom! what an independent
monarchy ! an absolute sovereignty ! | _

She always, if possible, spoke in set phrases which she
had used faithfully the last thirty years. If you knew her

. well you could quite accurately guess her probable exclama-

tion “in sundry times and divers manners;” that is, given a
get of circumstances, you could guess her ecorollaries and
conclusions. She was not one of those who tit down and
grieve and sigh over words thoughtlessly spoken or deeds
wrongly done, wondering what she “did that for,” while
hei pride was writhing and torturing itsclf on the hot coals
of regret. She always did her best— Who ‘could do
more.” .

In every affliction, dispensation, accident, the cljmazg and
quietus of all her sentimental, ideal, and pathetic flights,
was this line—also written in her copy-book.

“ What can't Ba cured must be endured.”

Oh, Miss Prudence, how delightful it must be to feel
that you always look well, always talk well, always think
well, always manage well, that however weak, foolish, and

wrong everybody else is, you are right.
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CHAPTER 1IL

MR. TRAP HOLDS FORTH AND COMES TO A CLIMAK:

“ Logic forever! :
That beats my grandmother, and she was clever.”

© % This lawyer, you know, conld talk, if .you pleage, )
. Till the man in the moon would allow *twas all cheese.”
OnivEr WerDELL Ho1lMES.

Mrs. Trar was v-ery‘rel‘stless,,v_ery--'ﬁrst,, she took the -

evening paper and tried to read, then she went to the win-

dow and looked out, and finally, taking that best of all seda-

tives, her knitting, she seated herself in her rocking-chair,
oceasionally glancing at Mr. Trap—who, with his hands full
of papers, bills, and receipts, sat doing them up in separate
packages. ‘

* Mr. Trap,” said she, suddenly dropping a stitch in her

knitting, ¢« Mr, Trap, are you really going to foreclose Mrs.
Stuart’s mortgage ?”’ ' ‘
« 1t is my intention to do so,” said Mr. Trap, dryly.
“ But, Mr. Trap, is it right to deprive a widow of her shel-
ter, particularly in her delicate health, when 2 little money
paid down would save her a home, and perhaps keep her
alive ¥’
“Right, right, madam, you’re always preaching about right
—what .do you know about business affairsa? T shall do
nothing contrary to law. You do very well, madam, in your
“own sphere, but you nor any other woman know anything
~about business matters—what do you know about law ?
Law is law. I invited you, Mrs. Trap, to take charge of this
establishment, to rule in the kitchen and preside in the par.
lor—of my shirts, collars, clothes, and food, you have the
arrangement, the control, but you are not to interfere with
my business matters. I have made up my mind to be rich,
cost what it may. Law is law.” Mrs. Trap sighed, and men-
tally said, “ Yes, law is law, and equity is equity.” * Money

does every thing,” continued Mr. Trap, “ money does every
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- thing ; no matter how good you are, no matter how wise
_you are, who can do without money? Money only gives

ower, gives position, and position is every thing, Mrs.
Erap. There are men in this city, courted and flattered,
bowed to and fawned around, who if they were poor to-mor-
row, would mnot be tolerated in any decent society. Might
makes right, and money is might. ' If women ruled affairs

I wonder how our agricultural and ecommerical interests

would prosper, or our government officials be paid ; Low
many profitable investments made.” Mr. Trap paused to
take breath, and Mrs. Trap said mildly, ¢ Remember the ser-
mon, my dear, last Sabbath morning’s sermon, ‘ The love of
money 18 the root of all evil.” ”’

“ Yes, yes,” said he, *“ I could preach agnother from just
as true a text, money is the root of all good. What good or
goods can you get without it, 'tis not only the root of good,
bhut the tree, and the)branches and flowers——food, clothes,

‘houses, lands, every thing. I will be a rich man before [

die. In this city, we must make all the clear gain we
can. I got this house by just such another operation.

- What a lawyer you'd make, madam! If we'd get along

fast in the world, we must put people through, put 'em
through. These ministers—why, they think just as much
of money as we do—and they get it easy enough, teo. If
they can get a fat salary in a more fashionable church, they
preach a farewell sermon to their beloved flock, and off they
g0, as they say, * to do more good in an enlarged sphere of
usefulness.” I’'m going to enlarge my sphere of usefuiness,

Mrs. Trap! I heard the Rev. Dr. Smoothers say the other

day that proprietorship is inherent in man’s nature. * God
made some to be above others.’

“ You talk about Providence opening 2 door. T tell you
you've got to open fortune’s door yourself, or yon may
stand outside and freeze forever. I wonder if you had a
note to pay at three o’clock to-morrow, if this bank of Prov-
idence would cash it. Puat your bills in that bank of Prov-
idence, or that famous bank of Faith either, you’ll neither
get principal nor interest. There is a pretty heavy discount
on that bank. Then where’s your certified check? The
bank of Providence pays in bills of faith, hope and charity.
These are all shinplasters when you want hard dollars ; their
value on demand, situate lying and being in the moon.

)
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There’s no paying teller in that bank; you may put in and
~ put in, and yet never get any thing out. What kind of a
legal tender would bumility constitute? You've had so
much laid up in that bank of Providence for years—jyou
ought to be pretty rich now, Mrs. Trap. ‘

“ If I should ever fail, my assets would be in western
lands, Il fail for about half 2 million. I shall pay you
over, madam, as the favorife creditor, about thirty thousand

_for good advice and services rendered, and thenr you can
support me, you know.: - :

“The land for which I paid three dollars an acre last year,
I can-sell for eight hundred now. This Stuart operation is
‘a teal streak of luck. Is Mrs. Stuart one of the silk
stocking gentry ? Is she the French china of humanity that
she shouldn’t be put through according to law ?

“ There’s too much of this Presbyterian cant; this ortho-
.doxy, tight as a drum, now in the world. Yon women jump
at conclnsions, you make a ’twill do of every thing " —'twill

do, was Mr. Trap’s favorite phrase when he wished to ex-

press the height of ineficiency. “ I shall keep my mascu
line prerogative, I shafl get all the lands, tenements, and
hereditaments : I can, if all the women in creation keep up
an infernal charivari in my ears;’ charivart was the only
- French word Mr. Trap knew, and it was a mystery to Mrs.
Trap how he learned that, Mr. Trap looked over hig spec-
taclés, as if his wife’s arguments were annihilated by this
chef d’cevre of logic—this last sounding, flourishing, com-
plimentary climax. : .

He sat in his chair and thus silently soliloquized :

« ¥ am glad I dissolved the partnership with that squeam.
ish Douglass, he never would jump into a case unless he
could be up to his eyes in honesty. ' This double refined
outrdgeous honesty is all perfect popeockery.”

He gat-abont five minutes looking over some old accounts
of the fitm of Douglass & Trap. .

It disturbed the dignity of his mascnline prerogative, to
speak so soon again after his recent powerful remarks. But
he did speak, for he wanted to see something in that day’s
“law reports.” ‘

* Did the carrier come this morning? Where in thunder
is that paper 77
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“ He didn’t come this morning,” said Mrs. Trap in a low
mild voice. <

“ Didn’t come! Well I want to see him to-merrow morn-
ing. Do you understand ? and tell him if he can’t bring my
paper earlier, T shall stop it. 'The lazy scamp goes moping
along puffing his cigar—gets here about ten o’clock with the
outrageous tie ‘that the steamer hadn’t got in yet.) I'll
stop the paper, and if you don’t blow him up, I will.”

Mr. Trap believed firmly in the gunpowder suasion—if
the cook was slow and careless, “blow her up,” ¢ breathe
the breath of life into her.” If the biscuits are burned, or

. a goblet broken, *“ Why don’t you blow her up 7’ So fond

wag he of blowing people up, he might well be appointed to
construct and take the directing of a powerful magazine to
blow up all the evils in the country. Commander-in-chief
of the gunpowder army, as if evil—solid, substantial, heavy
as it ig, if blown up, wouldn’t come down larger, more solid,
heavier than ever. )

If we could get some kind of philosophic glass, and take a
good look at Mr. Trap’s conscience, 'twonld be made of
something like gutta percha, it would stretch the whole
length and width of a Blackstone, and wouldn’t be able to
take in these minor decisions, such as the ten statutes once
promulged on tables of another kind of stone by a Iebrew
law-giver. The golden rule he used to say was nothing but
jeweller’s gold, and only plated at that——he never found it
of any weight in the scales of equal justice. His rule was
never to do any thing for any body, unless he was well
paid for it.

Mr. Trap was not always so cross, but he had been beaten
that afternoon in a game of chequers. He never would own
that he could be beaten in any game. He used to keep a
few chequers stowed away under his coat sleeve, ready to
drop down in the most desirable places, when his opponent’s
back was tarned. But this afternoon his defeat was owing to
some ‘‘ disturbing cause.” Then he had rolled ten pins, and

* been beaten in that, too—he declared this was because the

boy didn’t get them up right, though the party of the sccond
part demyrred from that epinion.

Then the truth must come out. He had lost a ease in the
Superior Court, because, as he said, the witnesses didn’
swear to enough.
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Mrs. Trap had %er burden to bear, so had the carrier—
up till half-past eleven at night, up at one the next morn-
ing, walking fifteen zigzag miles that day, up all night on
Saturday.  So he toils, while the grumbler sleeps on hig
soft pillow, and if his paper is not by his plate at breakfast
to greet his sleepy eyes, there echoes in trumpet tones
through the dining room, ¢ Stop that paper. I will not en-
courage such laziness.”” -

“ Ah ! said the carrier, one morning, as he carried along
his head ache and his bundle, through wind, rain, and sleet,

“ poverty is not a erime, but it’s terrible onconvenient.”

I wonder if he of all men couldn't agree with Southey
about the road of life, * There is a good deal of amusement
on the road, but, after all, one wants to be at rest.” ‘

Rest, rest, rest—there’s no rest for mortal burden carriers
on the rough road of life. : :

Chiming high up in the great tower of humanity, is the .

yearning, soothing, unquiet refrain—rest, rest, rest.
Rest, rest, rest, tolls the starlit clock on the stairs of time.
Higher up in the eternal-dome, strikes forever the immor-
tal horologe, rest, rest, rest. ‘

CHAPTER IV.

‘ MRS. STUART § AFFAIES SUDDENLY CLOSE UP.

“ Weep for the voiceless, who have known
The sross without the ecrown of glory!
Not where Leucadian breezes swee
Q'er Sappho’s memory-haunted billow,
But where the glistening night dews weep

. On nameless sorrow’s churchyard pillow.

#0, hearts that break and give no sign
Save whitening lips and fading tresses,
. Till Death pours out his cordial wine
" Slow-dropped from Misery's crushing presses,
If singing breath or echoing chord
To every hidden pang were given,
‘What endless melodies were poured,
As sad as earth, as sweet as heaven !

Just a month after the conversation in our last chapter,
Mrs. Trap took up the morning paper ; as men say women
always do; she looked first at the marriages and deaths.

NEPENTIIE. . 29

The paper fell from her hands, and she uitered an ex.
elamation of surprise, followed by a long sigh.

« Poor Mrs. Stuart is dead,’’ said she to Mx. Trap, who was
looking over his * Revised Statutes.” Mrs. Trap took up
the paper again, and re-read, as if to be sure it really was
¢ Mrs. Caroline Stuart.”

“ Ah!is she !” said he, rising suddenly. ¢ I thought she
was one of those kind of people that never would die. I'll
have a title that'll do for any State in the Union ; there’s
almost as rﬁany changes in this case, ag there is in the
nine bells. I've a pretty good legal claim to hang on to.
I won’t let them kick out of the traces ; we’ll want unanim-
ity and concentration. Smith’ll be as mad as a March hare.
T'll finish up this matter ; now we’ll advertise. There’s no-
body to interfere, we can put that thing right through,” and
he whispered to himself as he went out of the door,

-+ Mrs, Eiliott is sure of‘ a fortune now, but I'll make her

pay me well for it.” -

Mrs. Trap sighed again, as he closed the door. ¢ Yes,”
said she, ‘* Mrs. Stuart was literally put through the world ;
but she’s passed into the possession of a house not made
with hands. I'm glad there’s no mortgage to foreclose up
there ; the title to that inheritance is certain, and well se-

cured, But there’ll be a pretty heavy judgment entered

up there. I wonder who’ll pay the costs.”

Mrs. Trap went around the house, polishing mahogany.,
arranging drawers, and dusting out the parlors, ag she
always did when her heart was heavy ; she went about sing-
ing with a trembling, mournful voice, stopping every now
and then, to wipe away a tear that would come : '

“When I can read my title clear,
To mansiong in the skies ;
I'll bid farewell to every fear,
And wipe my weeping eyes

# Lot cares like s wild deluge come,
Let storms of sorrow fall,
So I but safely redch my home,
My God, my Heaven, my AlL

¢ There I shall bathe my weary sonl
In seas of heavenly rest,
And not a wave of trouble roll
Across my peaceful breast.”
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This dear old hymn, like a nightingale in the great heart .

of humanity, has.lulled many a weary soul to rest. . Mrs,
Stuart, the night before her death, sat up supported by
pillows, and in a clear voice of unearthly sweetness, sung it
unfalteringly through. How the worn spirit gathers at
times, wondrous strength as it throws off its earth mantle,
to plunge in the swelling tide of the dark river. -
While Mrs, Trap is singing her sorrow to sleep, like a

sobbing child, Miss Prudence acts ; she deliberately attires

herself for another walk to the old brick house. She gets
out from the closet the straw hat with the green ribbon, the
high-crewned cap with a frill all around, her brown shawl,
and the grey bag. She never went out without her * riti-
cule,” she said, with her two handkerchiefs, one of silk and
the other of linen, to be kept round the snuff box filled with
choice Maceaboy. 'The shawl when taken off, was carefully
folded in the same folds it had when purchased eight years
ago. This was her invariable promenade costume.

“ We must all die,” said she to Nopenthe as she entered
the deserted chamber. * Your mother was sick so long, it
didn’t take you by surprisé ; I suppose you were ready for it ;
her sickness must have been a great expense. I was afraid
she mighs last all winter, -and it would have cost a great
deal—but I always thought if she’d had Doctor Brown, ke
might have helped her. = Cousin Priscilla says she ought to
have been taken out in the fresh air often, and not kept con-
fined in bed all the time, I dare say you didn’t know it,
bu$ it was the worst thing you could have done. If I had
had the care of her, I'd had her walking all around long
ago ; but you'd better sweep out this room, some folks might

be coming in, and it don’t look very tidy, and I'll take that-

pot of Johuny-jumpers home out of your way. I guess
cousin Priscilla bas roqm for 'enr, . I suppose you’ll leave
here soon, and want to sell off some things, There’s that
shawl of your mother’s, it is old fashioned now, and a little
“faded—'tisn’t worth muech, but I'd take it for three shillings
to acecommodate you; plain modest colors do very well for
me. I’ll give as much as any one for it,” said she, smiling,
and attempting to make her voice more persuasive, for she
really wanted the shawl. ' .

1 cannot sell mother’s shawl,” said Nepenthe with quiv.
ering lips.
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s« Well, well,” said Miss Prudence rising, ** you’ll see the,
day when you'll be willing to take a friend’s advice.” With.
out formal adieus, she disappeared, emphatically closing the
door behind her, 3

« Pride and poverty,” exclaimed Miss Prudence, as she
eutered her cousin’s door, ““ always together. There’s that
child as proud as a queen, and my word for it, she’s as poor
as a church mouse, and think of all the wine they’ve bought
that’s no use now. - I went there to give her some advice,
to help her, but I got my labor for my pains; then she
wouldn’t even give me thoge Johnny-jump-ups, fo bring to
the children ; and to think of the interest I've taken in her
mothier, too ; she is going to put them on the grave, as if
any body could be any better off under ground, with flowers
growing by their tombstone. 1t's heathenish !”

“ 1 wish, oh, I wish,” sobbed Nepenthe as she knelt by
the bed that lonely night, «“ I wish I counld stay here always
and have every thing just as she left it."” :

At last she went to the window, as she ‘had done for
weeks, to close the shutters, she could hear the moaning
night-wind as the black clouds moved gloomily over the sky.
Only dne star could be seen, and that was soon covered-
“ The last star has gone out,” sobbed Nepentho as she rest-
ed her aching head on the table—she raised her head at
last, and opened her mother’s bible, and read this verse
which met her eye— i [

“ T am the root and offspring of David, the bright and the
morning star.”

Then she turned over the leaves, and read on the first
page in her mother’s hand written with a pencil—

“The path of the just is as the shining light, that

shineth more and more unto the perfect day.”

~ Nepenthe read it over and over—-and as long as she lived,
these words would come every day toher mind; she lived long
enough to know there! is nothing on earth that grows brighter
and brighter but this shining path of the just.

- Mr. Trap passed rapidly down the street that evening, to
the office of Mr. Douglass. Mr. Douglass was in his office
:ribing all the eyening; it was something unusual for

1.

“ Douglass,” said he, © you may put on your list of houses

-, to ren$, Mrs, Stuart’s—possession given immediately—we'll
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i havé:tha't thing put right through. Tt has happened right

. after all ; it is a good time to rent houses now., We’ll say
nothing about there having been a death in the house, for
some people are go superstitious. :

As Mr, Trap was on his way home, a tall, stern looking
“womnan, with hollow eyes and prominent n ise, came in most
unceremoniously, upon Nepenthe's tearful silence.

“ Child,” said she, * don’t sit here so long erying ; you
can never bring the dead back. There’s worse off than you
are—why, you might be dead yourself. Lie down on that
bed and sleep ; I'll watch to-night. 'There’s no use erying
your strength away—you’ll need it enongh yet.”

Nepenthe sat motionless with grief, but with wide open
sturing eyes. ‘ : ‘

The woman looked astonished at the still, resolute child,
keeping her sleepless vigil by her dead mother—she looked,
and then walked quietly out, muttering. o

In half an hour she returned with a plate and a cup,
saying, “ I shouldn’t wonder, child, if you'd eaten nothing
to-day ; here is a roll and a cup of tea—try them, they’ll do
you good.” - ' ‘ '

Nepenthe sobbed again ; she had bought rolls last week

for her motber’s breakfast. She shook her head mourn- -

fully. : :

“ Then drink this tea. It will do you good. It would
please your mother,” added the woman, in an imperative
tone, Half frightened, and really thirsty, Nepenthe drank
half the cup of tea, and sgon sunk intoin a deep, quiet
slumber. '

Holding up a little bottle, which she drew from her pocket,
the woman exclaimed, *“ Well, that’s done me good service
—there’s no fear now.” She tirned and walked to the bed
where the dead lay, and with a pitiless look, she muttered,

“ She’s gone at last.” She gazed at the pale face, with an -

expression of intense curiosity, as if closely seanning the
form and expression of the still features. ¢ And she was so
beantiful once, they said. S8he is gone, and I am here.
there’s grey in her hair, and she is young tos, and he must
have loved ker—I wish, I' wish,” and the woman clenched
her hands, and then pressing her forehead closely, as if -
foreing back some wild, deadly thought, she' said, * I wish

-\1: ~“‘)
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she never, never had been born—and then what might 1
" e )
hméiu]: i:::l.ked back and forth an hour, and then, plac:ing the
lisht on the bureau, she cautiously opened the upper roiwer.
at%d first looking back to see if Shﬁ laad disturbed the sleep-
i i ined carefully cach drawer. o
mgSl(:Ln;‘g;uf;aiT:;:e corner of the lowest‘bab box ;oni;il:;:g
kace tied up with faded b.lue ribbon—she
323111011’3: ofcthe pap(g's, a8 ifd segkmg ;'otrheﬂon;%thigﬁ, “9]::1‘
dine her head as if satisfied, she rea m all, _
?i?a% ;hgm up very carefully, allllaulil one papetr_', danrc‘l) ul:ﬁttll::a%
ackave in the pocket which she wore e e
gia?islzd;utloei the skift of her dress ; this'one paper she ]:l.ld
in the folds of her waiss, which was buttoned up to heﬁ t":x ‘m(;
She replaced the articles in the bureau, putting up each thing

. as she found it ; then gazing again at the dead woman, she

took from her pocket a small knife, and cut from the neck a

little locket, hidden under the folds of the night-dress.

" Holding it tighsly in one hand, and half covering it, with the

r issed it over and over again passionately, an.d
:f?e(ﬁ ’tih:ﬁg;sthe great sobs that would st.rugglgi- i;or _ututeonl;‘
ance. She looked wistfully at a diamond ring, ghis em‘r:cN t,
the emaciated left hand, and shook her head, sa:ymg(,i o
that * no, not that1” She gazed at the locket again a]l: n%ag;,
till an expression of quiet tenderness stole welt"tf ?‘s ?em:
but forcing it back, she looked up and a supler_s i 1:‘)11 fear
came over her, till she thought she saw a smile on the '

’ o Tt
hp‘s‘a Mother,” said s low voice, * Mother, come her le. 0 Tllle
woman looked uneasily around, but the echild 1 \ (;r;ly
spoken in her sleep—the sleeper woke not, and nmseaci:] on)(:
the woman stole away; and as the midnight moon n
down full on her resolute face, there were great tfears ro11 -
ing down thoge wan ehecks—tears that had been frozen up
irteén weary yoars,
forotllllli; the next J:),f?t:c;n'mon. a head was_stt:etehe_d o:ilb“of‘ a;
attic window in the next block,f and a lvglce exclaimed, ¢ Loo
i i there comes a funeral. ’
qi-l‘l‘cl\{?{r!grfge%[argaret! that’s not a fgneral—-th;are 8 ‘only ﬁ
coffin in'a wagon, and a girl silting by it. See, there are n

-~ earriages, Well!” added she, emphatically, “as long as L
live I’ll not have such a funeral as that.

2
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The mother and child were taking their Iast journey to-
gether, they were going through beautiful Greenwood, for

- the undertaker had received orders, in a letter enclosing

money and directions, to bury the dead in that spot.

Had Nepenthe raised her head, as she came out of the

gate, she might have seen the tall form of the watcher, as
she stood near the door of the nearest marble shop, mutter-
ing, “ Well, she is dead, she is buried. It is as well, after al!,
There isn’t room enough in this world for het and for me.
The air choked me, while she breathed it. But there goes the
undertaker,” she added in a whisper. ¢ Yes, yes, he may
well be called undertaker, for he takes us all under.”
The woman had a card in her hand, it was—

“Trar, ¥oce & Crarr.”

“ Well,” said she, going on her way, “I've business
enough for them now.” = '

Though Mrs. Stuart had been some time ill, her death
was sudden and unexpected ; so much so, that there was a

- post mortem examination. She was heard to exclaim the

morning of her death, that her * heart was breaking.” The
examination proved the correctness of her feelings. :

The tremendous propulsion of the blood, consequent upon
some violent nervous shock forced the powerful musenlar
tissues asunder, and life was at an end. Her heart had
literally burst open.

Some months after Mrs. Stuart’s death a stranger passing
through one of the sylvan dells in beautiful Greenwood,
stopped to read this one word plainly carved upon a new
marble slab over a not yet grass-grown grave—

¢ (AROLINE.”

A lady elegantly dressed, stood a long time by the grave,
one pleasant morning, gazing intently at the simple inserip-
tion ; she turned away, saying to herself, ¢ She can never be
identified, from that stone or its inseription. - No man
shall know where Caroline Stuart sleeps *after life’s fitful
fever.” She shall sleep well and undisturbed.”

The lady was too much absorbed in thought, to notice
that a card had fallen from her half open card ease, and

»*
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was lying on the ground. An old gentleman passing by »
fow moments after, picked up and read—

# Mrs. CLara ELviorT,
« Bifth Avenue.
“ Thursdays.” .

i ornful eye, firm step, and haughty bearing, the
ladwjl‘rr llt);:sggd out of ythe portals of _Gk_'eenwood, and took her
seat by the side of a beautiful child, who was waiting in a
carriage outside furbher motlher._ The beauntiful child was a

of the beautiful woman.
PerTfli‘;i: (')cggs a gentleman in the carriage, and no one who
had once seen him could mistake him for anybody clse, It
was Mr. John Trap, smiling and talking in his low tones, as

plausible as ever.

CHAPTER V.

‘MRS. JONIN PRIDEFIT'S MURMURS, PERAMBULATIONS, CHARITIES.

“If Ihzwé money, 1 buy books; if I have any left, Ibuf food :nd.
clothes.” RASMUS.

Mrs. Jony Priperit was trying to decide whether a
Tyrian purple, or a gay plaid ribbon would look the best on
new spring bonnet. ‘ ] _
heléhe sa.tpqniegtly thinking, it was very still outside—nothing
but the oyster man’s most melancholy ery, Prolonge‘(‘l and
doleful, broke the unusual stillvess of t}}e night. That
man’s oysters must have a solemn taste,” thought she, as
laying down the ribbon, and rocking impatiently back' and
: forth? she broke oubt inte an emphatic “Oh!l dear! ho,
[2
hu‘l‘nVthat is the matter, my dear 7"’ said Mr. Pridefit looking
up from his evening paper, which he ha(’i, been reading about
ten minutes, * is your neuralgia worse
«T do wish,” said Mrs. Pridefit, “ that for one month at

least, there could be no newspapers.”




NEPENTHE.

Bvery woman finds out after marriage, that a man’s first
love was his newspaper. . o

“ Mr. Pridefit, you read when you are sick, you read when
you are well, you read before breakfast and after breakfast,
you read at dinner, you read in the cars. I'd like to know

when can I find you without a paper; every mortal man

must have a paper in his hat, or in his vest or coat pocket ;
and the moment he gits down, there is his paper, like a
shadow before him. You’re always waiting for the last of
the Tribunes, the newest Herald or the latest Times. I'd
like to see the last of thess Tribunes, and I wish some final
- Herald would announce that the dull Times were over, and
that the last of Tribunes was about to appear. You say it
is in the way of business, to keep up with affairs—there are
things of local interest, and general importance, national
politics, latest intelligence by telegraph, market, elactions,
-commercial affairs, bank dividends, public needs, quack
‘medicines, peolice reports, of all things these police reports,
Michael kills Patrick one day, and then the next day, some
other Patrick kills Michael.  Then there’s a supplement to
the Times, a journal extra, which men must say they've
read, of course. Handsome hooks with fashion-plates or
storles, are so much more attractive to look at-than this end-
less black and white. Then they don’tlitter up the house
s0. The week you were away, John, I thought it was a pity
for the paper to come every day, and no body to read it—
50 one rainy morning, I resolved to read one all through for
once, ana find out what was this wonderful charm. I read
every thing, even to the general markets. I can’t see for

my life, how whiskey was quiet yesterday, and steady to-

da.my ; that Timothy was firm I understand ; (that must mean
Timothy Titus, he’s the firmest man in town I ever saw,)
and that tallow was flat, that is why the candles run down
80 in the kitchen last night. I can see how sugar is quiet
* with & downward tendency—but how rice is more animated,

and cotton dull—how Scotch pig is quiet, I can’t tell, It must

be an uncommonly taciturn pig, and then how does Marsh
dry Caloric for three dollars and fifvy cents ? I don’t under-
stand these general markets, I 'can’t go into a car, but my
ears are stunned with the bedlam ecries of noisy wurchins
screeching out, ‘ Hagle, one cent,’ ‘Morning Herald,” or
‘Herald,’ or™* Weekly Tribune.’. Won’t these newspapers
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ever get out of fashion? Why, yesterday morning when T
rode down with you, John, you actually had three sticking
out of your pocket, and were reading one besides. You
never said a word to me the whole way, and I kept nudging
you to look at Miss Gouge’s new brown bonnet. A fan is a
good thing for a lady to flirt behind, and a paper is useful in
one way to a gentleman. When you are riding home at
night, tired, and get picely fixed in a good seat, if you are
deeply absorbed in some leading article in the paper before
you, why, you need not see every lady who is standing up

in the car, glancing round for some gentleman’s seat! I

have seen such uncenscious gentlemen. It is a great deal
of trouble to see all the Irish girls with big baskets, and the
fat colored women with their bundles! and the old ladies
with their bags ; then, when you are not reading the paper
in the evening, you are off attending some ‘ board meeting.’

~ I wonder what good a!l these board meetings do ; so far as 1
can find out, they might as well'be so many boards laid to-

gether, for any practical purpose. Why, men can't do any-
thing for an object, but they must have a committee to draw up
resolutions about it, and then a commitéee to discuss the res-
olations ; and ther to consummate their wise plans, they get
up these board meetings ! and form, perhaps, some charita.
ble association just to have great dinners occasionally, and
see their names in the paper. If you go to them with any
application for some individual’s relief, they’ll be sure to
say that that particular case doesn’t come within their organ-

" lzation.”

« Well, Mrs. Pridefit,”’ said her husband, resignedly lay-
ing down his paper, ‘‘ you shall have a hearing ; you can be
the reporter for the evening.”

Mrs Pridefit had been rocking restlessly back and forth,
as if anxious to reveal some newly-gathered intormation.
“ Where do you think I’ve been to-day, John ?”” said she.
At Stewart’s or Madame Flummery’s, looking at fash-
lons."” : " -

““ No such thing, John, I've not looked at a hounet, a
shawl, or a dress ; but I never walked so much in a day in
my life. I went up Broadway and down Broadway, and
ncross Broadway, and around Broadway ; through the ave-
nues and over the squares. 1 visited all the Intelligence
Offices, the Bible House, and the Home for the Friendless.
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I looked in the Times and.the Herald at ¢ the wants;’

climbed up back stairs in the Bowery, and explored base-
ments in Madison and Pear] streets. I've seen English,
Scotch, German and Irish of all ages, sizes and deseriptions.
None suited me. All were respectable, and counld do all kinds
of work ; and accustomed to have ten dollars a month, but
they would come to me for eight. Passing up Eighth ave-
nue, I saw some fine sugar almonds in a small toy shop.”

“ Of coarse,” said Mr. Pridefit, knowing her failing in ’

that line, * you laid in a quantity.”

“ Yes, there’s a pound to keep you good natured while you

listen,” said she, handing him a small package. '

Sugar almonds were the only thing in the confectioner’s

line Mr. Pridefit cared any thing about.
-« Well, well " said Mr. Pridefit, looking wistfully at the
evening paper which had fresh news from England, lying
on the table before him— What have the almonds got to do
with the girl 77 ‘ ‘ ' ‘

¢ You always talk like a lawyer, John. You want me to
state the bare facts of the case, just as if I were. a' “witness
on the stand, and you cross-questioning me. You've been
away all day. I think you might have a few moment’s
patience for once, and lét me tell my story according to the
best of my knowledge, information and ‘belief.” .

- “Well, go on and state  your case, and swear to it, too,
if you’ve a mind to."”
“ As T was turning to go out of the shop,” said Mrs,
Pridefit, I happened to see on one of the shelves, some of
those comical little Quaker pin-cashions, like the one you
saw on Mrs. Trap’s dressing table, which you admired so
- much, - That was the first I ever saw, and 1've wanted one
_ ever since. There were only three left. The woman said
the last basket came in last week, and she couldn’t get any
more, as the lady who made them had died a few days
gince. While I was deciding which one to take, the one
with white, drab, or black bonnet, a woman came in.

_“ “Busan,’ said the toy woman, ‘have you found a place
for the girl yet " '

“ ¢ No,” replied the woman, * she’s a nice girl, and willing
though she is small, and she grieves so much after her
mother. She was in a swoon-like most of the time for a
week after she died. Her mother was an industrious smart
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woman, and she made hundreds of those Quakers for me 'to
scll, She sat up in bed as long as she could hold up her
‘head and sew. I didn’t think ghe would die so suddenly.
She was gone just in a minute, as if somebody had killed
her, If I hadn't had so many troubles of my own, I should
have seen her oftener ; but with the children and William
to worry me, I did not do much for her; but I wish I
had carried her a little nourishment that morning
she died, it might have comforted her to think some body
thought of her ; but it can’t be helped now ,’ (and the woman
whispered so low I could hardly hear her ; but you know I
have uncommon good ears, John.) * William earricd on so

~ that morning, I didn’t know what I was about. I had to

hide the children for fear he would kill them. He don’t
get drunk so often as he used to ; but when he ¢s drunk, he
goes on like a crazy man. I have to bear the brunt of it
myself, to keep him off of the children :’ and a8 the woman
turned her head, I could see a fresh bruise on her forehead.
‘ But,” continuwed the woman, ‘I took the girl home with me—
‘what else could 1 do? There was no one belonging to her
any where around, as I know of, and I couldn’t let her
starve. D’ve kept her two wecks, and it does the children
good to have her around—she acts like a little angel dropped
down, I'd keep her until somebedy claimed her, if I had
to work my fingers off to do it—but William has carried on

. 80 since shé came, I'm afraid he will kill her if I keep her;

but she don’t cost Aim any thing, for he never brings a cent
to the house—he drinks up all his earnings and most of

_mine, too. Oh, dear ! and the woman actually sobbed. *1I

do believe I could do a little good in the world if my hus.
band would let me.’ -

¢ Susan,’ said Nellie, for the toy woman’s name was
Nellie, as they went out together into a little room next to
the store, ‘ people used to call you smart, but now all the
smart T can see, is you take your husband’s part.’

“+T wag sure,” said Susan, ‘ when I was a girl, that if T
ever had a husband, he would kindly love, fondly cherish,
and tenderly protect me, I would make him as happy as [
could, by kind words, and soothing and sharing his trou-
bles and bearing with his faults. His honor, reputation,
and even his mistakes, should be safe in my hands. 1T sec
his faults as plainly as yon do, but [ believe it is a wife's
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sacred duty not to speak of her husband’s faults, not to re-
prove or chide them before others. I may have done
wrong in alluding to them, even to you, but I shouldn’t if
you hadn’t seen him at all times and didn't know about it
yourself. But if I could hide every fault from human eyes
I would. I feel more grieved and disgraced by any error
of his, than if I had been doing wrong myself. I would
willingly die if my death could restore him to his original
manly dignity and integrity. I loved him once—that love
is.a broken dream—Ilike a plucked, withered rosebud, it
lies in my heart; the stem i3 broken, but if you should tear
my heart out, you couldn’t uproot the old love—the love
lies bleeding. There’ll be no more beautiful flowers, no
delightful perfume, but the root is there, down deep in the

heart.. Marriage is a fearful partnership ; if one party fails
to fulfill his obligations, the responsibility still rests on the
other, ‘for better or for worse.” The beantiful bridal
wreath may fade away in a martyr’s crown of thorns ; it may
prove only an asphodel on the heart’s early'grave, or a
sweet amaranth in constancy’s sunshine.’ -

“¢Yes, yes,” said Nelly, breaking in and interrupting
Susan, ‘but I don’t like to see a delicate and beautiful moss
rose planted right out in the middle of the dusty street, and
left alone to batile with wind and sterm, or for the foot of
passing scorn to tread upon, when it might have filled a
whole arbor with fragrance, or twined around some manly
heart of oak. But I suppose that’s what yon eall poetical,
and I don’t feel poetical ; I feel in sober earnest.” .

“ ¢TI have given my heart once,” said Susan, ‘and I can
never take it back. It may burn, or starve, or freeze, but
it must bide life’s storm.” . ‘

¢« Bugan, sister Susan,’ said Nelly, ¢ I wonldn’t live with
that man another day. 1'd see myself in Greenland before
husband.’ E . : _

¢ ¢ 1 took him for better or worse,’” said Susan, as solemn
as if she was preaching, ‘and I will stand by him till the
last. I must not cross his will, when I can help it. The
girl must have a place, I believe she’s got the same grace

T'd slave myself to death for a good-for-nothing drunken

in her heart her mother had before her. Any body to see’

her would know she was a little Chrigtian. She’ll bear any
thing God puts upon her. She goes by herself and reads
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that little Bible her mother gave her until my heart aches.
But in this world we can’t all stop for feelings—we’ve got
to live. I've laid awake night after night thinking about it,
but she’s got fo go, and to-morrow ;—that I promised Wil-
liam to-day, when he caught up-that stick of wood snd guve

" mo this bruise—my head aches so I have been dizzy ever

sinoe-~but it is hard to know what is right, sometimes.’

“¢ Yes,’ said the toy woman, *if you have a good-for-nothing
husbhand te order you around. I'd pitech him down stairs,
or I’d let him fall down any how some dark night, instead of
breaking my back helping the drunken scamp up. I'd find
out what was right and I'd do it, too. Why, Susan, you've
saved his useless life many times when he might just as well
and a great deal better been run over or drowned. I'd
leave him to Providence and himself a while, instead of
watching him as careful as if he were all diamonds and gold.’

¢ No drunkard shall inherit the kingdom of Heaven,’

‘said Susan, slowly and with a kind of choked voice. ‘I

could not see him die so.——And then I took him for better
or for worse.’

“¢I'd give him worse,” said Nelly, indignantly, if I
should see him abuse you. 1°d give him a good mauling with
poker or broomstick, Why should he have zll the better
and you all the worse. You carry to a wonderful extent
your ideas of love’s divine self-abnegation. Why, you had
as fine offers as any girl in the land. There’s not a man in the
world too good for you. Judge Corlette has never married
or loved since you refused him. You are only twenty-eight
years old, with your grey hair, pale face and thin checks,
your hands browned from toil and cxposure. I never saw
guch a hand as yours was once. Bensonio copied it as a
model hand,” and the toy woman talked till the tears ran down
her cheeks—¢ why, if a man had married you, and carried
you all the way through this world and not let you walked
at all we girls wouldn’t have thought it too much, he'd only
been carrying an angel. Inever wasa lady, X never was deli-
cate, beautiful and refined, I was made for work, and endur-
ance, and it suits me, but you, mother always thought noth-
ing good enough for you.’

“ That is all over now,” said Susan mournfally, coming
out into the shop again. I must get a place for the girl to-

~ day.’ Just then, John,” continued Mrs. Pridefit, “I happened
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" to think what Charity Gouge said about getting so much
more out of a young girl than an old one, so I just sent for
that girl and engaged her to come to-moirow.” -

“ What's her name ?” said Mr. Pridefit. ‘*“Bridget?
They are all Bridgets.” 7

“ No, John ; why don’t you pay attention ? Didn’t L tell
you she wasn’t an Irish girl? Her name is Nepenthe—
Nepenthe Stuart. It is.a pity she has such an unusual
name.” :

“ Nepenthe, Nepenthe,” said Mr. Pridefit. “ ] wonder
how the girl go}. that name. That is rather an uncommon
name, but I suppose you'll like it, you’ll think it stylish,—
you like every thing stylish ; and,” he added, in a kind of
undertone, * I hope you'll forget all your old troubles now
with Nepenthe in the kitchen.”

Mrs. Pridefit looked puzzled as she said * Why, you
know, John, I never wanted a stylish girl.” She didn’t quite
understand her husband’s last remark. She thought he was

uizzing her, so she pretended not to notice it. ‘

“John,” said Mrs. Pridefit the next night, after Nepenthe
had been installed in her new post a day—-Mr. Pridefit was
just elosing his eyes—* John,” said she, “ 1 think I have
done well this time. Nepenthe is a willing girl; she’ll do
many things a large girl wouldn't. She’ll never answer
back. Then she’s never lived out, and she never says she’s
" tired, and goes muttering round the house., She has no
precedents to establish, no *¢ cousing,” to come and visit her.
I don’t believe she bas a relative in the country, and that’s
‘worth every thing. I'm sure I don’t care how many
mothers they have in Ireland. You know Bridget wasn’t
accustomed to do this, and wouldn’t do that. - New Year’s day
ghe had as many calls as I had. T’ll begin with Nepenthe
and not favor her; shé shan’t burn much kindling wood,

waste so much soap, and give away so much tea, as Bridget

did. I found bundles of tea, sugar, and coffee, hidden away
in her carpet-bag, and she always saved the best ear of corn,

and the sweet-bread of veal in the oven for heiself. This

Nepenthe'll black your boots for you, too, I guess, John.”
“ What wages do you give her ?” '

“I sha'n’t pay her any thing now. I’'m going to clothe hér,
~ you know. I ean fix up the old things I have got for her.”
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“ Well,” said John, sleepily, “I hope we'll hiear no more
about girls; it is an awful stale subject of conversation.”

* John !” said Mrs. Pridefit, waking up her husband who
was just getting into a man’s profound slumber, “I'd tell
you something else, if I thought you wouldn’t laugh at, or
scold me ; however, I guess I'll keep it to myself.”

Mr. Pridefit promised to listen without reproof, ridicule
or exhortation ; so Mrs. Pridefit went on.

“1 saw that elegant Mrs. Elliott to-day—I'd give any-
thing to go to one of her receptions—and I met Mrs. Brown
(you know I have not.seen her since she lived in Fifth ave-
nue, in that splendid house, they say it is a perfect palace,)
well, she treated me cordially as ever—invited me to co-
operate with her in a litile deed of charity. Of course I
was willing to write Mrs. John Pridefit’s name under Mrs.
Theophilus Brown’s. It is policy for you and I both,
dJohn, to be a little benevolent. Then who knows but you

~ may get all Mr. Brown's business yet; he’'d be a first rate
_client. I mean to cultivate Mrs. Brown’s acquaintance.

Are you asleep, John'? Do you hear ?”

“Yes, yes. I hear—go on.”

“ A poor woman called on Mrs. Brown for some money
She had a large family—the father had died suddenly, and
they had no means to buy a shroud or coffin. We concluded
we would buy a coffin ourselves and send it there, and not
furnish means as we first intended.  Some time after send-
ing the coffin, we called to see the afflicted family. Wa
knocked, and after some moving about in the room, we were
admitted. We saw the man in the coflin, looking not much

. emaciated, probably on account of his sudden death, We

only stopped a few moments. Just as we left the house,

rs. Brown missed her elegant mouchoir, sa we went back
to the house and walked in quietly without kuocking, and
there the man sat in his coffin with Mrs. Brown’s mouchoir
in his hands I ‘
~“Tisn't every body that can afford to have his coffin laid
in beforehand,” said Mr. Pridefit.  “ I hope it suited him.
How much did you contribute towards this most charitable
purpose, Jane ¥’ . i

“ Five dollars,” said Mrs. Pridefit, deliberately, ** I could
not do less, Mrs, Brown was so very liberal, she furnished
the shroud, too. I don’t know how much money she gave—
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she thought I would give about eight dollars. She gave her

* services ’ you know.” ¢

« Services !”” said Mr, Pridefit, contemptuously. _

“ John, you needn’t laugh about services. -1 know you
think therc are no services but lawyer’s that ought to bring
money. 1 wonder how yow'd get along without services.”

“ But, Mrs. Pridefit, sy services are very different from
Mrs. Brown's.” o : ,

“ Yes, I suppose they are.  You sit in your office and
talk half an hour to a man about some case of distress war-
rant, and ask him ten dollars for it, and Mrs. Brown will
talk all day long about some case of real distress, and get
nothing for it—that’s the difference; and then she walks
miles and miles. She said to-day she was tired out, and to-

morrow she’s going all around again, to get subscriptions, to

get up a fair to pay off the church debt.”

“ Yes, I know, and wants you to make a lot of ice creams
and jellies, She’ll give her services.” : ;

“ You know, John, every body must do something for the
demands of charity. I am sure I am very economical. I
save all I can. I shall make that set of sable do this win-
ter, and for this fall 1 had no new bonnet.”

“Ah ! yes!” said John, laughing, *buf you sent your
last year’s bonuet to Madame Flummery’s, She gave it on-
ly a professional twiteh, a professional glance, put in inside
- fixing and strings, and sends me in her bill of eight dollars,

when the whole extra fizings wouldn’t cost two.  She values '

her services highly, you see.”
- ¢ Well, John, I only paid six dollars for all the material
for my new morning dress.” .

“Yes, that was reasonable; but your dress-maker sent
me in her bill, yesterday ; a bill of eight dollars for her ser-
vices in making it. But I suppose she furnished the sewing
silk as you always say, and that must be Fremch silk, too.
I can’t see but Mrs, Douglas’s dresses fit just as handsome-
ly, and she makes them herself.”

“ John, you men don’t know any thing about these mat-

ters. Its every thing to have a French fit, and Madam

Fixeria says my figure is so stylish it cught to have the
best fit, and you know, John, you pay thirty-six dollars a
dozen for your ghirts, and they ecan’t cost any thing like
that, You care so much about the fit, and twenty dollars
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for that Imperial Dictionary—that was really extravagant.
Twenty dollars would buy so many nice little things for my

~ otagére. Why, Webster’s dictionary was good enough for

my mother, and it is good enough for me. I should never
think of paying so much for a book. There are ever so
many things I should think of buying before I bought that—
and then, ten precious dollars for those dull quarterlies,
with those long-winded articles about assimilation of law, or
Prophetical Literature or Tithe Impropriation, or India
Traditions, or Chineese Aphorisms, or some subject or
place no body cares any thing about.”

*“ Well,” said Mr. Pridefit, without noticing his wife’s
sage criticisims, ¢ I hope you won't give any thing more in
charity without going to see for yonrself. It was a dastard-
ly imposition, and although that man escaped the grave, he
ought to be consigned to the Tombs in earnest.”

Next door to Mrs. Pridefit Jived two single ladies.

- ¢ Dide’t I tell you ?” said Miss Susan Simpson to Maria,
(Susan was the elder, and the spokesman for the two,) ** that
Mrs. Pridefit would cut off that girl’s eurls, and she has, all
those beautiful ringlets ; she has bobbed them off ¢lose, and
see, her feet ean almost walk about in Mrs. Pridefit’s gait-
ers. I sayitis a sin and a shame,” added Miss Simpson,
shaking her head emphatically, “1'd like to give her a piece
of my mind.”

T think you’d find she had mind enough of her own, if
you should undertake to give her a piece of yours,” said
Maria, quietly.

Susan and Maria got along finely together—one zlways
kept cool when the other was out of patience. “ And do
you know,” added Maria, * that Mrs. Pridefit told Mrs.
Venner yesterday, that the doetor had advised her to take
more exercise for her health—she should keep but one girl
for a while, and do a little sweeping herself, thongh Mr.
Pridefit was much opposed to it. But I kuow how it is.

- Mr. Pridefit bought lots of Mr. Trap way up in Fifth avenue,

expectir;g to sell soon at great advance. Hard times came,
and he couldn’t sell—I know he’s had to rake and scrape to
pry for those. lots, and Mr. Trap waits for no body, so
they are obliged to economize. They came over here, Mrs.
Pridefit says, because it was pleasanter ; but you know,

© Maria, it was bocause it was cheaper.”
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“ Yes, all for appearances,” said Miss Maria, dropping off

to sleep. E ‘
Venus looked down clear and bright, out from the cold

sky, through the uncurtained windows of Mrs. Pridefit’s

attic ; farnished with a broken bowl, a cracked pitcher, and-

the shattered remains of an ancient looking-glass, and a
table with three trembling legs. 'The night wind whistled
through the broken window pane over the old feather bed
which lay on the miserably corded bedstead, covered by a

single, faded, tattered spread, ornamented with Iittle tufts .

of escaping cotton. ,
As Nepenthe repeated, * Our Father who art in Heaven”

—there was her mother’s Bible open on the table—and there

~——clear and bright as ever, on the first page were the words,
“ The path of the just is as the shining light, that shineth
more and more unto the perfeet day,” that glorious truth
mounted like a sky lark into that lonely comfortless attic,
and was singing its consolation song as Nepenthe closed her
weary eyes with—* Now I lay me down to sleep,” the first
rays of the shining light were dawning in her soul. The
mild stars looked serenely down on that young head, nestled
on the single straw pillow, the glossy brown hair waved on
a cheek, not yet paled by want. '

“ Mother ! mother!” broke ont from the slightly pafted.

lips as she started uneasily in her sleep.

Sleep calmly, Nepenthe, on thy hard pillow, One bet-

ter than thou was eradled in a manger. Let the mild stars
keep watch, and ““He will give His angels charge concerning

thee.”

' CHAPTER VI,
MRS. JOHN PRIDEFIT IN THE DARK.

¢ Oh, charming realm of Nothingness,
‘Which Nowhere can be found.
While Nothing grandly reigns supreme
O’er Nobody around '

Mges. Joun PriperFiT was in fine spirits.  She had pur-
chased that day, an elegant coiffure, mouchoir, and brocade.
They were all bargains—she had saved enough on these ar-
ticles to pay for the poor-man’s coffin. It was evening—
Mr. Pridefit had gone out to draw up a will for a sick man.
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Mrs. Pridefit sat with her satin slippers: resting on the
register—on her lap Iay a mouchoir fragrant with millefleurs,
and the last new novel was open in her hand. She had
drawn up the table—adjusted the shade over the gas—care-

_fally arranged the folds in her dress, and fixed herself for a

good conifortable evening,

She was becoming deeply interested in the plot, and
weeping over the pathetic passages, when the letters began
to look uncertain and dim—the room to grow dark, and in a
minute more, perfectly dark. Groping her way to the bell,
she soon summoned Nepenthe, whose dishes were yet un.
washed, to the rescuc. ' ‘
~ * Nepenthe, you ought to keep the metre covered with a
flannel blanket—jyou have put me to a very great inconveni-
ence by your carelessness.”

» 1 did cover it, ma’am,” said Nepenthe, timidly.

“You thought youw did,” :said Mrs. Pridefit, sternly.
“ Now bring me some sort of a light immediately—the lamp
you use in the kitechen will do.”

Nepenthe soon returned with a large junk bottle, from
which arose a dripping tallow candle.

“ 1 am sorry, ma'am,” said ‘she, “ but Mz, Pridefit broke
the lamp the other evening in the cellar.”

“ Well, well,” said Mrs. Pridefit, * you must have eracked
it then, you are so careless ”—(looking dismally at the new
luminary, shedding a ghastly light on rosewood, velvet, and
brocatel} *“ You saw Mr. Pridefit fix the metre the other
night—you can put in a little aleohol, as he did.” ,

Half stumbling over the enormous rat which guarded the
entrance, by the aid of a duplicate bottle luminary, Nepen-
the found the way into the cellir, and without shutting off
the gas, commenced operations to illuminate Mrs. Pridefit's
parlor ; knowing as much about gas and gas metres as she
did of the climate, soil and productions of Liberia.

Into the firss orifice she opened, she poured the aleohol,
while some of the gas escaping communicating with the
blaze of the candle, which holding at least a precarious posi-
tion in the old bottle, had fallen forward into the valve.

“ Fire ! fire 1” shrieked Nepenthe, at the top of her voice,
and in such terrified tones, that even the immovable Mra.

- Pridefit hurried down stairs as quickly as possible.

, Shutting off the gas, she poured over the metre and Ne-
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penthe the contents of pail of water, which erst her. deli-
~ cate hands could never have lifted. _ o

« How could you be so stupid ?’ said she, in angry tones.
“« Didn’t you know encugh to shut off the gas before putting
in the aloohol ? You have done quite enough for one night
—you have half frightened me to death—you can pub up
the alcohol, and wipe the floor.”—and Mrs., Pridefit sailed
~ away up into her sepulchral-locking parlor, illuminated by

the poorest and dgrkest of tallow candles—-such as she only
allowed in her kitchen, . '

“« Stupid thing,” thought she, “T'll never let John go
away again until T am sure of a light—then the Rev. Dr.
- Smoothers may call this evening ; and how dull and common
- every thing will look, with nothing but this old candle. My
new picture and this dress would light up so well. I de-
clare I'd like to pound her. No light in the hall, either!
How provoking! ' | '

Poor Nepenthe was walking the floor and ringing her
hands, both of which were badly burned. Poor child, it
was her first blister. She konew not that a little sweet oil
from the castor, could have eased so soon her agony, and so
she walked up and down the kitchen fioor the whole evening,
moaning with pain.’ ‘

Mz, Pridefit came home late, cold and tired, and bewilder-
ed with perplexing suits, claims and counter-claims. Ne-

enthe’s swollen eyes and hand bound up in an old handker-
chief, attracted his attention.  As a matter of policy, Mrs.
Pridefit was induced by her husband to bind up with sweet
oil and cotton, the poor blistered band,

« Dide’t T tell you, John,” said Mrs. Pridefit, as she was
hunting up some cotton, “ to get 2 dry metre ? If you had
taken my adviee, all this trouble would have been saved.
1 wish you would pay some attention to my wishes. ‘What
should T do if Dr. Smoothers were to eall now? He is so
fastidious and refined.. He said he would certainly call this
week, and there’s only one more evening this week when he
will be at liberty. It looks as if we werc nobody and nobody

lived here.” ‘ :

There was a great hubbub in Mrs, Pridefit’s house for a
week or two. -She had kept dinging at: Mr. Pridefit, until
-he had promis'ed to have all-the modern * conveniences’ in-

troduced. So up stairs and down, everything was remodelled. -
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Nepenthe was just getling able to use her hands sgain, when

Mrs. Pridefit went into the kitchen one i i

direcbiong. “ That’s the hot water, and E::glgﬁetgo'fg&ﬁ? a:g
she, putting her hand first on one faticet and then on the
other, “ and there is the boiler. There is pump, from
which the boiler is supplied. Up in the bath room is a tank;
when that is full of water there is no danger, but if the tank is

- empty, and you should use up the hot water in the boiler,

the boiler would burst.”

‘: Yes, ma’am,” said Nepenthe, timidly.

¢ Now,. every morning,” continued Mrs. Pridefit, ‘“you
must pump plenty of water up into the tank, and that will izst
you all day. Y am going out this morning, and you can stand
here by the sink and scour all these tins,” and Mrs. Pridefit
piled up pails, pans, and tin.-ware of all sizes and deserip-
tion, all sadly in need of polishing. d

The hours moved slowly along—pints, quarts, and two-
quarts, pails, funnels, and graters, were 131 a,s‘s'uming un-
wonted brilliancy as they lay on the table awaiting Mrs,

- Pridefit’s arrival. “ Only one' large pail more to scour,”

tho‘}lght Nepenthe, as she bent her head over, and tried to

. remove the cover, which was pressed down very tight,

Ther¢ was a sudden whizz and repo
: ; rt, and then,
?::}lliéas?o;uﬁer a&udba.rm, came the hot? water, as szeflzl‘i;
rigntened back, while the angr issi
SlSSIB%l’ burst over the floor, 8y water hissing and
“Ob !’ said Mrs. Pridefit, coming in j
rs. ) g m just then, fi
gag taken the key of the front basement choor with 'h:: :11113
ad come in very quietly, as' she thought to find what the

" girl was about, she might be up stairs rummaging. ¢ Oh!"

;ﬁfiid she, shaking Nepenthe fiercely, “ you've iler,
There’s fifty more dollars gone. ﬁ'his.y is the ?;;t;ﬁs b;l;?sré
my k'mdness. Out of my sight, you good-for-nothing crea-
ture ; you Oélght to be in prison.””  Seizing poker and tongs
Mrs. Pride it, then rushed to the range and with all the skiigl
energy, and rapidity of which she was capable, poked and
seraped and raked the fire out, dashing on cold waier {o
ext;?gmsh the last lingering glowing coals.  Up stairs with
you: Qut of my sight, girl "’ said she, giving Nepenthe

~another push out into the hall.

Mr‘;\hgi _fdae'e flushed with fatigue, vexation and excitement,
- Pridefit hurriedly ascended the stairs to assume some
a .
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costume better fitted for removing the water from the kitchen
floor, when a new and still more startling sight presented
itself to her excited vision. _ o
The bath-room was nearly flooded with water. The
basin was full and overflowing ; towels, soaps and sponges,
weére swimming upon its swelling surface. Pomades, pumice
stone and tooth powder were floating out into thie hall, about

to make their democratic way down Mrs. Pridefit's new:'.

'Wilton stair carpet. -

No wander the the tank was empty and the boiler dry.
There was a faucet turned and the water must have been
running off a long time, and the unwelcome truth forced
itself upon Mrs. Pridefit’s unwilling conviction that she her-
self had left the faucet turned, and carelessly forgotten to

shut it off. . The fault was hers, and hers alone. But after

once making a charge, she would never apologize, never
retract—ib was not her nature. She tried to say to herself,.
that the girl might have looked, or examined, or prevented the
catastrophe in some way, though she had positively ordered
her not to leave the kitchen until she returned. .

John, Pridefit never knew why or how the boiler burst
—but he did know that he himself had that identical morn-
ing pumped the tank full, fearing the possibility of some

. aceident. Three weeks of lonely, suffering days and pain-
- ful nights, passed on. Though - still sore and tender, Ne-
penthe began o use the lame arm and delicate hand.
There was no boiler in the kitchen yet, and the pump was
out of order, and though the weather was severely cold the
big stone was moved off of the cistern in the yard and all
the water used in Mrs. Pridefit’s kitchen had to be drawn
up from this open cistern, by 2 pail attached to a rope.
" Mrs. Pridefit began to feel that six shillings a dozen wag
an enormous price to 'pay for putting washing ouf, and
~ when Monday morning came again, she thought Nepenthe
conld do it if she tried; so Nepenthe's little benumbed

hands had drawn up five pails of water when the rope

broke, and down went the pail. .
« Oh, dear me ! dear me " cried the frightened Nepen-

the, * ’tis Mrs. Pridefit’s new puil, with the gilt band on.”

What shall T do? What shall T do?” bending down and

L

up the sash.

uick,” Maris, !
::lern : aria! See that old bonnet on the snow by

quickly enough when oce

" : " ' the fi ! .
looking over into the ¢istern, and then came that -fearful - ence, she and Maria were soon in Mrs,

:;hlch projected over the cistern.
reams—the poor child was too much exhansted.

NEPENTHE. ‘51

~cramp she had so often i i i
cramp sho had s in her right .shouider, ever since it
" ggnggl_nd bl_ew' violently, there was almost a hurricane
tho noxt mgrlrimg 8 newspapers reports told of high houses
bieilog ) ﬂi trees prosirated and even persons thrown

y violence. There were two columns in the next

morning’s Herald filled wi .
ferent parts of the coin::-;t.h damages from the gale in dif.

CHAPTER VII.

MRS. PRIDEFIT' S INDIGNATION AND CONSTERNATION

“He who for all hast found
w\j}’md, waves, and temp:é.ts p(i):éa.d
ill find a place, oh, doubt it not!
Thy foot can likewise tread.”

GERHART.

Susan was the oracle of i
. the two sist i
Maua,“never expressed an opinjon, WithO;trSen?ilizt?Psi})n’ oy
mgS—t %hguihdn’t you think so, Susan 7’ B0y sy
eated 1n her pet corner by her back ch b i i
?gzniovmﬁf;grtable rocking chair, Miss Susan av?aserr;::(?iioww,tllln
e h)-d th chaptfer of Matthew from her mother’s old Bibl ;
ad just finished the twenty-fifth verse—«T1 was ca;.

stranger, and ye took in,”’—
and excl’aimed)j mo in,”—when she paused suddenly,

“Hark ! Maria, hark ! Tsn’t that a child’s voice I heay ?

Hark! I've heard it twice.”

7] I 3 L] . - '
guess not,” said Maria, who was a little deaf. « I

must be rags, or lemons, or soap fat.”

“No!no! There iti i i
_ ere 1618 again ™ said Miss Susan, throwing

“It is in Mrs. Pridefit’s back yard. fuick !
h

€ cig-

M .

i8s Susan Simpson, though a lover of ease, could move
asionrequired, and tearing a board from

Pridefit’s yard.

of a loose stone

A little hand was holding tight the edge
There were no more
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“ Keep hold of me, Maria,” said’ Susan, seeing’—’ the little
hand relaxing its grasp. * We must pull her up.

"Miss Susan’s form was of masculine proportions, tall and

muscular. With superhuman strength, she rescued’ the
half-frozen, terrified ehild from her perilous position, and
finding Mrs. Pridefit out on some morning expedition, car-
ried the almost senseless girl into her own house, and laid
er on her own bed. .
b f‘ Th];lre, Susan Simpson,” said she, while rub'bm_g the
girl’s cold limbs. “ You’ve done one good deed now, if you
never did in your life before.” \

Nepeunthe was speechless for half an hour. It was an
hour of rubbing and stimulating, before she was able to
move. Her limbs were partly frozen, and she would not
have lived many minutes longer in the water. .

About.an hour later, Mrs. Pridefit stood at her t_ioor, ring-
ing with all her might. She was getting quite impatient,
though well protected from the eold by her mantilla, !nuf}":
and cuffs of Russian sable. ¢ I declare I shall perish,

thought she, “if. I stand here much longer. What can -

Nepenthe be about ? 1’1l give her one good shaking when I
get hold of her.” o .

¢ Let her ring a little,” said Miss Maria.

Down the stone steps at last, she impatiently flew to the

basement door, where her succession of emphatic thumps

waked no spirit from within, but burst open the thumb of
her tightly-fitting new white kid, '« The girl must be
asleep,” she exclaimed. < I'll give her one good shaking
when I get kiold of her, for keeping me waiting till I am
tired to death. I shall have the neuralgia a month after
this. It’ll surely go to my heart now.” ‘

"7 ¢ Let her knock a little,” said Miss Maria, peeping out of -

her front window. © It will do her good. She’d no busi-
Dess to set that young thing drawing water out, of the cistern
with that old rotten piece of rope, too, while she herself is
. b 1" .
all rigged up skylarking around town, . ’
" Five minutes more, and Miss Simpson’s Bridget, who'd

had all her Irish sympathy enlisted in the tragedy, opened

Mrs. Pridefit's front door, and told her, with true Irish
pathos, the whole story.

1t was very provoking to Mrs, Pridefit that her neighbors

~that very afternoon.
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had interfered thus with her affairs, yet under-the circum-
stances, they could hardly be blamed.

* Tell Nepenthe I wish her to come home,” said she, dig-
nifiedly to Bridget.

“ Indade, ma’am,” said Bridget, ** an shure she’s not been
after spaking the whele blissed hour.”

This was an emergency for which Mrs. Pridefit was not
prepared, and she had invited the Rev. Dr. Smoothers to tea

Taking it for granted that the Misses Simpsons had done
what was necessary for the present, Mrs. Pridefit allowed
herself a few minutes’ soliloquy: “ Nepenthe had got so
she was doing quite well—she wasn't so quick as some, but
she was active, and learning to do quite well. What if she
should be sick, there would be a dbetor’s bill, a good round
one, t0o. Then she half frightened me to death, most set-
ting the house on fire the other night, and now to cap the

.elimax she has drowned herself, and my new pail, too,

(dear me ! how many pails I’ve lost.) ~Just to think of Mrs,
John Pridefit’s turning nurse and gelting a new girl. Why,
dear me ! it’s one o’clock nlready, and I told Dr. Smoothers
to come early, and I'm sure I can never wait on my own
table. Perhaps Nepenthe’ll get along well enough—I sup-
pose she’s scared a little, but that won’t kill her, and she
may be a liftle deceitful, and try to make the ladies believe
she 1s seriously hurt.”

Mrs. Pridefit had always found cards of great use in any
sudden emergency; they coald express sincere regret, if she
desired not to aceept any invitation; they could take the
place of many civilities —and it was often said of her when
in wealthier circumstances, that when she could not attend
church, she sent her card to the sexton and had it laid on
the altar—but here was one instance where eards would be

 of little use. She could not exchange calls with the Simp-

sons, those parvenu, plebeian, common people, Should she
go now, it would be the beginning of civilities. She would
rather receive and acknowledge o favor or kinduess, from

~ any quarter than ¢ those Simpsons,” she had so long ignored

that vulgarly descended, vulgarly conneeted family., Then
their father, she had understood, was nothing but a 7etail
grocer. -

The next morning Mrs. Pridefit lectured Nepenthe about
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her stupidity and carelessness in falling and thus ruining
her only valuable dress; but these lectures could not quiet

the pain Nepenthe felt. When she tried to stand ereet, she -

could not move without the most acute pain. Mrs. Pridefit
gsaid, ‘ Perhaps she might, have sprained her shoulder.”
She applied some Mustang liniment, judging from its use-
fulness when applied to horses that it might be of equal
. benefit to Nepenthe, The third day Nepenthe was still more
ill. She tried hard to stand erect and seem well, but she

had apparently lost the use of her left arm, and the left collar.

bone was inflamed, and the wounded integument was swollen.

Some course must be taken consistent with their persomal -

convenience and pecuniary. liabilities.

“ You might have known, John,” said Mrs. Pridefit, « that
that old rope would break. I told you it was not strong
enough for that carcless girl to use. Who knows but this

may lead to rheumatism, that is, inflammatory rheumatism ?

‘Who knows but it is catehing ?”” and she looked disconsolately
at her right hand, as she said dolefully, * here I've two big
warts, 1 caught at the industrial school, the day I went with
Mrs. Brown. I had to take hold of the hand of one of those
ragged young ones. I wish I knew how to get rid of them
—they do look shocking on 2 lady’s hand.’ If Mrs. Brown
had Nepenthe she would feed her fat on the milk of human
kindness, and wrap her up in the garments of holiness, band-
age and poultice-her, and make toast and gruel for her to
resuscitate her constitution. I can’t waste my sympathies
. on beggar children—if you begin there’s no end to it. I
believe as Dr, Smoothers says, * God meant there should be
classes in society.” The best way, if you know a girl is
getting sick, is to get rid of her before she gets downsick. It’s
not politic to be caught with a pauper on your hands—and me
left with my neuralgia, too—but we could not help this any
way, John.” . ,
~ The next morning Mr. Pridefit was walking in the yard.
He stooped to pull up-a weed, growing by the cistern, and
as he stooped he saw a penknife with the blade open, and - a
piece of rope lay mear it. He brought the rope and the
knife into the house. * Jane,” said he, to Mrs. Pridefit,
“ wag this a piece of that rope I fastened to the pail *’
“ Yes,” said she, taking it and examining it, ** yes, it was

a piece of the clothes line with that very knot on the end »
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¢ 'Tis strange,’” said Mr. Pridefit, ¢ that it should have
broken with only the weight of that pail. It is quite a strong
picee of rope”—and after a moment’s pause he added,
* Whose knife is this ? I found it by the cistern.

“’T'is a good knife,” said John. It is very strange ; it
was close to our eistern ; it looks like a lady’s knife—just
see, on one corher of the blade are the initials ¢ H, 8. T.) "

CHAPTER VIIL

MRS, PRIDEFIT TAKES A COURSE CONSISTENT WITH PERSONAL
CONVENIENCE AND PECUNIARY LIABILITIES.

# Longl the old nurse bent her gaze
On the God illumined face;
Marvelling at its wondrous brightness ;
Marvelling at its fearful whiteness ;
Why, amid her deep divining
Did she shudder at the shining

Of that smile

On her lips, and in the eyes,
Looking up with strange surprise ?
Why, in terror, turn her head

It was Monday again, and windy, dusty, cloudy—mnobody
would ¢all on Mrs. Pridefit, certainly such a morning. She
had washed her own dishes in her leg-of-mutton sleeves,
slip-shod slippers and curl-papers. She was completely ex-
hausted-—she would get the morning paper and rest awhile
on the lounge in the drawing-room.

There lay her velvet coiffure, and her new robe de cham-

_bre with cherry facings—her satin slippers, ready to be put

on at a2 moment’s warning—they were all so stylish and be-
coming,—she would jusé peep out of the door and see if that
cayrier had brought the paner , but there was not the paper
——there was the elegant Mrs. Theophilus Brown alighting
from her carriage, radiant in smiles, satin, and velvet.
There was no chance for retreat.

After her smiling recognition, the leg-of-mutton sleeves,

fearful sack, and frightful curl papers, had to escort the el-

egant Mrs. Brown into the 'undusted parlor, whoso wide
open staring shutters gave to Mrs. Pridefit’s toilet a full
eclaircissement.  Mr. Pridefit was always tearing the shut-
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ters open, Why do gentlemen like so much light? Ifa

room does happen to be undusted, and a dress not quite
@ la mode, or even en deshabille, up go the windows, and

out go the shutters.

“ Ty there any oue like 2 man for letting the cat out of the
bag? Why must they have every thing so light 7’ thought
Mrs. Pridefit, as she tried to talk blandly, and smile agree-
ably, and bend her head gracefully. ‘ y

Mrs. Brown’s stay was short. She wanted assistance in
making out a subseription for enlarging the Rev. Dr.
Smoothers’ already large library. Mrs. Pridefit couldn’t
refuse, so down went ten precious dollars under Miss Simp-
son’s five. ‘ '

She smilingly bowed out Mrs. Brown, and then frowningly
returned, and looked in her full length mirror at the other
end of the parlor. There stood Mrs, John Pridefit without
.collar, without coiffure, withont  adornment. She would
have given ten dollars more to have Mrs. Brown seen her
in her new robe de chambre, or rather not to have seen her
in that * horrid dress.” It was all owing to that careless
_girl, who ought to have been well and in her place.

Mrs. Pridefit was one of those people, who, when in trou-
ble, reproach the nearest, perhaps the most innocent
cause. Pride was the strongest elemen: in her nature—
this pride was piqued, and she hated Nepenthe,

If you've had a sleeplesss night, reader, with a sick child
or a toothache, and you get up in the morning feeling like
letting every thing go for once, and Bridget seems to feel
like it, too ; if it is the only day in the annals of your house-
keeping, when the furnace fire goes out, the parlor is not
dusted, your dress en deshabille, you sit down with a for-
midable basket of inevitable mending -or a most bewitching
book ; maybe Bridget has taken it into her head to slip off

and get married, or go and see some cousin, all the firesun- .

accountably go out. Then, surely, some high bred, elegant,
fastidious caller comes in her carriage to make you her anuual
fashionable eall, and you so distracted in your deshabille
and cold dusty parlor, only heighten the contrast of her
self-possessed blandness.  You can think of nothing suitable
to say, and after looking critically around, and saying a few
elegant nothings, your caller gracefully makes her exit, and
says to her dear friend at home, that Mrs, has
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grown old and negligent since her marriage—she’s not s

nice  housekeeper. Her eircumstanees must be very limited '
judging from her plain dress and cold parlor. Orif you are
literary, it may be because you are a blue, you are so neg-
ligent,—and then at last in comes Bridget who has really
greatly aggravated your embarrassment by her sudden ab-
sence. “ She has just been out at the corner to see her
cousin "’-—if you don’t scold, it is because you are very good
natured.

Reader, before you eondemn Mrs. Pridefit for her undig-

nified and foolish impatience, think of the many times when
you have been excited, angry, or unreasopable, for some
equally trivial eause—something of which you are afterwards
heartily ashamed. (
- When we are sailing off on the high tide of self esteem,
self respect, conscious of our all sufficiency to meet all life’s
little and great ills, some foolish breeze of circumstance, lit-
tle and weak, will lash up the spiris till it frets and fumes
and irritates itself into a kind of madness, foaming with sud-
den rage, and writhing with impetuous pain.

Let the kind voices of our good old grandmothers still
echo in our ears, * Handsome is that handsome does.” This
voice i8 an uncertain response for the modern world, The
world says, practically, ¢ Handsome is that handsome
seems.” The first bow of deference will be paid to the agree-
able exterior, which is the first passport to the stranger’s
eye and hand of welcome, It is an instinet of the warm
heart, an impulse of the refined mind to make house, fur-
niture, and dress, beautiful and symmetrical. We associate
beauty with Heaven itself.

Our ideas of upward climbing and onward advance are of
rising to something more beautiful and perfect, and paradise
wouldn’t be paradise to us if in our beautiful imaginings
there were no starry orowus, pearly gates, and golden
harps. There is even a kind of beauty in perfect order.

" Simple and plain beavtiful arrangements and elegant adorn-

ments, are sought for eagerly by all cultivated human eyes.

We turn wearily from a hard granite hill, with its wondrous

trinity of quartz, feldspar and mica, to gaze admiringly on

t*';h?lbeautiful prairie, bouqueted with sapphire cups and ruby
ells.

. When Mrs. Pridefit descended the kitchen stairs, after
| a*
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looking into her truth-telling mirror, there was in her face
an expression which may be summed up in one dark word
—Retribution. . S |

Giving Nepenthe another lecture on past offences, Mrs.
Pridefit was soon transformed intoe an elegantly-dressed
lady in promenade costume, and on her way-—whither ? 'By

the aid of the directory she was soon in the office of a .
physician, and after some preliminary and plausible pream- -

ble, she said, * I will be much obliged to you, doetor, if you
will inform me of the requisite preliminaries to getting her

admitted. I am exceedingly sensitive, and my health is -

cxtremely delicate, my servants very inefiicient, and I wish
to consummate some arrangement as soon as possible.'’

“ When did the accident oceur, madam ? said the doc-r

tor. *
- “ Day before yesterday, sir.”

“Then it will be necessary for you to procure the services '
of a physician, and get his certificate as to the nature of the

accident, and the suitability of the patient for the institution.
If you had taken her directly to the hospital on the day of
the accident no certificate from a physician wonld have been
necessary. But as it is you will be under the necessity of
procuring a certificate from some respectable physician, which
certificate you must present to the Commissioner or Superin-
tendent of the Alms House, at the Rotunda in the Park, en-
trance Chambers street, and he will give you another certifi-
cate which will entitle her to admission.”

* What do you charge per visit, doctor ?’ :

“ Well, seeing the patient is a poor little orphan, I will
visit her and make out a certificate for two dollars.”
- * Very well, doctor, you will please call at my house im-
mediately.” ) . ’

“ I will be there in two hours, madam.”

(Mrs. Pridefit makes her exit.)

** Good morning, doetor.”

“ (cod morning, madam.” ~ e

Mrs. Pridefit on her way home soliloguizes: “ What a
fool John Pridefit was that he did not know enough to have
that little brat sent to the hospital on the day of the aceci-
dent, and thus sayed the payment of an exorbitant doctor’s
fee. Is’t possible? Two dollars! Who ever heard of
such an outrageous charge ? The doctor has no conscience
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" —he is a real old extortioner. I wish he could pit(;h into a

cistern himself.”

Some hours after, passing up through the main entrance,
through hall after hall, and room after room, lined on each
side with rows of cot beds, upon which in all attitudes were
suffering invalids, Dr. Gunether came to the surgical ward
in the rear building, where were a group of students
receiving medical instruction from an old surgeon. The
nurse announced the arrival of a new patient in the ward.

** Well, my little girl, what is the matter with you ?”

“ Mrs. Pridefit thinks, she says, that I have some of my
bones broken or out of joint.” :

Surgeon—** Nurse, remove the patient’s dress from the
left arm and chest.””

“ Stand up, my little girl. Ah! gentlemen, there is a

language in that patient’s attitude and in the deformity of

the injured part that tells you distinetly and unequivocably
the nature of the accident. What is it, gentlemen ?”

Several voices respond : *“ A compound fracture of the
left elavicle, sir.”

“ You are right, gentlemen—this 1s a compound fracture
of the clavicle, No trouble in the diagnosis. It is a com-
pound oblique fracture of the clavicle—and notwithstanding
the amount of tumefaction which exists in the parts, our di-
agnosis is about as easy as if it were made upon the dry
skeleton. The wound is a lacerated one, passing directly
up over the left breast and clavicle, with which it slighily
communicates at the fracture. You perceive, gentlemen,
that motion from before or backwards can only be per-
formed with the greatest difficulty and suffering, and the pa-
tient, is rendered incapable of performing rotary motions
with the arm. The great pain produced by the weight of
the arm stretching the injured parts, causes the patient to
incline her body to the affected side. The support thus
given to the arm by the inclination of the body, generally
alleviates the pain. By tracing along the upper surface of
the bone, you will detect a depression at the point of frae-
ture, and by grasping the two fragments with the fingers of
each hand and moving their broken surfaces on each other,

.you will find the crepitus very perceptible. You will ob-
- serve that by thus moving her shoulder upwards, backwards

and outwards, that I reduce the fragments to their natural
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pgsiti.on\ with the greatest facility. Now gentlemen, the .iu-
dications of treatment in this case are to retain the arm and

shoulder in the position in which I now hold them, and with .

your assistance we will proceed to apply apparatus for that
purpose,” S ‘

After an application of a healing and emollient nature,
Nepenthe was bandaged with long strips of muslin passing

these rollers over each shoulder, and erossing them in the

form of o figure eight, acting in a manner similar to an ordi-’

nary shoulder brace. -

Ha.r}ging over her little bed a hoard bearing her name,
age, birth-place, date of admission and name of injury, the
old surgeon and his disciples passed into another ward.

“ Dr, Gunether tells me,” said Mrs. Brown to Mrs. Pride-
fit, whom she happened to meet while shopping, “ that one
- -of the patients at the hospital is one you sent there.,”

‘f Yes,” said Mrs. Pridefit, blushing, ** it is rather a painful
topic to me, The other day I found a poor pevniless orphan
girl who had no home. My heart 'woulg not permit me to re-
fuse her a temporary asylum beneath my roof. Ibrought her
home vnth.the intention to protect and watch over her as a
parent until I found some good religious family, willing to
adopt her ; but the other day while I was absent for a little
exercise, in the exuberance of her sportiveness, while play-
ing around the cistern, she stumbled over its margin, and
was only prevented from drowning by a projecting stick of
timber which fortunately caught into her dress by means of
a spike driven in its extremity. After watching her with

intense solicitude and finding my own health failing, and my -

neuralgia being so much worse—the doctor was afraid it
might go to the heart—Mr. Pridefit and myself concluded
that she ought to have the elose watching and careful and con-

stant attention of old and experienced nurses usually found -

2 the hospitals. I am exceedingly sensitive—my health is
-# extremely delicate, and my servants uncommonly inefficient.
This is a trial, but as Dr. Smoothers says, ‘*We are often
called upon to make great sacrifices in-the path-of duty.’ ”

. Mrs. Pridefit wiped her eyes with her new embroidered
mouchoir, and bowing gracefully bade Mrs. Brown good
morning. ’ ’ -
. ‘L feel so relieved, John,” said Mrs. Pridefit that even-
ing when Mr. Pridefit came home, *now - Nepenthe is off

i U maner L o A

TR OV = A PN s g i
Dt LS e s R

1ok mm;&\«{-::

NEPENTHE. 61

our hands. I wish I never had brought her here. It makes
my neuralgia go much worse to think about hospitals,” said
she, sitting down to finish some embroidery.

By Nepenthe’s bed that night, sata strange-looking woman
~~that gaunt form, those hollow eyes, those muttering lips—
she turned uneasily on her pillow; was it a dream? No!
no ! she had seen her once——she was the watcher by her
dead mother. Did this strange woman always come to sit
by the dead ? would she die too? |

No, it was only a nurse at the hospital, and Nepenthe feil
into an unquiet, feverish sleep.

« It is the twenty-fourth to-day, and to-morrow will be

" the twenty-fifth,” said the nurse, as she stood gazing at the

sleeping Nepenthe. * Yes, to-morrow avill he the twenty-
fifth.”  The morning dawned ; it was the twenty-fifth ; well
might the old nurse at the hospital remember it. -

“ T4 is the twenty-fifth to-day—it is your birthday,” said

. Dr. Gunether to his litile nephew. - You may go where
* you like.  This is your day. We'll examine all the balls,

tops and marbles in the city if you like.” n

“ And can I go where you do, unole ?”

“ Yes, and what will you do first ?”

¢ Let's take a walk in Broadway.”

Dr. Gunether had so often paced with weary feet this
crowded thoroughfare—he preferred a walk in some quiet
street where he might go along leisurely without
taxing his attention in steering straight. But DBroadway
sights and Broadway sounds, omnibusses, hand organs, shows

~ of toys and confectionery, bright windows and gaily dressed

ladies, all attracted Frank’s curious eye, and as each new
‘bright object attracted his atlention the boy kept giving an
extra tug at his uncle’s coat.

They were soon at the florist’s, where japonicas, helio- -
tropes, roses, and pansies bloomed in elegant profusion. A
bouquet of rare flowers was Frank’s first birthday gift.

« Unele, now take me to the hosp,iltal,” he gaid, “ 1 want
to see where you go every day.”

Clinging close to his uncle’s coat, the child passed the portal
of the building, and was soon by the row of little cot beds,
upon one of which Nepenthe was lying, and her pale suffering
face attracted his quick eye. While his uncle was convers-
ing with one of the atlendant physicians, Frank stole away
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from his side and laid the flowers on héf i i

; ‘ illow. His
called him at that moment without waiting to observe his t‘rln!;frt
ments:. Frank followed him, trying hard to keep np with hig
uncle'’s quick step and look back at Nepenthe, '

As the massive door closed behind them, Frank drew a
l(lalng br;s;i};lh once mm};e, as he said with a tearful eye, « Has
she no father, no mother, Uncle * Who ki d-ni
wnd what is her name © issos her goad-night,

* Nepenthe.” I

«“ }sn’t ilt a pretty name, Unele ?”

- “Just like his mother,” thought the doctor,
looking after pale faces. I'm afraid he will never doai'grﬂya.'s
dootor—he is too tender-hearted. It is true enough the boy’s
heart will often.take its mother’s fine stamp ; he might beya
pol;at, aut}mlﬁ artilst.h He is uncommonly sensitive for so young
a boy. I thought he valued those flowers too hi i
pose of them so quickly.” - r w0 Dighly o dis-

The strange-locking nurse watched the child as he laid -

. the flowers on Nepenthe's pillow, and said not a wo
brlnglr}g a tumbler of fresh water, placed them cai'vefl"t;il,lybl:)f;

a shelf in sight of Nepenthe, muttering between her half-

closed lips, * It costs me nothing—it costs me nothing.”

A shrinking, painful feeling, an anxious dread seized
Nepenthe, as she gazed on the unknown but remembered
watcher. But the heliotropes, rose buds and japouicas
brightened up the gloom of the hospital. She slept and
dreamed of the violets under the window of the old brick
lsnl)]us:, ang maw blb}gminﬁ1 on a grave in a d‘rreen-wobd‘ dell

e turned and awoke, Ther i ing
o cold and oot ere were those eyes still looking

“ The Stuart hair, ’tis the Stuart eyes,” the woman mut-
tered, contemptuously and bitterly, * but she has an ugl
name, and it is well she has no pretty name, with the ﬁf{;
she has before her.—What will you have, child ? said she
parsil;nhly, zlxls s?e cam\;l m;}dde}rly and stood by the bed, draw.
ing the sheet over the hot hands of the ish patient wi
an almost choking closeness. foverish pationt with

The next week Mrs, Pridefit was again at Stewart’s. Thereo
was a pew assortment of chené silks and she was looking them
over, She heard a voice in the next room say to anothe
lady, *“ Mrs. Pridefit and I do not exchange visits ; she doels‘,
not move in our circle. Pridefit is a respectable lawyer, I
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believe, and I get small subscriptions from her occasionally ;

every little helps. When our church was first organized

1 called on her. The church was small then, and we wished
to draw in all the new comers. She is a weak-minded woman ;
and flutters in every new fashion that comes out, and if she
were really high-bred or well-bred I could not make 2 friend
of her. She must lead her husband a merry kind of life.”
Mrs. Pridefis bought no dress that day—and that night

-she was so quiet and yet so oross, Mr. Pridefit thought she

mast have a severe attack of neuralgia.

1 canuot tell you why, reader, because I do not know, but
Nepenthe Stuart was in a few days removed from that hos-

" pital to another, and that other not half as comfortable.

Behind her pillow was a window——one of the panes was
broken, and through the broken pane the wind blew roughly
in on the pale cheek of the sufferer. Her fare was miserable,
she was mach neglected, and many an occasional visitor at
the hospital has said,; How can the child get well there ?”’

1]

CHAPTER IX.

A CHAPTER WITH SOME ‘‘ PREACHING ' IN IT.

“] hurry up heaven’s viewless stairs,
And easting off life’s weary cares,

Open the pearly gates of prayer.”
AraAx.

“ And some fell among thorns. . '
« And other fell on good ground, snd sprang up and bore fruit an

hundredl fold.” Lukg vur 7, 8.

“ Dr, Wenden,” said Mr. Douglass on their way to church
one Sabbath morning, ¢ I should think you would have the
blues all the time ; you see the saddest sights of humanity
—wounds, bruaises, agonies and broken limbs. I couldn’t
have the nerve to be a physician.”

“ Get used to it—get used to it,” said the doctor.

“ Yes, but every terrible scene must make a wound in
the gpirit, and ther_e’ll"\be the sear-—there’s the sear.”

“ Have to get used to it, Richard, have to get used to it.
When I first commenced practice, I took to heart every
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erken Hmb I saw.” If T lost a patient, I felt as if T were
gotug to my own faneral; and every interesting destitute
child, I was for taking home, feeding and clothing. Had I
followed my early professional impulses, I should have had
five hundred in my house to provide for. There are fow
things done in this world half as well as we think we could

do them ourselves ; the hungry starve, the sick are neglect-

ed, the convalescent hopelessly put back by harsh and in.
different treatment. When {ﬁrst came from the country,
ftnd Wa.lked"through the streets of the city, I was inexpress-
ibly pained and exceeedingly shocked at the sight of the
first pale, half-starved ragged baby, held in the emaciated
arms of its wan-faced ragged mother, and in those thin pau-
per hands I dropped a half eagle, and passed on, wonder.
ing greatly that such a case of forlorn destitution should
have stood at that corner so long, empty banded, ragged and
hungry, while velvet and diamonds passed by unmoved ;
b.m:. as I.walked on, I saw ragged mothers and white faceci
wailing infants at every eorner-—and now I find these sad
visions are a part of the daily city programme, which
every body expects to see as they pass along. We even
think them impudent for standing and shocking our delicate
and cultivated vision with their wunsightly pauperdom.
Only a little kindness would do so much, I ‘would say to
myself, and sigh as [ theorized about elegant schemes for
ameliorating the condition of the race. If I only could get

up a phalanstery where all could have equal right and priv. -

ilege to enjoy life, liberty and happiness. But with a great
part of the world, life is half death, liberty half servitude,
and the pursuit of happiness only g struggle for to—dziy’é
bread and to-morrew’s eclothes.  If some body would, if
- people would do something, why the world might be set up
on its heels and go on right; but I am not people, I am
only one man with more wants of my own thar T can
gratify, so now I meet with interesting cases all the time—
but I say to myself there’s wrong all around that I can’t help,
Il try and mend the broken legs—then they must walk for
themselves. I row them over the river of health—they
must help themselves up the bank though it is steep enough

—the road of life is rough to all of us. ~ We walk it till our -

feet are sore and bleeding. Struggle, struggle, struggle
rich and poor climbing for something, If yc;gug st,oop tobpgiolé

i
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up the weak behind you, one loses one’s own footing—who’il

pick us up. I go home, put on my slippers and don't think

about patients—but I must confess there’s one littlo patient
at the hospital who bas unusually execited my sympathies.
For three long months she has been an example of patience.

If there ever was a waif on the world’s wide sea, she is
one—she has a child’s innocent helplessness, and a woman’s
patient self-control—but we must walk fastev ; the bells are
tolling, and we have half a mile yet to walk—mwe might stop
at Dr. Elgood’s, but I prefer going on ; I feel more at home
in my own pew. I like to sit in the same seat in church.
T am so driven round during the week, I like a few nodes
in my orbit through which I may pass, and recognize some-
thing quietly familiar,  Last Sabbath morning, that agent
from Constantinople refreshed our imaginations with a whole
chapter of statistics, relieved by a few bald, bare, dry facts.
If T had had his rare opporturity for gathering information; 1
I think I could have got up something without bearing so
much on the dates. If T only preached once a year toa congre-
gation, I'd try and write one wonderful sermon that wouldn’t

"keep them yawning two hours, and looking at their watches.

When the sermon was half through, Mr. John Trap got up
and walked out, an exceedingly rude thing for a man to do,
In the afternoon we had a sermon about ¢ those who go down
to the sea in ships.’ I saw Trap slip a sixpence into the
box. That's a pretty close Trap ! and we all had an opportu-
nity of giving. These precious opportunities are coming pret-
ty often and we have to put something in the box, it looks so if
we don’t—if I don't go any other Sunday, I am sure to go

_ when the agents preach. Wouldn’t it be a good plan, Ricii-

ard, to have an agent for the relief of hard-working doctors
and bewildered lawyers ?  We might as well have help as
the destitute heathen in Farther India. If we give them
more light and they still sin, they sin against more light, and
their condemnation will be greater. ‘ That law. written in
their hearts * often puzzles me. Ave these myriads of peo-
ple with souls as precious as our own, and having no Bible,
are they all hopelessly lost?  We may talk about the utter
selfishness of that man who prayed— '
s« (3od blesz me and my wife,
My son John and his wife,

Us four and ng more,
Amen.
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It is the unuttered prayer of half the world. Do'we not all
therefore practically pray ? It’s a great deal to discharge
one’s duties as a hushand, father, doctor. If I do this well,
how can I do more in this age when we begin housekeeping
in the style in which distinguished men lived in the gzenith
of their progperity fifty years ago. How are we to meet
expenses, pay debts, live generously, give bountifully, walk
snccessfully with men, and humbly before God. 'If each
man wonld take eare of himself and family, the world would
wag on well enough, but we have to help some poor stick or
other, all the time, or else we are ealled selfish, and close, and
heartless. As to disinterested benevolence, if there is such a
thing, it is a century plant, blooming in’ the heart of humanity
once in 2 hundred years. I can’t find it, and T see human na-

ture in its every day and natural face. I saw a half starved -

beggar child, the other morning on a door step, sharing its
last crust with another stranger beggar child ; that was the
only shadow of a type of it I could find. I've about made
up my mind, I've seen so much selfishness, that I shall take

good care of myself, and get as healthy, wealthy, and wise
as [ ean.”

“ You can’t attend church often, doctor,” said Mr. Doug- -

lass, * you skillful physicians have few days of rest.”

“Yes, I am often professionally engaged, or professionallyj

tired, and many a Sabbath morning the sofa is the hbest
church for me, and as for Dr. Smoothers, he is so often
perched up on the frozen heights of theological speculation,
or soaring off in some transeendental balloon, ‘overlooking
or examining some barren field of conjecture, that he sur-
rounds me -with a metaphysical fog, or drags me throngh
a perpetual swamp, as he rings the changes on his infinite
series of doctrines. 'There’s no knowing on what wild ocean
we’ll land if follow him in his thought balloon over the sea
of conjecture, and his tone I really dread. I can’t see why
a man speaking to men from behind a pulpit should talk in
a different tone than from behind a chair or table. As
somebody who once heard Dr. Smoothers said, there is the
same key note at the begining of each sentence, the same
monotonous level through the middle, be the middle long or
short, the never-failing dactyl and spondee at the end, and so
on until seventeenthly. * A few words more, and I've done,’
and off he starts again on the track of monotones for half an
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hour longer. He reminds me of one of those little eleetro-

magnetic railears going vound and round on the top of

“a table, and never getting any where. No accident of
. feeling, no sense of danger, ever cccurs on that track, A

thought must be incarnate, have a shape, form, dress, before
we give it a reserved seat in the private box of our heart. I
like this pictorial preaching, illustrated by familiar images,

- planted withgﬂowers, studded with stars, where thoughts

marshalled on the mind, costumed and vivid, move before the
rolled-up curtain of the soul like a bright panorama, Such
sermons take ug by the hand and talk with us, and years after
they'll come again in some lonely hour, and pass in full

" review. In the open eage of memory sueh bright winged

thoughts nestle and perch ; at early morn and still twilighs
they’ll come out like musical birds, and bover at_:d ?varble in
the drooping branches of the shaded soul, singing their
matin and vesper hymns, chanting their midnight mass for
the repose of the unquiet spirit.”

“ Yes,” said Richard, ** long elaborate essays, dull learned
disquisitions, dry profound researches (not of human life,
but of Hebrew lore,) are all in keeping with those old
pictures of ministers in square frames, Whi_te cravats, Bible
open exactly in front, and exactly in the middle of the Bible,
fore-finger raised, so that the observer .could see, and k‘now
and feel in the top of his bump of reverence, that that is a
minister. Modern hurried and worried humanity is net
always sitting erect in pews, doecilely waiting to be admon-
ished by the fore-fingers of men in angular framed notions,
in immaculate eravats.”

¢ No,” said the doctor, “ the police walking about the
ecclesiastical walls, may do a vast amount of good, these
metropolitan soul police in citizen’s dress, taking us by the
hand and helping us safe across the mudd_y, c?owded_ thor-
oughfare of evil. 'Why should they stand in life’s picture-
gallery, a series of moveless pc:rtraits;_ In G’Od’s. great
Academy of Design they are living artists, moulding our
rough-hewn souls into God’s great pattern. Why keep
those souls idly rolling over vague conjectures like balls of
clay, till we gather not even the moss of veneration or the

. form of worship. \We each of us think in some particular

favorite ayenue. Into that familiar avenue a spiritual guide
may come, walking on before, and not standing at the locked
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portals of the soul, ringing gently, and waiting politely
to enter at the front door of thought, but stealing through
some by-lane or side path, into the soul’s cozy sitting room
or climbing the winding back stairs of feeling, into the attic
of the heart, where are laid away musty bundles of old hopes
and old opinions which need to be rummaged and overhauled,

well assorted, and laid open for careful inspection and repair-

ng.” .
% Dr. Smoothersj” said Douglass, ‘“ airs once a week the
nice sety of doctrines in his own head, beating them, and
furning them over on the line of his sermon, just as the
housekecper beats and airs her furs, to keep ont the moths.
These good strong doctrines will last long enough without
airing them so often. Of all things deliver me from these
doectrinal preachers. _Crossing the long bridge of forms,
why not ford the stream of feeling, stoop under the gate of
sympathy, and steal in at the citadel and take by storm of
powerfal eloquence, ¢ the sin beleaguered soul.’ I don’
know why,” continued Richard, « religion must be so gloom-
ily represented. We get the idea that it's a good thing for
Sundays, for sick beds, and for the superannuated. If all
these obristians are really bound for the port-of peace, why
don’t the light of the shining shore break on their faces?
This solemn cant, serious drawl, sanctimonious look, if spir-
itual, was never imparted from the bright spirit-land, never
borrowed from a heaven of bliss.  Last Sabbath we had a
sermon from the text, ¢Blessed are the merciful, for they
shall obtain mercy ’~—there goes John Trap; he might
preach from the text, ¢ Blessed are they that take care of
themselves, for they shall be taken care of.’” : :
“T must tell you the anecedote of an elderly Scotch
woman I read this morning,” said -the docter. *The
Scotch woman gave her son the newspaper to read aloud.
The only reading he had been in the habit of hearing was
at the parish kirk. He began to read as he had heard the-
minister read.  The good woman was shocked at the’ boy’s
profanity, and, giving him & box on the ear, exclaimed,
‘What! dost thou read the newspaper with the Bible
twang " I know much of this professed religion is mere
“Bible twang.’ 1 ean’t see that Christians live any dif-
forent from other people. They are just as anxious about
the world, and just as absorbed in its cares. They all

L
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prate about self-denial, but there’s hardly one of them
knows what it means. They load their persons and houses
with luxuries, and if they happen to have a few loose pence
left they give them to some beggar to gbt rid of him. To
increase their reputation they head some long subscription
list with a respectable sam, and pinch some household char-
ity a little closer to make up for it, so ministers often
smooth over the points in their discourses. If they do
lay the sermon out plain and clear, they line and wad 1‘1;
afterwards with the cotton of plausibility. A minister must
have clear ideas in his own head before he can make them
clear to others. = And then they do poetize so exquisitely

- about self-denial. I don’t see any of it. But here we are ab

‘ ‘ ) the ser-
the church door, but the hymn has been sung, and the
mon commenced. I hear a strange voice in the pulpit, but
T’m used to being late.”
~ Tu a clear, solegmu.tone they heard, as they entered the
chureh, ¢ Self-denial, self-denial—mo man enters Heaven

- without that; from every land, however remote, there is

one straight road to Heaven, the one bridge over which ‘all
we emigrants to that better country must pass—the safe
suspension bridge over the selfish rapids of this tempestuous
life is self-denial. Plant yourself on it once and you may
hold direct communication with Heaven. The bridge spans
the cternal shore. Self-denial is the one line underlying
the waves of life, reaching over the plateau of pr{nclple, con-
necting remote friends, aye, and distant enemies. Fom;‘
‘this line of life, it may break once through some tempest o
passion, some undercurrent of feelm‘g, the spirit’s b:u:k ma)i
drift off on some selfish tide, the chain may part, but it shal
trinmph at Jast, and out pass miles of arguments, and oceans
of ‘tihég;!f; 'you sit in life’s easy chair, and bolt am_i bar n.ml
curtain llzhe chamber of your heart lest some mendicant pity
creep in, or starving sympathy ask alms. Poor S}Ig-wurgn
soul, erawling on softest _medalhon, garlanded Wltl ruby
and emerald, you're weaving there, shut up so closely, yl?ur
heart shrouds. The good within you is dying out. oui
may be good husbands and fathers, models of prn:vfessuma1
skiil ang business talent. These are praiseworthy—excel-
lent. But each of these duties is in itself remunerative in

money or happiness.
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“ These give you no pass to the celostial kingdom—yon
shall never plant your foot on the eternal shore, without this
- self-denial. ‘ ‘
‘“ To be honest, honorable, successful is not all of life, Is
not the body more than meat, the soul more than raiment ?
“ Keep not your stinted self-denial, a sickly hot-house
plant, under glass in the conservatory of your souls, where
you go on sunshiny days to take a look’; or a gold fish in a
small globe to move round and round, and never move on.
It must live with you—inspire you week long and life
through. ' o
“ Gﬁxltivate'self»denial—you will-not relish it at first, the
taste is not nataral.  Cultivate it ; it will be a delightful
luzary yet—the calisthenies of daily self-denial will keep the
- soul warmer than if wraps in a thonsand luxuries. Folded
in the ermine mantle of self-esteem, you may look out and
shiver as you think of this cold hard self-denial. So De-
cember night is eold and cheerless, go forth and brave it,
and the bright far off stars, will shine down cheeringly.
Aurora may fold around you her glorious lights,  Selfish

monks cioistered in the convents of your hearts—no star. .

light of love, no sunshine of conscience, no smile of God can
kindle your spirit’s sky roofed over with the sheet-iron of
sellishness. Come out under the olear sky of duty open
doored to God. Close closeted with self through time’s re-

L

fracting misty medium, objects look large and bright that

are tame and common place after all.  Come out and get a
glimpse of the upper air where high in the everlasting zenith,
truth and duty, shive full orbed and radiant. o

“ Let not pride come between you and the humblest duty.

Pride, pride, pride, noor mortal ‘that ean’t g0 with you fo -

Heaven. ’'Tis a heavy armor for the frail spirit to bear, it
may drag you down. ( - o
“ This poor body you are glorifying, cherishing, magnify-.
ing, beautifying, is only an old tenoment house wearing -
away ; the keepers of the house are trembling, ‘the windows
" are darkening, the panes broken, the shutters swinging, the
wheel is breaking ab the cistern—you are stuffing the win.
dows with rags of seli-righteousuess—they can’t keep out
the winds of remorse ; you yourself, your lease expired, must
scon move out of it. God grant you may move up out of it,

into the purer air and more delightful locality of the celes-
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tial city, on the heights cclestial, near the broad avenue of

st bliss. .
Pef‘f ?1; lif;'s frail hammock, on trouble’s stormy pillow, over

‘the rough billows of care, rocked by a Father’s hand, sing

this sweet lullaby to your tired soul~—

4+ Within this body pent,
Afar from thee I roam,
And nightly pitch my movmg’tent, .
A day's march nearer home.

“ How the great heart of the city throbs with starving

- agony. Do something for somebody, by hand, or purse, or

prayer—the next wave in the tide of life may wash you up

.—wrecked on the shore. “Plant yourself like a flower in the

) ‘ hy on sor-
f poverty, lean your bead for sympathy '
ff;fz :t.onl;r pillgw——hard by is some unseen Jacob’s lad-
ightly angels troop.
de‘r' %lc:irfﬁ:ynhage v%ealth, and fame, or noble ancestors,
What are rank, position, nobility 7 Arve they fetiers to }fmd(;
barriers to close the full heart’s outgushing tide of blessing ?

* We are all children of one Great Father in Heaven, 1If we

do good, there is no promotion in the celestial army to which
we may not aspire——we may be kings among peers. There

is no musty mortal word exclusive in the archives of Para-

i id on the earth pillow, once passed the last
%;Tféw, gngg 11:5.‘1(1 be no circles 1;)u!; stars, no laws bug love,
no haughty airs those airs of upper Palestm((zi._ Wozilglg:
pers of grace, grace in fo‘rm, manner, surroundings— hu .
ters for glory, know you not, there soundeth out in riches
melody, this beacon promise, echoing evermore in t(l}ledea}'lsl
‘of grace-lovers and glory-seekers——* The Lord louf od wi
give grace and glory to them that walk uprightly.’ -

* You are following the bent of your own wishes, 1e

‘ promptings of strong ambition. ¢ Hark! sh:ugglmdg ﬁso.\;l ,

hear you not those st;ong he dt virmgs of; _avarice and prido
1 ff the immortal shore ? .

t'higj Ej;i gizv;rl:ugroaoul sit idla looking out of its windows and
waiting for vagabond thoughts, ever strolling by and prating
aw‘?yéﬁléebl;gﬂrgf the soul is full of such passengers, crowd-
ing its cabin, deck, and steerage; wasting _11;? energies
which should be employed in fitting out for life’s voyage,
with a crew of hardy principles.
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* Let conscience watch at the wheel of life, safely steering
the spirit bark along the coast of danger, off the dark shore
of error, through rough rocks and sandy bars, and shallow
channels of temptation, lest, worn out and wasted, the
dismantled soul be stranded—lost. off the eternal shore in
sight of the safe harbor of the port of peace, all hopes on

board missing. Once leave the current of right, once dashed

against the sharp rocks of temptations you may whirl in the
eddies of remorse forever. Spring the leak of one fatal
etior, dowin the dark depths the soul will sink, lost! lost,
lost. Then what will it profit a man if he gain the golden
freight of this vast world and lose his own soul ?” :

Prof. Henry had an abrupt way of closing, yet it impressed
the last thought on the hearer’s mind, and left him usually
trembling at the door of conscience—at that door the sermon
closed, ‘

‘Said Richard, as he passed on homeward by the doctor’s
side, “ He seems to me like o man who has waded through a
sea of sorrow and reached the shore of peace, and found there

his baptism of eloquence.  He has a very earnest manner,

. and most solémn yet winning voice. Ministers talk too often

as if ¢ orthodoxy meant my doxy,’ as Dean Swift says. But
"I do-like his doxy—I wish from my heart it was my doxy.
1 like to bear a man say what he feels and believes, even
though I don’t agree with him in sentiment.”

The congregation moved on—Mrs. Pridefit said, ““ It was a
very nice serton, but not as pretty as Dr. Smoothers, nor
was his prayer as splendid, nor his toilet as exquisite. He
dide’t look at all stylish, and then he didn’t wear a gown, and
Dr. Smoothers’ gown was so becoming to him! T don't like
him as well as Dr. Smoothers,” said she, “ he is 80" abrupt.

But T was so glad Mr. Trap was there, it was just the kind of - |

gsermon for him. I wonder if the professor dido’t have him
in his eyes when he wrote it—he 18 so selfish and miserly,
Iie got it this morning. He hardly ever goes to church, but
his wife’s brother is there on & visit and %e is a great church
goer ; probably he got him out. I don’t think the man has
ever been confirmed. He always reads the service, though.”

“ He’s pretty well confirmed, now,” said Mr. Pridetit dryly,
“and as to services, the only service he cares for is the law-
yer's liturgy, * service rendered.’ ” ‘
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* Perhaps his conscience may have been touched,” said

_Mrs. Pridefit.

* There’s been too much game caught in that Trap ever to
be sprung by any force of eloquence. Peace of conscience

_ is a kind of ¢ satisfaction piece’ he cares nothing about.”

If every heart chord that morning touched could have turned
inte audible melody, what a miserere of penitence, what a

. diapason of joy would have struggled out and swelled

upward on the sﬁill air, If every tear that morning shed
were impearled, how radiant with pearls the pale brow
of the speaker.

Miss Susan Simpson walked on with a quick, nervous walk
—she threw off her hat, cloak and victorine, and exclaimed,
“ That was a real gospel sermon. How much better we’d all
be if ministers never talked without saying something, and
stopped wher they got through. What are we two old
maids living for—just to take care of ourselves, like two silk
worms trying to make each day our home warmer, pleasanter.
I think we'd better call it Cocoon place. If we should
die to-day people would say, ‘ Those old maids Simpsons
are dead. I wonder who’s sorry. Who'll get the property
now those old maids are gone ¥ That self-denial bridge—
why, DI've never put my foot on it yet.” ‘

« Well, if you don’t get to Heaven, what’ll become of Mra.

Pridefit? She’s a member of the church.”

¢ The chureh isn’t responsible for its members. If you
and I get on the other side of the dark river it will be no
comfort to find fashionable professors there with ns. Mrs.
Pridefit is naturaily ugly ; she must struggle hard to cross
the grain, to be decently good. We should do right just as
constantly as if our names were -written on church books.
She is a very susceptible woman, not exactly a hypocrite,
though she really feels solemn in church. I bhave scen the
tears roll down her face when something affecting was said.
Then on Monday she’d be blowing up servants, scolding the
dress-maker, and putting her whole soul, mind, and strength,

“in finishing the myriads of tucks in her new silk dress,

and bewailing over that neuralgia of hers. She has streaks
of good—sometimes she’ll attend morning prayers for a
week, and express great gratitude fur the privilege of
coming, and then that’s the Jast you'll see of her for a year.
She may come to preparatory l"eeture—every body goca to
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that. We have our own life lease and an annual debt of
gratitude to answer for. Just three years ago to-day, Mary
died. IHer last words were ¢ Susan, live for God." . You used
to say the hobby she rode was self-denial—she talked about
it so often. -If it was a hobby, I believe now like a chariot of

fire it bore her straight to Heaven—she crossed the self-denial -

bridge. What if I should die; my fit epitaph would be, * Here
lies one who took the best care of herself, rosc early, dressed
well, and retired late daily for fifty years, and died in afflu-
ence.” I am too old to be loved, but I do want to be remem-
bered here, and remembered when Christ comes to his king.
dom. There are no old maids there—we shall all be young,
immortally young—nor lonely nor solitary there ; there will be
an innumerable company,’”” and Susan wept, as if the sermon

broke up the depths of her long closed heart. She looked -

at sister Mary’s portrait, that sweet, patient face, and ex-
claimed, * I'll walk over every paving stone in this city uutil
I find where Mrs. Pridefit has hidden that poor child. I have
dreamed about her often since I felt her little hand clinging
to that icy cistern. Mrs. Pridefit says she is out in the country
recruiting, but I don’t believe a word of it.”

Miss Charity (Glouge said in her precise way to Mrs.
FEdwards, as they. walked along together, * It was the righs
sermon for the times. She hoped it would raise the standard
of piety. Christians hadn’t come up to the gospel standard
yet. Zion was in a very Jow state.” '

The tall woman with the long nose and hollow eyes
moved along behind the crowd of church-goers mattering to
herseif, « Yes, yes, let-him preach. I believe in practice. I
would tear him out of the pulpitif I could,” she added
with suppressed rage. ‘

Jobn Trap did groan in his sleep that night. Mrs. Trap
hoped the sermon wmight have made some impression, He
tossed about restlessly as if his mind was disturbed, but at
last he muttered in some exciting dream, ““ Put him through.
Pat him through.” L :

It was a problem that kept her awake many a night—low
she could bring up John Trap, Jr., now only four years old
to be an honest, just, equitable man—more than all, a Chris.

tian, The little fellow walked in the light of his father’s

example. He imitated his look, tone, manner, and only that
morning came to his mother, saying, “ Mother, that Aleck
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Stevens is a scamp. He ought to be put through. When

" I get to be a big man, I'Hl put him through.” -

- John Trap sat in his room writing three names—he was
getting out some new cards. Those three men for shrewd-

- ness, skill, and cunning could not be surpassed in the coun-

try. Trap was a good office lawyer, Fogg a sage counsellor,
and Craft a skillful pleader. Reader, I wish I could intro-
duce them to you—* Mr. John Trap, Mr. Serenus Fogg, and
Mr, Savage Craft. Whoever takes their card and gives
them his business will have all hig affairs put through.”

“ T have taken good care of Dr. Wendon long enough," said
the doctor, as he walked slowly home, his eyes fastened on
the ground. ‘¢ I must do something for some body.”

“1'd liknj a more aristocratic-looking minister,”’ said Mrs.
Elliot, as shie passed along. < Dr. Smoothers makes such

splendid prayers.”

There was a poor lonely French gentleman in Mrs,
Edwards’ boarding-house who was trying to learn our lan-
guage. He went to church and somehow understood much
of the pure English of Prof. Henry's sermon. It deeply
impressed him, and that night he knelt by his (redside and

offered this simple and eloguent prayer:

« 0, Dieu, donnez moi des paroles non de celles qui flattent
les oreilles, et qui font louer les discours, mais de celles qui
penetrent les coeurs, et qui captivent I’entendment.”

CHAPTER X.

DR. WENDON'S SELF DENIAL.

s Placd'at thy lattice & flower, and ne'er
Will it let an evil thought enter there ;
Bear on thy bosom a posly, and lo,
Wherever thou goest will angels go.”
RUCKERT.
“ Two miles would cover all wherein I have a part,
But all the great blue heaven could never fill my heart.” |
‘ - Vicrer Hueo.

. it .

“ Warter was clear carried away with that sermon,” sol-
iloquized Mrs. Wendon, on Monday morning as she sat by
Ler window grouping some flowers for a vase on a little
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table before her. - * When Dr. Smoothers preaches, Wal-
ter generally takes a good pap—he never knows much
about the sermon ; but he repeated almost the whole of this
_after he came home. The text was nothing wncommon—
" Dr. Smoothers preached from the very same text abouta
year ago ; but he made a very elaborate thing of it; he is
the most elegant sentence-maker I ever heard. I never
. think of the ideas when I hear him ; I only watch the state-
ly march of words, as they move along grander and higher,
like an army of golden clouds.. He’d be a very good man
if he were converted, for it don’t seem to me he was ever
converted, though I wouldn’t like to speak such a thing out.
Mrs, Pridefit says his preaching is very elevating, but it
seems to me if a lawyer in court should wander so from the
evidence, or so desert his client’s cause, the judge would
stop him and tell him zAkat bad nothing to do with the case.

He couldn’t convince an intelligent. jury by such a style of

speaking. I imagine, though I never was in court but once
in my life, that if a minister would address his congrega-
- tion as if they were all jurors waiting to decide from his
- pleading, whether they were guilty sinners or not, he would
be more successful. . I wonder if half the clergymen try as
hard to win a soul to Christ, as a cunning, clever lawyer
does to win his case. I heard a celebrated lawyer onmce
talk to a jury, and I verily thought he could make them
believe, if he chose, that a eat had six feet, and he’d make
them almost see the cat, and hear it purr, It is horrible
for a man talking to dying men to'spend an hour in wreath-
ing words with graceful flowers, and decking thoughts with
tinsel stars, I mever could go to Dr. Smoothers for advice
or prayers ; I'd as soon go to a star to warm myself—but
there comes Walter—1I hope he has not brought any body
home to dine, for Bridget has one of her nervous attacks,
and little dinner we’ll have to-day of her getting—and I
have cut my finger so badly, cutting that tough baker’s
bread, holding it up to my waist. I can do nothing with it
—every time I try to use it the wound opens again.”

Mrs. Wendon left the window to put some more geraniam
in her bouquet. The doctor stole quietly -in by the back
door, went softly into the parlor, and then came up stairs.

“ Minnie,” said he, rubbing his hands together, while his
eyes sparkled rather mischievously, ¢ 1've got a present for
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you—I laid it on the sofa in the parlor—it must be carefully
handled, as it is delicately made, and I think very pretty.
T thought it would amuse you sometimes when I am gone,
and you are all alone. I'hope you can keep it always, no
matter what the fashion is. I think the style will always be
good, it is one of those things that improve as you keep it—
indeed, I think I shall always like it.”

“Tis a new piano,” thought Mrs. Wendon, rising, and
eagerly going towards the door, ¢ Walter is always getting
me soms pleagant surprise. I’m sure, he has such exquis-
ite taste, I'll like whatever he gets.”

She went down gtairs, and paused a moment before open-
ing the door, wondering what it could be ; and then with the
eager impetuosity of a child, pushed the door open, and
there were a pair of beautiful, bright young eyes gazing tim-

_ idly up into her face, and a graceful young form, startled as

a timid fawn when she met Mrs. Wendon's gaze—while a
blugh of bright erimson suffused the pale cheek.

Mrs. Wendon looked at the lovely apparition, and smiled
as she went up to the sofa, and sat down by her side. Tt
was a cold October day—she removed the shawl from the
shoulders of the young girl, and taking her hand, drew her
to the register. Her hands Fere cold, and her eyes had a
weary look, as if the child had just recovered from a long
iliness- : :

Having seated her in a low rocking-chair by the register,
she asked no questions to embarrass the young stranger, only,

+ *¢ What is your name, child ?”’

* Nepenthe,” said the girl, in a low voice, ‘ Nepenthe
Stuart.”

“ Were you named for any one.”

*“T don’t know,” said the child, ** it waa the name my mo-
ther gave me.” |

“Have you no mother, my dear ?’ said Mrs. Wendon,
tenderly. . ,

“ No,” said she, bursting into tears. The new face, the
new place, the kind words, the excitement of leaving the
hospital while still an invalid, were too much, and any allu-
sion to her mother always overcame her.

“T.will be your mother, child,” said Mrs, Wendon, throw-
ing her arms around her. “ You shall be my dear child—-

- you shall be mine as long as T live,” and she kissed the pale
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forekead, the quivering lips, and drawing back the curlﬁ
from ber face, wiped away the tears. ' L

;Tust then the doctor peeped in at the door and called
ouf— ' : ' :

‘ Minnie, are we to have any dinner to-day 2—the cook

has gore aloft, and the brandy-bottle is empty.”

We leave Mrs. Wendon to burn her fingers broiling the
steak, and toast her face browning the bread, and we'll talk
a little about the doctor. :

There was a pleased benevolent look in the -doctor’s face

. 88 he stood by Nepenthe’s bedside that morning at the hos-
pital with his new purpose radiant in his eyes. But the
nurse, as he left the door, whispered something in his ear

. which did not ¢hange his purpose, but made its aceomplish-
ment 2 far greater act of self-denial. The whisper haunted

him, as with a heavy heart, he bore the lonely Nepenthe to-

his home, and for long monihs wherever her smile rested,
there was the shadow of this dark whisper. The doctor
~went back to the hospital to ask one more question of the
nurse, but she had suddenly disappeared.” He returned
disappointed, and sat quietly thinking, and then he suddenly
exelaimed.~ ‘ '
“ Minnie, we must get Nepenthe well first, before we set
her about any thing; till thewy she may be my page and
your cup bearer. Homeless young girls in story books all

get to be governesses. What else can an educated poor

-woman do? T saw once a very sharp review on a new work,
and the point of the oritic’s sarcasm was aimed at the fact
that the heroine was a school-teacher, but this resort to
teaching is no more commor in books than in real life.
* Wanted—a situation,’ is written on many a fair young face.
I'm glad there is a world where people can” live, and
breathe, and move, without struggling for a situation.”

While the doctor and his wife were talking that even-

‘ing, Nepenthe had fallen asleep. Haunted so long by a

]iving, watohing ghost, her rest had been troubled, her wak
ing anxious, the sheet was drawn tightly over her face,
4 Mother, mothér,” she called out wildly, as if in a night-
mare sleep. - ; ‘ :

“ Poor child! Perhaps her mother was the only friend
she ever had,” said Mrs. Wendon, tenderly, drawigg“ away
the sheet, and gently moving her head. -

1
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“Too true,” thought the doctor, though be said nothing,
for that whisper came in his mind, and that troubled look in
his face. ' 3

“ How proud and fond her mother would be of her,” said
Mrs. Wendon, “ and how pretty she looks in that new blue
merino. I have bought her a blue silk and a blue de laine,
and the inside trimmings and strings of her bonnet are blue.
I am glad blue is so becoming te her, it is a color of which
I never get tired. The loveliest of human faces, the most
graceful of human forms, look more lovely and charming in
blue. Itis a color that will never be out of style. Magen-
ta, Solferino and cerise, visible. black and invisible green,
immaculate white and imperial purple will rival it in vain
Each coming spring, as long as blue violets open their eyes,
or blue forget-me-nots close their starry petals, the fairest

blonde will choose its etherial folds, and the sparkling

brunette will adopt its deeper hues. Tn every festive hoar,
some first stars of fashion will be adorn. with blue. The
King of Kings has adopted it for His full.dress evening
color ; every magnificent gathering of stars, evary resplen-
dent.reception of courtiers around His throne, are robed in
radiant blue.” The illustrious Creator, and magnificent Pa-
tron of Art, Author and Artist, has made it the color laure-
ate. His polden psalm of night, His srand proem of crea-
tion, His illaminated wmanuscript, His brilliant vignette,
His Bible of the Ages, is electrotyped in blue, bound in ce-
lestial ultramarine. I suppose it is true, because every
body quotes it so often, that beauty unadorned is adorned
the most, but T think beautiful hair looks more beautiful,
smooth and glossy when becomingly arranged, complexion
and eyes grow fairer and brighter, when the person is taste-
fully dressed. The best artvist hangs his picture in a good
light, with a handsome frame, and near some object to height-
en its tone or soften its coloring. The charm of many agreea-
ble forms and faces is in the affluence and elegance in which
they are set like gems—put them in a log house, in a plain
coarse dress, the beauty might be gone. Surrounding happy
and fortunate circumstances give a strange charm to many—

-see them elsewhere, in ordinary and uncongenial eircumstan.

ces, the illusion is gone. Hvery good-looking person well
dressed, is at times pretty. If people would only adopt the
faghion that becomes them, without trying to shine and appear
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in every extreme and new style, how much better they
might look.” ' |

“ Nepenthe doesn’t seem like a jewel in a new setting,” |

said the doctor, when she had been with them several
months.  * Bhe actsas if accustomed to all the refinements
of life.” - o o -

1 like to watch her,” said Mrs, Wendon; “she stands
and looks at pictures as if entranced, she listens so absorbed
if I play any pathetie air, and she arranges flowers with ex-
quisite taste. The other day I saw her with a bunch of
roses in her hands, erying as if her heart would break, I

. did ngt disturb her. She came in an hour afterwards per-
feotly composed—and that picture of the dying mother in
the library, I had to put away, she seemed to be so fascin-

_ated with if, and was so agitated as she gazed at it.

- There's another thing that seemed strange to me : when I

_ arrm}ge& Nepenthe's room, I put that little Quaker pin
cushion on her bureau. - I thought it would please the
child’s fancy. There were pins up and down the skirt like
butions.  She had it in her hands once when I went in the
room, and was crying. She put the cushion down as I came
in, and then she asked me if I would Iet her lay it away in
her drawer. ¢ Why,” said I, * not let it be on the bureau
and use the pins when you want them? It is only & pi!;
eushion.” ¢ I would rather let them be as they are,’ said

she, quietly. I wondered at this strange wish of the ehild,

and sinqe then 1 found the cushion laid carefully away in
her drawer ; not a pin was touched.” '

‘¢ She has very ‘strong feelingy,” -said- the doci:or, “and |

so'mg ,early associations may still be very fresh in her
mind ‘ :

“Walter,” said Mrs. Wendon, layiug' her hand on the
“doctor’s arm, “1I think the child may prove an angel to us
both. She has almost made you perfection in my eyes, and
I have had many feelings since she came I never had
before. If I disliked at first the idea of you bringing home

a hospital patient about whom we knew nothing, she has .

* cured me long ago of all these feclings. I believe when we

do any thing for pity’s sake, joy is brighter, sorrow lighter,

duty clearer, and all through life’s mingled tide, is an un-
dercurrent of melody.”

“ Minnpie,” said the doctor, suddeﬁly, after writing the

time
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tiame in 2 new Bible he had been getting for Nepenthe,
« don’t you think Nepenthe rather a long, positive name
for a child? Can’t we make gome contraction of the
word " '

« Did you hear Levi Longman ask me when’ we were in

‘the country,” said Mrs. Wendon, © why you call me Minnie ?

* Why,” said I, * Mr. Longman, don’t you think it a pretty
name ? ‘I never like contractions,” said he. ‘I was al-
ways thankful I had a name that could ot be trifled
with,” ” ‘ .

“ Nobody would think of contracting him or his name
either,” #aid the doctor, with a eurious twinkle in his eye,
“he would keep stiff and starched, in the folds nature gave
him ; but then there isn’t much nature about him—-he is one
of those human petrifactions washed up on the shore of
creation and furnished with the fossil remaius of some
antediluvian heart. No matter how warm the day.is he
cools me when he Jooks at me. I really believe, as Dr.
Holmes says, he would reprove his kitten, if he found her
playing with her tail, for useless experiments and idliog time,
aud for undue lightness of manner. I would like to look into

* his school ; his scholars must have their mouths fixed for

saying ¢ prisms and prunes’ all day.”
“ Then those children in the family where we boarded all
had such long names,” said Mrs. Wendon. “ James Richard

. Henry, etc., and no matter how young the youngster was,

the w}llmle of his long name was distinctly uttered every
he was addressed.” ‘ :
« T would not give my child an ugly name if 2ll my ances-

“tors way back to Adam had them,” said the doctor. “In

my grandfather's family there were three brothers—dJonah
Jonathan, Abiathar Benajah and Nehemiah Nicodemus, I
wonder why my sister Mary wasn’t called Mehitabel Jerusa-
lem. The name is the first association we connect with an un-
known individual. Think of an artist getting along well under
the name of Job Smith. People are so fastidious about names
that musical characters go off to Italy and come back celebri-
ties with some new suffix to old names or an entire new
cognomen. Had Jenny Lind been Pegay Snooks, we would
not haye liked her quite as well. Think of Peggy Snooks
Polkas, Peggy Snooks bopnets. The name never would have
been the rage. You may say fudge ! Minnie, but you muss
4%




82 'NEPENTHE,

acknowledge it to be true. All the Carolines are Carries -

now—-:-J apes Jennies, and Minervas Minnies,” he added
langhing. * But see that chili—look out of the window, she
1s arranging a most beantiful boguet.”
. Doctor! John says ‘Mrs. Cherrytree has broken her
-I;I;Ibtt)!: the ralgoa% ’ s?ild Margaret, ecoming up the base-
mi stairs as Dr, tood 1 i i
voreant Wendon s ood in the:' hall putting on his
John Trap has heard of Mrs. Cherrytree’s misfortunes,
~and has gone around to get Cherrytree to sue -the company
for damages, for six thousand dollars,

~“Mrs. Cherrytree has a fortune in her ¢wn right, so she will,

probably recover heavy damages,” thought the doctor. * If
she were a poor was}lerwoman two hundred dollars would
be enough. - Trap will get a large fee, and so he will get a
big verdiet, He'll talk to the ‘iutelligent jury’ uutil he
makes them believe anything, He is as cunning as a fox.”

~ As the doctor drove hastily around the corner, he saw

John Trap and the hollow-eyed, long-nosed nurse of the

hospital crossing a street together. They seemed to be in

carnest conversation, and she handed Mr. Trap just as they

passsed out of the doctor’s sight, a small roll of bills. She was

looking really quite angry, and almost cross. They seemed

:::mv;ery.famlllmr terms. I kept back the letters,” said the

rede::ln ;3.,? Ojv tone, “and so the property could not be

“The Stuart estate is worth a fortune now,” the

L t ow,” thought Trap,

though he said nothing, but looked all at once pleﬁéed at}’d

satistied with his shrewdness and success. * Mrs. Elliott shall
pay me two thousand for my services for her.”

NEPENTHE.

CHAPTER XL

THE MIDNIGHT VISITOR.

“ While lpm'vers unjust and guilt prevail,
Stone I would be. and sleep I hail.
To see or feel wouid each be woe;

Oh ! wake me not, and whisper low.”
MicRARL ANGELO.

 Nepextre had been at Mrs, Wendon’s about a year when
Mrs, Wendon’s cook was ille~quite ill. It was the recur-
rence of some constitntional malady. She asked leave of
absence 4 weck-—meanwhile, one as competent as herself

should supply her place.

The request was granted—the new cook was installed.

" Nepenthe went down one day to get something in the

kitchen—it was only the day after the new cook came. She
was tall and thin, with brown false hair parted low over her
forehead. She wore a closely fitting cap with a plain
border. She looked very cross at Nepenthe, and muttered
something as she stole back quietly up stairs, as if escaping
the presence of a disagreeable object.

'The next evening, Mrs. Wendon had a severe headache.
Nepenthe remembered having seen the eamphor in the
cook’s room on the iable. It was about nine o’clock; the
cook had retired early. Nepenthe walked softly up into
the room, her cap was hung on a nail at the foot of the bed,
on the table wag the patch of brown hair, and on the bed

‘Jay the cook, fast asleep.. A lock of heavy black hair bad

escaped through her nighteap, and bung in a half curl over
her face. The hair was long, fine, black and glossy.  The
forehead was high and white,

“ Why,"” thought Nepenthe, * does she wear that ugly
pateh of faded brown hair, when her own is so full and black

~ and her forehead so white and high

She walked softly tp the table, took the camphor, and
stole out, shuddering as if she had seon 2 ghost. Mrs,
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Sharp, as the cook ealled herself, was taciturn and pecu-

Har, yet respectful to the doctor and his wife.

One day Mrs, Wendon was ill. © Nepenthe wished with
her own hands to make some oat-meal gruel. Mrs. Sharp

turned ag she saw her standing by the range stirring  the
meal, and looked at her with a fierce look, saying something

~in an undertone about Aer not being mistress of the house—.

she worked in a kitchen once. _
Nepenthe was timid, and was really afraid of this harsh

 woman, who seemed to have taken a strange dislike to her..

She breathed more freely as she went up stairs again, glad
to escape from the region where the new cook reigned.

She said nothing to the doctor about the cook’s strange
mamgr-—he might be angry and scold and send the woman

away, she might seck some revenge; she evidently had a

great dislike to her—it was best not io trouble the _dootor
with these little annoyances, it would end sbon, when the
old cook came back. = Nepenthe, though young, scted with
remarkable prudence. She had learned patience and con-
sideration at her mother’s sick bed, That mother's patient
endurance of suffering had made an indelible impression
upon her, and given a cast and tone to the whole of her fu-
ture life. ' : :

As in every house, there are days when everything seemsy
to go wrong——the bread will burn, the milk sour, the fire go
out, or the cake be heavy—so at Mrs. Wendon’s things
went wrong the whole week, as if an evil gedius presided
over the establishment.

As the doctor drew up his face whén he tasted the
muddy eoffee one morning, * It takes a week for a new girl
to got used to a strange house,” said Mrs. Wendon, apolo-
getically, “and- my not having been about has made it
~ harder for her,” but yet that night she wrote a letter to a
friend of hers, a young housekeeper like herself, and pathet-
fically described her troubles. We make this extract from

the letter, though she will hardly justify us in ‘publishing
one of her letters: . ‘

* I left the care of the lower regions ‘yesterday to bells
and gpeaking tubes, till a peculiar odor ascending into the
upper regions, prompted my speedy descent about noon. I
found my new tea-kettle high and dry on the red hot range,
the potatoes roasting in the bottom of the pot, whence
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issued clouds of an a3, hissing and sissing. = Bridget
was in the yard _talﬁ;zg gwith Bridget next door. My Illew
keeler, for which I paid so many second hand clothes last
week, had been hastily washed and put on tl,le range to dry
clean. Bridget says she ‘ always generaily’ fills the kettle
full of -water, -and as for the keeler, she only just put }uﬂ
there. One of my new goblets lay on the tn.l-)le in aupdrx
fragments—that, she said, had been broken * this long time

—though I am quite sure it was on the breakfast table in a
good stute of preservation. The elegant glass pltc}wfr
given me by mother when I was first married had been edt
out on the stone steps for the milk-man to fill. When fille A
some_wandering tabby in taking a drink had upset it, ag

the handle was broken. Ip the centre of the bottom of the
keeler was & suspicionsilooking dark spot, which will
probably soon need a tuft of rags to fill an incipient perfora-
tion, and the next week she’ll be coming and saying with a
bland smile, ¢ If you plase, ma’am, will you be so good as to

. get a new keeler, for it lakes.  Sure it was very poor tin ;

folks says them old clothes women allays generally gives
poor tin}: ma’am, and we want a new tub, too.’ Sure enough,

it its s d lost its
the tub had split its sides for want of hoops, and
foundation forpwant of water. I can't make Bridget under-

- gtand that a tub is an aquatic animal, and must have water.
The tub lies in the cellar, its different sides hopelessly sev-

ered, for two of them had been burned that morning for
kindling—* it was so convanient '—now we have the tubs
set, I suppese we won’t have that trouble. The clothes are
all washed and ironed, but not thoroughly aired, and she
has put them on the beds damp. Nepenthe bas taken a
violent - cold, which resulted in s violent attack of influ-
en%e take thig little account from something she wrote her-
selflong afterwards. Says Nepenthe: « I lay wrapped mli
pile of bed clothes one night, as 1 thought, fast asleep. g
was about midnight when 1 was certain my doo:* opened,
and some one walked softly in, and yet I thought I was

i ‘ ~——ther bowl
. dreamine. Nearer she eame to the bed——there was a
- of ﬂax-seged tea on s little table by the bed, and lemons cut

up init. I heard the rustling of a paper, as if the teaswnlssl
slightly stirred, and yet 1 dared not open my eyes. Spe
bound T lay, almost afraid to breathe. I thought I wasina

1
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horrid nightmare. I could neither ‘ '

, are. neither geream nor stir.

]I: flﬁ:rac'l l:::fd(l}:t:kh?f ;; spoon in the bowl of tea. ’ lIrmc{V]t:E“eav;

i adkerehief over my face and some strong

most choking me. A dog bar o
) . og barked under m —

:sver cllleiard a dog near the house at night befoge.w m{Iio;:qrg

o s:.iu [ know some one stole hurriedly out. It was a

elgﬁdg :;%ih:ii(?:: f‘hﬁ Eoon {;)(:lﬁed out suddenly from the
1 tull through the open shutte

I could just see through the crac) p e

ug crack of the open d i
of dark shadow moving along through the hgll. ;l).‘(;lre :hs:{dl:g

was taller than Mrs. Wendon. It was not a man—1J have a -

sure feeling it was not. The clock i
. . in the hall
];ic;;l; oIf :;velv:. D Itvtlrad never been wound aupSt:c]n] c:s{tr;lt{lz
‘ me to Dr. Wendon’s. I had never heard it stri
lfsefo;-e. I know not how it happened to strike ‘:hail;t :? lli{te
_dy ome strange phenomenon of dreams, the bark of gth.
d og mal._ly have awaked me and caused the dream. I have
Ilzzz Zt?llll%g; ;t $;ght1h?_ve beoi{n an optical illusion, but ye‘z‘
| > when | lie awake at might in i
,th?‘t;uls]i:mg of that paper—the click ofgthata:;)io;rl: ok of it
1 have a vague remembrance as if the shado ;
‘ ;c;(;k §é%ng blaek hair. When I think of ghosit.sv,v;:r tI!]:ichilk ﬂ:f}'
hor. & tﬁ might have come in to see how X was sleeping, to
ot We old be tea, to sweeten it, to see if I were really ill—but
: t ould be very strange and uousual for her to show .any
nterest in me. | threw away the tea the next ‘morningy

The eook left the néxt day——did she not like my awaking or
=

did she not know it? Whes
] \ en, and why, and
W?fh that mysterious visitant? Since th};t n?UhtWhIerifi(;ze’
wl;)n b my door locked, and I always shiver when I hear a.d p
: a:__ :;,‘t midnight. It was not a dream—I am sure it lw(;g
;gper 0:\; ;1[:31 ?iexdt énorn;‘nlgdtléefe was a little piece of whitz
, ad been folded like a paper f

the bowl on the table. There othing in 16, LT e
1 able. re was nothing in it. T threw i
;:];;g _t.'.l‘lf ]fi;;a‘;r E)llltlis dvr‘t;au;; vision, apparition——-whateigf ::
wa old. 'We have impressions, foolish yet
' strg:g;l;?h:? n}tfalse lgr lreal danger, but the wigzstﬁzgg
_ ave often a little superstition. Then

dread of the supernatural, and [ would walk,mil;:ggrgeel;tsu:

of the way of that cook, never to see her more. I would |

rather such an eye as hers would
never rest '
looked out of my bed-room through  the half-gilosnéﬁ gﬁ},erg
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{he next morning as I saw her walking off rapidly, and I felt

really glad that 1 should sce her no more.”
. Por weeks while Nepenthe slept in that room, night after

pight in succession she was visited by this same figure

walking through the room at midnight.
Some would ascribe this to supernatural causes, or to the

activity of the imagination. A seientific physician has said

this kind of spectral illusion is always the renewal of actual
impressions made on the sengorium, It is, he says, a pecu-
liar disease of the internal optical apparatus, the effect of
whieh is to produce a repetition or am imitation of former

impressions.

Wty

CHAPTER XIL

DR. WENDON'S DREAM,

“ One of those passing, rainbow dreams;
Half light, half shade, which Fancy's beams
Paint on the fleeting mists that rofL.
In trance or slumber round the soul.”
W

3 s I a
.% We can dream more in 2 minute thaLl we can act In :141 day ”’
ANT.

« Iy is foolish to talk of dreams,” said Dr. ‘Wendon, one
morning, when Nepenthe had been with them some time,
«“but I had a dream last night, and as I dreamed it the
night before, too, it made so vivid an impresssion 1 could*
hardly convinee myself when I first awoke that it was noth-
ing but a dream. It was as if T had seen a panoramic
painting unrolled before me. I thought T sat on a lonely
rock by the ocean, and above me were radiaut elouds. It
seemed early in the morning—before sunrise. Suddenly
the clonds over my head parted, and a glorious form with
shining wings descended, approached me, and gave me a
half-open bud with snowy petals edged with ruby. As ho
handed me the bud, a delicious fragrance perfumed the air
about me. ¢ Take this,’ said the angel, ¢ watch it carefully
4l it blooms: years shall pass, it will be planted in
anoth®’s garden, when rough winds will blow upon it, but
it will hecome more beautiful and fragrant than ever. I
turned suddenly, and standing almost close to me by the
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rock was a form, all black-—not black like a negro, but blaékr

as charcoal. He had in his hand, a huge ball o ;
looked so ugly I thought he must be thge ' Jevil, f Iﬁrfogkzg
down, and I could see one eloven foot. He reached forth
to take the flower from my hand. I shivered with fright
and {ried to utter the name of Christ. I thought if I could
only utter the name of Churist I could keep iy flower, but
some night-mare spell seemed on me. Suddenly the whole
sky was black. I could see nothing. . I could hear the
waves dashing against the rock, and a great storm! comin
on. It seemed dark for o long, long time ;—my flower Wa§
gone. Then the scene changed. I was in Italy——there
were groves, and fountains, and vines, and such a clear sap-
phire sky ; I sat by a fountain ; T could feel. the cool wincll)s
on my face. 1 looked up, the angel was by my side again :
— The flower you reared is fresh and beautiful,” said he,
and some.one will pay a great price for it.’ ,Again the
seene changed. I was in my own land once more ; | walked
by an artist’s studio ; 1 looked up at the window and there
gf:r my flower in a golden vase, more beautiful than
_*“The dream is no sphinx, no oetic myth, n '
riddle I cannot selve, Some. lilt)lsle Dan?el ’ W;lrkrgzte;y';ozl;
my heart tells my kingly reason that the dream and inter-
pretation are one. I will not waste my time or puzzle m
brains with settling the question whether coming events eve);
_ do cast their shadows before them on the shore of dream.-
land ; whether real deeds and words are ever thus fore-
shadowed. I did have the dream ; but it is the first dream I
ever had that I repeated to any one, and it made a vivid im-
pression. My dream seemed to think, and feel, and imag-
ine, and reason.all at once. It is photographed on my sougl
and who shall dare to say that the pieture may not be repro:
_ duced hereafter on life’s unfolding canvass.” Dreams are '
only the chaos of our thoughts, but out of. the world’s first
chaos eame living light, and solid land, * Out of the ark of
sleep, dreams may glide over the future, and, like the dove
2;—;2%2:0];%15?9-1‘:? tl(;kens of subsiding billows and cleared
, bidding the heart ' : ife’ i
A pilgrim%ge. | safely go forth on life’s m:{nl‘)ow
“ Nepenthe is my flower, and who knows some: one yet
may pay & great price for her, if now she is carefully oulti-

~ have been made for thorough systems of instruction, &e.
‘—the doctor skips over a little and reads on—* ¢ Its large
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vated and kindly watched. How I would like to- educate
her nyself, but I've no time in my sbsorbing profession,
She has read some history and poetry, writes well, has a
sweet voice, gentle manuners and warm heart. But she must
have a systematic and thorongh instruction in some school.
1 believe with Jean Paul Ritcher, ¢ L'Edueation doit mettre,
au jour I’ idéal de I’ indindu.’ There is a circular Mr.
Brown handed me last evening. He says it is a finc school.
T'll read a little to give you some idea of it.

i The admirable location of the Institute, magnitude,

adaptation and beauty of the edifice, the arrangements which
»n

patronage, ample means enable the trustees to avail them-
selves of all the educational improvements of the day, and it
is believed that this Institute can furnish facilities for a
thorough female education, at least, equal to any in the city.’
Here is a long string,” said the doctor, * about * resources,
quietness, beauty, and healthfulness.’ 1 insist upon it
Nepenthe mustn’t learn more than six histories at once.
Miss Kate Howard came home from school the other day
with American History, Natural History, Modern History,
History of Literature, History of England, History of
France, and all these she was actually studying. I want
Nepenthe to spell well ; as for me, I haveno eye for ‘spell-
jng. I could read Latin long before I could spell correctly.
I never can remember whether there is a double p in
opportunity, a double Z in immortality, or how many §'s there
are in possession, I can’t think whether-the e or ¢ comes
first in piece or niece, and just as T get a_few words right
side up with care in my head, out comes Mr. Webster with
a new dictionary, bobbing off venerable consonants and
shortening ancient syllables sacred in the memory of the
oldest inhabitant's spelling-books from time¢ immemorial.
That word theatre, with its illustrious Latin and Greek
origin, I am told is descended from the theatrum family on one
side, and ‘the theatron family on the other, and yet it is
changed now to theater, so that it is almost impossible to
trace its ancient descent, or find its old coat of arms. If I
belonged to the theatre family I should think it » disgrace.
Among the old Greeks and Romans it is said that tho
theatre family was thought a great deal of, but now even




90 | NEPENTHE.

a venerable Greek wouldn’t recognize the name. I have a
scientific friend, who was educated at Ozford—he has the
noblest of hearts, and wisest of heads—he is quite indignant
about this changing illastrions names. Besides, an 7 looks
more elegant and classic, before an ¢ than after oné. I don’t
believe. in taking 2 word out of its patrician classie attie, and
putting it under cover of modern dictionary, with such a new
plebeian face you wouldn’t know it. If anything is entitled
to unchanging respect it is a word that has lived in the best
families of words for years. There are so many of these
old fossilized words dug up and new-fangled over that my
bad spelling is becoming a chronie difficalty ; it is chronic
and constitutional. I call it spellingetis; no pathy or
catholicon can cure it. To look in the dictionary is the
only polychrest I know of. When I write anythingimportans
I peep into that, but it is a great trouble always to have a
dictionary by your side. o '

‘* But, Minnie, suppose we send Nepenthe to Madame
Largadoo’s, she is all the rage ; she will teach, so the maga-
zine states, ethnology, embroidery, philosophy, natural and
moral, geology, anthropology, seripture exegesis, music,
vocal and instrumental, the languages, French, Italian,
German, Spanish, dancing and christian evidences; all for
four hundred dollars a year, invariably in advance; extras
not included. Wouldn’t Nepenthe make a Largadoovian
~ paragon ! A young friend of mine lately engaged as a
governess in an illiterate family, and the anxious mother

told her at first she wanted her to teach the children every |

kind of manners. I wonder if Madame Largadoo couldn’t
teach every kind of manners. The rule for her school, as a
French author says, is, ¢ Be handsome, be polite, people see
you, be gentle, submissive, cure no evils, eoncenl them, peo-
ple hear you, change not, only disguise.” We haye profes-
sors to study a flea, to classify a gnat, to distinguish a eat
from a rose tree; but where is the sublime and hidden
being ? where are the moral sense, reason, conscience de-
veloped ? Such a school as Madame Largadoo’d makes all
alike, knooks off all the salient points of character till there
is not & nuance of character, not a finesse of feeling left,
Madame Largadoo thiuks it a greater sin to eat a pie with a
knife, than to tell a lie. There is not a Largodoovian grad-
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uate any where, that would dare to touch a knife to -her pie
on any account, not even to manage a countrywoman's tough
buttermilk erust. The girls all write their letters in Largo-
doovian hand ; superseription, contents, adieus, au revoirs,
all just alike. You can tell a Largodoovian epistle any
where. The scholars come out at sixteen with assur-
ance enough to stare out of countenance half a dozen gentle-
men, as they flirt their fans, ogle and serpentine through the
world. .

“ But Nepenthe must be well educated--you remember,
Minnie, how the chariots of the gods are represented in
mythology as drawn by peacocks. To condemn Nepenthe
to a life of drudgety, would be like harnessing a bird of
Paradise to some Liliputian chariot, to draw sand or earth
around the same barren circle for years. Nepenthe is a
flower in the casement of our hearts——sghe has shone and
sunned there for months. I mean that no barren rock of
circumstance, no gnarled stump of Jduty shall bend her out
of her native course, and keep her thoughts trailing on the
ground. "There are everywhere half-starved minds, living on
stray drops of kindness, and occasional dews of knowledge,
struggling up through all the strata of difficulties, and blos-
soming at last in beautiful perfection. Yet they sometimes
lament bitterly through life the want of early culture—
greater still they might have been had they had early cor-
rect training. We all have some defect 1n education, or
character, we lean ever to some ruling fault or error, like
the leaning tower on the banks of the Arno—it is a marvel
we stand so long, so erect while we incline so far from the
true centre of spiritual gravity. There’s not a being of
whom somebody doesn’t say, © Well, she has her peculiarie
ties.’ '

“Did you get those violets I ordered for Nepenthe ?
She seems so fond of flowers. The violet is my favorite
flower. In my grandmother’s garden I never heard of pan-

" sies, but there were plenty of violets. [ could pick all day

and still find an inexhaustible supply ; they grew lovingly
together, like country hearts ; not in circumscribed patches
of solitary rows, as in city gardens, planted at conventional
distances, with only three or four flowers in a patch,
They might well be called ¢ touch-me-nots.” ¢ Hithertos,” [
‘call ‘them. They can never creep out of their green par-
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quettes with box all around. If anything ought to be left to
its own sweet impulses, it is a violet. We can’t chanpe
the faces of the fowers, the patterns of their velvet orowr?s
or the shape of their purple robes; they will keep the
primitive style in which God fashioned them,
sometimes, when highly cultivated, a more double skirt, or
a deeper fringe, or a rosier blush. We can’t alter t.h‘eit'
faces, so we change their names. We might as well eall g

violet ‘Mary-meek-eyes,’ with its downcast head and up- -

turned face as to give one that mocking name ‘Johnny-
Jumper.” I sent home three roots of tropiola, too, it is mugrh
thought of in the modern conservatories, with its velyet
dress, Iido believe it is only the old nasturtium we uced
to know so well in the country, where it lingered by our
doorstep or climbed up into the low windows. It has come

to the city and changed its name. I don’t think, if there i

any difference its city dress is half so pretty as its old rustic

garb ; it looks paler and out of spirits. But a Fifth avenue .

violet, though surrounded by wordly infiuences, sends up
Just as pure as ever, its velvet prayer to Heaven” ’

8 leets,"' said Mrs, Wendon, * are like God’s great re-
hearsals. His soft prelude of silent melody in Nature's
green orchestra, before He conies out with the full floral an.
them, the grand philharmonic of the season.. Some flowers
seem to have a soul, so spiritual are their sweet faces and
'fragran_t breath ; and who knows but this year's violet ig
some violet soul of last. year waked from its bed 7

“ If Nepenthe were my own child I should eall her viﬁlet;” :

said the doetor, and then he was suddenly silent, as if dis-

tarbed by some uneasy thought. He went to the window to .

fasten the shutter, which was blown back and f,

: or, orth by ¢
wm.d, ia;.nd e_xsslalm‘ed, as he looked out, ““ There ! there ghehig
again.”’ Seizing his hat, he rushed out of the house. He was
gon:; ab(i)l:it. an 130ur. He came back, judging from his ab-
:g:mi;f 1ysatisfied manner, disappointed in the object of his

He =at quietly thinking for some time, and then b

R ! : s roke out
with an abrupt - i i igi
T t:ul;.lp , half. 1‘mpat;16nb excla.matllon, not original, but

“ This is a strange world, Mirnie. Only an hour
felt in quite an elevated mood, thinking of yﬁbwersou;u;g;m]l:
and Nepenthe. When I was out I passed a flour and pro-

only wearing
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vision store, and just next it was a large book and stationery
establishment. I could not help thinking how closely our
physical wants were allied to our ideal needs. No matter
how bright our guiet, happiest day-dreams; some clamorous
want always rudely wakes us out of them. In the daily
journal of our lives, as in the daily papers, many of the in-
side columns, the long pages, are taken up with the list of
« wanted.” I wish I could follow the bent of my own pre-
ferenee, and do that which T like best and enjoy most, but L
read in every morning herald from my heart so many wants,
and T must tug away so patiently to earn them, and I can’t
cross a ferry, or ride in a car, or walk down street without
hearing some thing of wants, and money is the key note on
which every note is pitched ; it is buying or selling, borrow-
ing or loaning ; you can see it in almost every man’s eye,
you can hear it on his tongue. Even if you do not know
him, there’s a golden link of sympathy between you and ev-
ery mortal you meet. I have sometimes a great and sub-
lime contempt for this money, as if it were beneath a mo-
ment’s thought or care. There are so many things nobler,
better, higher, and then again, I long for it, for the power it
gives, the influence it sways, the sorrow it banishes, ‘brain,
will, talent, generosity, and all God's good gifts are so often
eramped, fettered, crushed by the want of it. I hear men
say, I don’t care any thing for money, but I don’t believe it,
Only a small, contemptible string of common cord may bind
together, for our handling and owning, books and flowers,
diamonds and pearls, and all precious and charming things,
and money is the contemptible, yet indispensible cord that
gathers and binds, for our grasping and using, the treasures
we most highly prize. If you despise money, justlive one
day without two shillings, find yourself suddenly without
even five cents to pay stage fare when you are three miles
from home, among strangers, and very weary, and you have
to walk the whole tiresome distance for want of it. I did so
the day my pocket-book was stolen, and I emptied my pock-
ets two or three times, to be quite sure there was no linger-
ing, lonely five cents left. But look at that child, Minnie,”
satd the doctor, suddenly looking out of the window, * how
well Nepenthe looks since her visit in the country. She is
just erossing the street, and her step is light and graceful.

I wish we.all could have stayed longer at that old farm

-
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house. I have no attachment to this building. I only know
it by the number on the door, unless I see your face at the
_ window when I come home. It is just like all the other
- houses—it is the fifth house in the block. There is a good
deal of individuality displayed in dress. I don’t see why
there shouldn’t be in the exterior of a house. I want some-
thing besides a printed directory to point out the place of
my residence. I like some railing, or wing, or tree, or
shrub a little unlike my neighbor’s, some peg on which to
bhang an association. I want-one tree of my own, not one of
a stiff row, but either so laxuriant or crooked that I should
know it. 1 could tolerate even a luxuriant cabbage or
gaudy sun-flower.: Nepenthe says these rows of houses re-
mind her of the little wooden houses that come in boxzes for
children to play with, with six trees to stand in front, with
little round green bunches for foliage.” These trees in front
of our door are all just so high, large, round and green.
They look prim, stiff, and .prudish, as if afraid to rise a little
higher and meet the kiss of some caressing breeze or catch
the low whisper of a frolicsome zephyr. I get tired of hear-
ing people ask, Do you live in the fourth, fifth, or tenth
house in the block? Block—block—how I hate the word
block. It is a very good name for such a set-of houses that
“have about as much expression as a block, We have to go
into the country every summer to get our souls chiselled
out of these blocks. I am one of the doctors and you one
of the ladies in this block. We lose all eur individuality in
this brick-rowed city. I'd rather spend an hour in the for-
est, listening to the weird music of the hymning leaves than
hear a whole year of Broadway sounds. "I hope I shall live
long enough to have some trees of 'my own. If I were in
the country, I would never cut down a tree,”—and the doe-
tor opened a book and read, “ He loved old trees, and used
to say, ‘ Never cut down » tree for fashion’s sake, for the
tree has its roots in the earth, which the fashion has not.'
—GRATTAN.

“ But it stands in the way of the tree,”—GRATTAN'S FRIEND.

“ You mistake ; it is the house that stands in the way of
it ; if either be cut down, let it be the house.”—GRATTAN.

Closing the book, the doctor said with a sigh, * That vine-

covered, flower-adorned, and tree-surrounded cottage in the
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country looms up before me in such dim and distant per-
spective, if I wait to earn it, I fear I shall be too old to en-
joy it. I must invest—the truth is, Minnie, I Aave in-
vested in some thing which has paid large dividends for
many years. I lave put six thousand dollars in a mining
enterprise. _ ‘

* After careful caleulations, shrewd financiers prophesy,
T shall make at least seventy-five per cent. My money will

-work while I sleep. Mr. James thinks I'll clear three
thousand the first year. [ will invest one thousand of the
profits in bond and mortgage for Nepenthe’s benefit. Bond
and mortgage is the safest kind of investment.” .

“ Take care you do mot burn your fingers in this coal
speculation,” said his wife, laughing and shaking- her
head. )

¢ Oh, no,” said the docter. “ This enterprise is a rare
chance for making money—but there goes Mr. Mellin—do
you know I have lost my practice in all the Mellin f:u,mlly
through Trap’s influence ?  He is a raseal, ’D’l,ltu I can’t sce
what possible grudge he can have against me. _

We leave Dr. Wendon a year with his mining operations,
but we put down his first reports from the mines.

“ With the present arrangements, there is a clear profit
of forty-one cents, in full working order. They yield fifty
tons a day, and with additional expenditures named, can be
made to reach at least one hundred tons a day, Sundays ex-
cepted. The engines and all the fixtures are new, operat-
ing since August last, and if we were disposed to push
things, would draw up one hundred and twenty tons a day.
Six hundred dollars will be wanted in January next.

‘We drop the curtain for two years on the mining opers-
' tions, and Jeave Nepenthe awhile at school—a schoolgirl’s
history is of little interest to strangers. ‘

Dr. Wendon had built, in imagination, his charming cot-
tage in the country—he had planned a tour of Burope-—he
would do so much for Nepenthe. She should have the ad-
vantages of society, of travel, of lessons from the best for-
‘eign artists—her future should be as bright as her child-
hood had been dark. Hach day in moments of leisure, and
each night in dreams, he added one more beautiful turret to
this Chateau d’Espagne. . i

He couldn’t keep from congratulating himgelf, and telling
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others, how glad he was he invested in this fortunate coal
enterprise. So sanguine was he of his suceess,’ that he
would have been perfectly candid in advising any person to
invest their su¥plus in this promising speculation, but that
word speculation always reminds one of risk; he called it
enterprise. He practised his profession faithfully and con-

stantly, while he was saving up daily in the bank of his im-

agination, piles of shining dollars.

~ CHAPIER XIIL

EXCITEMENT IN A PARLOR YP TOWN,

“Two ears and one mouath thou hast ;
Dost thou of this complain ?
Thou much musth ear, but must
But little tell again.” ]
. B Ruokert.

ONE could hear nearly all the interjections in the grammar,
had they listened at the key hole of a small parlor up town
one Wednesday evening. “The dear knows!” the “do
tells,” and the ** you don’t says,” made a perfect jargon to
masculine ears, -

What could so raise those carefully cultivated voices so
far abone the conventional pitch ? =

* What's all this about, girls ?” said a_ voice in a clear
maseuline baritone sounding through the crack of the
door. : ‘

* Why, Fred, it is the most wonderful thing you ever
heard of, most unaccountable,” said his sister Kate. * You
know that large house on the corner we passed the other
day '!!, . .

* Kate,” said Fred, “ I wish you wouldn’t begin every-

thing with ‘you know.” I counted all the ¢ you knows’ in

one of your sentences yesterday, and there were actually
ve.!l . |

“ Fred, I wish you wouldn’t bother me so much about my
talking,” said Kate, as she turned dignifiedly round to Mrs,

Edwards, and-went on with her story, « The family live.

in the fifth house in the block,”

L
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“ A ring was heard at the street door one afternoon, and
the girl went. There stood a man wrapped up in a cloak.”
“ Approved brigand style,” exclaimed Fred, laughing.

“ Don’t bother me, Fred,” said Kate, really vexed. ‘ He
was wrapped up in a cloak, with Lis hat drawn over his
eyes.” : :

y“ Yes, that’s just it ; slouched hat and intense black eyes,”
interrupted Fred again,

Paying no attention to Fred, Kate went on. * Only one
of the servants was in. The man asked if the doctor was at
home ? She said, no. . He then inquired if his wife was in ?
The girl replied, no. The man then turned as if to go, when
there was a loud rap at the hasement door.

“ Probably Bridget was expecting her beau that night,
for she left the front door open, and went down in haste to
see who was there. It was a boy with a basket of apples.
She stayed to chat with the boy and put up the apples, and
coming back up stairs, closed the fromt door, and went up
to her sleeping-room on the fourth story, to beautify, pre-
paring for the expected visitor, with whom she had been

~ *keeping company’ so long. It is now thought that the

man improved the occasion of her temporary absence to slip
into the library at the end of the hall, and then into the ex-
tension room in the rear of the parlor. There was a young
lady in the front parlor who was singing,
¢ Life let us cherish,
While yet the taper glows;

And the fresh flowrets
Pluck, ere they close.’

R ——— et e

As she finished the last line, the wind came in through tho
open shutters, and blew off one of the music pages from the
piano. She stooped to pick it up, when a bullet whizzed
through the air, and lodged in the wall dircetly in front of
her—a bullet intended for her, and which would have killed

- her had she remained a moment longer in her erect posi-

tion. A breath of wind had literally saved her. Isn’t there
a line of poetry somewhere about ¢ A breath can prostrate
and a breath ean save ¥ But whatever was his design, the
assassin fled.”

“ You are quite poetical, Kate,” said Fred, in a compli-
mentary tone ; ‘“ you quote so accurately, you might get up

a verse of your own sometimes. If I were a relative of the
~ 5
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lady's, T would ferret out the mystery. There is some
%‘i‘fﬁﬁgﬂf deadly hate about it.” Here he pa,usi?.d, and
then added, * I have a slight recollection of something oo-
ing back "— o )
cug‘l:;dg :tg;ged suddenly, as if broaching a forbidden sub-
Jesk " i i with all the
“PDo- g1 exclaimed two ladies at once,
eagelx?lgezzlif"l curiosity. “ What do you know about away
9 , : .
ba?‘k 0 nothing,” replied Fred, quietly:s * I bave no right
to reveal that which I must unavoidably find out in hmy pro-
fession. We shoulda’t abuse fiduoiary rglatlons—; ose. ]13m;
promptu disclosures, often so unwillingly inz 3. ua
really, ladies, I have no disclosures to make. Y lo(?e:n&
few suspicions from a few. stray facts; and unsettle .
vague as they now are, 1 w?’uld trouble or trust mo one to
ts. -
he}‘]?;ef(]){f :x}:es"’mshai?cl?ase, t a]l secrets are a burdep ; and
isn’t it provoki’ng, that the very condition of a secret is ofter.\
the keeping it fore\reﬁ from the knl(()lwll;:{;isgtel iokfe tt};etgﬁr‘iyt gng
of all others you wou ) I
?ife tti) zﬁf;)iise, excite or amuse people with pnexpegted. 01:
startline news, Somechow it does give us a little exl ra :mt
portancae in our own eyes, to have some wonderfu .sec:e
confided to us—to be the only person beside the narrla or
that knows it. We promise never to tell anybody 35 ong
as we live ; but then people will guess sometimes, an _lguess
right—and we must blush, dodge, lie, or keeph.s:t ence,
Some people have such a way of pumping abou(t'i aﬂ’i 1n’lgl, yc:;;
really feel rude if you evade their queries, and they tgll
everything out of you.. But these very ones will never te t‘
you anything of their affairs, never allow in a.ny‘f way :‘nlya of
their secrets to escape them. Itis rather morti {;n;‘g ) d] )n:
every bundle of secrets in your head overhauled and m

spected, while you remain utterly in the dark about their

i if 1 g ie, I'd
. T declare I believe if it was only right to lie,
fi(ﬁcizntiy it occasionally, and say 1 dom’t l'mmn right u&)1
and down. There’s Charity.Gouge : she ‘;),egms a hyog wi h
one of her ‘Do you really think so am?. s0 7 when 8 e;h‘ncl)wt
you don’t think, you know all about it—and she’s the las
person in the world I would choose for a confidant. -
“ There’s no place in your h-ea@l, Kate, for a secret,” sal

3
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~ Fred, laughingly ; ** you remind me of the little Irish Jim I
saw in the old farm house, where I was laid up two days
last summer. We had a terrible thunder-storm oue night—
every board in the old house rattled. The wind, and the
rain, and the shaking of the house, altogether, aroused Jim
from his sound sleep in the sky parlor of the establishment,
When the next erash came, Jim oould stay no longer in hig
snug corner, but hurried down stairs in his dishabille into
the old farmer’s bed-room, exclaiming, all out of breath with
fright, * It’s started—it’s. started " looking as wild as bis
rough erect hair and big eyes could make him.” And when
you get a seeret, Kate, 'm sure of one thing—* It’s startod.’

“ That must be where I stopped the summer hefore lagt,”’
said Kate, not noticing his remark. “They had a little fac-
totum Jim, It was a careless habit of mine, throwing water
out of the window, but they had so few conveniences in their
sleeping rooms, I really conldn’t help it sometimes. I emp-
tied a pitcher of water out of the window one day, just when
the Irish girl came ont and stood in the back door. She

~ had just asked Jim, who happened to be standing under my

window, * Will it be afther being a wet day, Jim 7’ ¢ [ don’t
think it will be wet,’ said he, turning up his big eyes to-
wards the zenith, as the most authentie source of informa-
tion ; when the entire contents of my pitcher fell on his
broad, upturned face. ¢I beg your pardon, sir,” said I,
hearing his sudden scream, and secing the unexpected effect
of my cascade upon his clean coat and collar. His momen-
tary vexation cooled off, he was so delighted with the extra
politeness of my apology. To be called sir for the first time,
elevated him in his own estimation a foot higher in the scale
of masculine existence.” * :

“If you tell 2 woman a story,”” said Fred, ** she will in-
stantly think of another like it to tell, and so wander off

-from the subject. 1t is surprising what wandering minds

women have.”

“ Fred,” said Kate, not noticing his remark, * you find
out to-day who that young lady was that was fired at yes-
terday.”

“The house up town,” snid Fred, looking very wise,
““was Dr. Wendon’s ; the young lady was his ward, or pro-
tegée, or adopted daughter, or whatever she 1s, Miss Ne-
penthe Stuart’; and T saw the bullet, the piane, the doctor,
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the Bridget, and the young lady herself this morning; so
_ you see it is a well authenticated fact. Moreover, the boy
with the apples was part of the plan. He told the girl that
her cousin George was waiting around the corner, in a great
. burry to see her, so the door was actually left open by the
girl for at least five minutes.” L

« Fred,” said Kate, * you ought to be ashamed of your-
self, pretending ignorance all this time, when you knew so
much about it.” - ‘

“ Maybe it is an old love affair,” said one of the ladies.

“They say the girl never had any love affair, or any
avowal of love.” : . ‘

“ Well, she might have injured somebody.”
% No, she has not an enemy in the world, that she knows

of,” said Fred, * she is young, amiable and on good terms
with every body she knows ; neither is she an heiress; her
death could be of no known advantage to any living, per-
SOD.” ) ) - "
While these ladies were continuing their conversation,
another group were gathered in the parlor up town. 1t was
Dr. Wendon, Mrs. Wendon, and Nepenthe., :

Nepenthe sat on one corner of the sofa away from the
window, the shutters were tightly closed); Dr. Wendon was

walking back and forth, and occasionally stopping and

talking in a kind. of hurried, excited way; he was really
exasperated, and spoke in rather an impetuous manner
though he tried to assume an air’ {f unconeern.

« Well,” said he, ¢ there is the| bullet, and there is the
hole, and here is Nepenthe as white as a.sheet. I would
like to sift to the bottom of this matter. I can’t get any
more out of Bridget. She says she “always generally keeps
the door fastened,’ she ¢ always generally stays close to the

house, she always generally is very careful’ One thing I’

know, I'll ship her, if she leaves that door open again.
These villains always generally come and go like shadows.
I wish I did know something about this thing.”” Nepenthe
evidently had some enemy ; but, we very well know, not of
her own making. L

“ There is something, we may be sure, depending upon
berlife, The ball was fired by a person standing about
here,” he added stepping back a few paces in a line with the
piano. * There is no getting any more out of Bridget; she
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says the man was tall, but not so fvery tall ; fat, but not so

very fat; old, but not so very old ; he might be young—she

couldu’t tell. There’s no accident in this it was all designed

and Flaﬁllllllle(]i,’ and Erettthell carried out,” said the doctor.
‘1 shali always keep that page of musie, for it

life,” said Nepenthe. P b ’ o saved my

“ Well,” said the doctor, “I've hLad this house pretty

‘well secured to-day with iron, brass, and plated chain bolts,

safe night latches and bolts, secret sash fastenings and shut-
ter bars and secret bolts, I'll have my double barreled pis-
tol at the head of my bed, and I've engaged two private
watchmen to watch my house,” :

‘“ I ean’t sleep to-night,”” said Mrs. Wendon, as sho retired
early to rest. “ I can’t sleep, though the house is all locked
and fastened up.’ Did you see that man's nose flattening

‘against the window pane only night before last as you went

to shut the blinds ? * I dreamed about it, and every time 1
opened my eyes I could see that face.” :

“The professional burglar can get in any where if he is
determined to. But this man was no mere burglar. - My
watch lay on the table near where he stood, and he ecould
easily have taken it if he chose,” said the doctor.

“If I am excited or frightened at night,” said Mrs. Wen-
don, “T imagine all sorts of things, and remember 2ll tho
stories of murders, ghosts and robberies I have ever heard.
I tremble at every noise—There ! do you hear that 7 she
said suddenly, as she turned to the doctor, and whispered
as ‘E‘l‘[}Q !:ma,rd some noise in the lower part of the house.

h TIS. only a big rat knocking down something in the cel-
lar,” said her husband. But what a strange propensity
there is, thought he, to talk and think over tales of ghosts
murders, and mysteries, just as we are about to retire, until
we are almost afraid to look into each other’s frightened
faces. How the forgotten facts of a long veiled mystery
loom up in the night—how the clairvoyant soul walks ail
night on the dangerous battlements of terror and mystery—
and when morning comes, she laughs at the fears she has
sullx\leoned !

epenthe’s room now ig next to the dostor’s, her door i
bolted and locked, her windows closely fastened.  She ha.z
rolled up by the door two trunks, and near the edge of the

. top of the upper one she has placed the big dinner bell, so
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that if the door is at all moved or shaken, the beil will fall,

and awaken all the surrounding sleepers. Bhe lays awake
a long, long time, and at last she sleeps, but it is a disturbed
nightmare sleep—and at midnight she could see a figure
once more walking through her room and standing by her
bed ; but the figure was no longer a woman-—it wore a man’s
slouched hat. : '

As Mrs. Wendon lies awake one night, talking to the doc-
tor, she says, ,

“ No state of mind is more rapidly developed than the
emotion of fear. It soon gets to be all eyes, all ears, all
brain. While Fear patrols through the soul, a sleepless,
vigilant sentinel, every other power seems dumb and quiet.
All are vulnerable to Fear’s alarms at some point.” When
_ she springs the soul's loud watchman’s rattle, she calls to
~ her aid Dredd, Terror and Fright, the active, alert pohce of
soul. Every body is afraid of something. I believe there
i3 one little space in every man’s mind where may be writ-
ten * coward.! KEvery one is at times troubled, tempted, or
tortured, harrassed, harrowed or haunted by some constitu--
‘tional or chronie fear, which takes to him the shape of moral
ghost, mental ghost, spiritual ghost, nervous ghost, legal

host, or hereditary ghosi—and the boldest, when confront-
ed with this shape or shade, says to himself, ‘I am afraid.’
The groatest, strongest, bravest soul has a morbid dread, a
“chronic fear of something—he calls it dislike, but he knows
it is fear.” ' '
“ We often find ourselves,” said the doctor, * talking to
ourselves as if we were two distinct beings. We argue,
reason, and persuade—promise and retract the promise, de-

cide and undecide—we are sure of something, then doubt. it

altogether.”

“ Yes,” said Mrs. Wendon, “ bold young Faith and grim
old Fear, like two stout champions, seék each to gain the
field of soul, and master the other. Fear gives Faith such a

- sound drubbing we begin to doubt every thing, and we
wonder whether even the great reel of Kternity will ever
wind up clear and smooth the gréat snarl of facts and fan-

cies in which we find ourselves so strangely, sadly entan.

gled—and then all at once, as Faith standsup triumphant

under the eloudless blue sky of soul, pressing her conquer-
ing foot on the maimed Titan Fear—-—Then’ we sail along

- through truth and duty’s sea so sublimely, that daylight
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moonlight and sunlight gleam and flash, brighten and illu-
mine each passing hour.” ‘

Mrs. Wendon had talked so long about these things that
she could not sleep. She lay awake a whole hour trying to
gettle in her mind some doubtful thoughts of powers scen
and unseen, influences real and spiritual. She was so wide
awake, every sense seemed doubly active, every sound dou-
bly loud. The clock on the mantle struck one; the old
clock in the hall struck one ; and then the front door bell
rang once. She awoke the doctor, who waited to answer
the summons till the bell should ring again. But there was
no more ringing that night. The next night it rang again at
-Just one o’clock. The doctor went to the door; no one was
there. He looked up and down the long silent street; he
could see in the clear soft moonlight no retreating shadow,
ner hear any lingering footfall.  He latehed and locked the
door, walked half way up stairs, and the bell rang again; a
little louder and quicker, once, twice, thrice. He hurried
back to the door, annoyéd at the impertinent persistency of
the invisible bell ringer. But no one was there, nor was
any one hidden under the steps near the bagement door. He

' eame in again, turned his face to the stairs, and the bell

rang three times more, louder than ever.

. He looked out. No one was visible. He stepped out on
the sidewalk, looked up and down and under the steps, and
in the little front yards of the houses next door. Then he
examined the bell handle carefully, to see if possibly the

Iuvisible bell ringer hadn’t fastened to it some cord by

which it could be rung while he was secreted in some house

. near. But ne suqh pord, hand or person could be detected.
-Baffled, puzzled, irritated, excited, he closed the door again,

]atching, locking and bolting it, saying to himself, ¢ Let
them ring all night ; I'll not open that door again.”  Then
there was a sudden, loud and quick succession  of rings, ag
he began to re-ascond the stairs ; and there was no pause,
no cessation, until he reached the head of the stairs, where
stood Mrs. Wendon, peeping through the crack of her
nea,rly closed door, waiting in mute suspense for the doc-.
tor’s re-appearance with some solution of the mystery.

The bell had at last roused Bridget from her profound
slumbers in the third story. She was on her knees praying
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to the Virgin.  She was svre it was Mrs. Fedurell’s spirit
ringing the bell. o -

Mrs. Fedurell had lived three doors below them, she was
an intimate friend of Mrs. Wendon’s, and 2 refined and
gifted woman, who had died only last week of consumption.

Bridget really believed that she, now in Heaven, and of
course more elevated and refined in her spiritual state,
could stoop to descend to the earth, snd go around ringing
her old neighbor’s bells. . : .

But Bridget was sure it was Mrs, Fedurell’s ghost, and at
last as she gained courage to look through the shutters, she
was sure -she saw a light, and something like a white object
standing motionless in the moonlight. ,

Even Mrs. Wendon, with her cooler head and better
judgment, began to connect something a little supernatural
or mysterious with this unaccountable ringing, commencing
both nights at the ghostly hour of one.

The mystery continued for three weeks. ‘Each night
about midnight, the bell would ring. Every nap was inter-

rupted, every dream disturbed, and one good night's sleep .

impossible.

No matter how weary or sleepy the doctor or his wife or

Nepenthe might be, their slumber must be rudely broken.

Bridget soon notified Mrs. Wendon that she must go
next Tuesday when her month was up, she couldn’t stay in
such a place. . ‘

Bridget had informed all of her dear particular friends,
among whom was every Catharine, Bridget and Margaret in
the neighborhood, of the reason of her leaving. She had
told them in vivid, graphie colors, of the nightly bell ring-
" ing—the light and the ghost. -

Mrs. Wendon began to think it would be difficult for her
to secure any more good help, as all the girls in the neigh-
borhood looked up at the house and whispered to each other
as they passed it, as if it were really haunted. -

The thing began to be intolerable, as the bpys began to

say as they passed—Did you know that house was:

haunted 7"’
Bridget said that the dogs stood before the house, and
stared, and barked, and hogvled at night, when the bell rang.
One old lady in the neiguborhood thought that the ghosts
of some people who had once lived there had come back to
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disturb the house, and that each of these gaunt, strange
looking dogs, was a howling medium for these unfortunate
unhappy ghosts.

Mrs. Wendon began to imagine that everybody looked
up strahgely at the house and peered curiously into the
windows as they passed. A story,of a haunted house had
always been to her the most foolish and ignorant of super.
stitions ; yet as that ringing continued, she wanted to move
out of the place, thé noise, notoriety and gossip were becom-
so intolerable ; but the doctor didn’t like to be rung out of
his own door in that summary style, and be condoled with
forever after, as a fugitive from a haunted house. So one
day he persuaded Csesar, a trusty colored man, a servant of
one of his friends, to come and watch his door for him a few
nights, promising to pay him liberally.

Caosar declared that nothing could frighten him ; neither
ghost, gobling nor the devil--for, said he, *“ Lor bress me,

‘Massa, how can de debbel hurt poor black man who neher

done nuffin wrong.”

The doctor retired, having great confidence in the courage
of the new detective. co N

Cumesar watched faithfully, inside and out, now with the door
a little open, and then with it closed.

He listened for the least noise, and suddenly, about one
the bell rang once. Coesar was startled : then it rang twice—
he did grow a little more startled. He seized the door and
opened it ; the bell rang still, but as he looked at the bell
handle it did not move. Ring, ring, ring, it went again;
but the bell handle never movad at all. Jast then, as if b}:
some bodily agitation, the door was thrown wide open, and
as the lamp light on the other side of the street, interrupted
by the large limbs of the trees swaying backwards and
forwards, sent into the hall behind him a host of trooping
shadows, to Cwesar’s excited fancy they were a band of
fearful ghosts. ‘ '

Without stopping to look longer behind him, he started
and ran, {urning neither to the right or left, chased by a big
black barking dog, who deemed it his duty to run because he
saw some one else running. A policeman, thinking the
bareheaded, flying Coesar an escaping burglar, joined in the
pursuit, till Caesar, just as he came to the corner where he

- must cross to reach his master’s house, tripped and fell over

1)
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the curb-stone, bathing eyes, mouth and nose, in the puddle
of muddy water, which was meandering along the gutter.
- Without pausing to brush the mud from his broadcloth, he

ran on faster than ever, out-distancing the pursuing police- .

man and dog—and rushing into his master’s basement door,
which happened to be open, as Dinah and Rose had had some
company pretty late that night, and they were just kissing
their fond adieus by the open door :

“ Casar has had a spree, Cmsar has had a spree,” said
Dinah, as the gaslight fell full on Caesar’s bold, bare head and
soiled coat and dirty face, * Caesar has had a spree.”

But he hurried by her, not minding her bantering, nor
stopping until he found himself in his own bed, and covered
up his head with the welcome and familiar bed-clothes.

His master’s grave inquiries the next morning about his 4
suspicious plight the night before only got from him the .

brief answer. *“Haunted house, Massa; haunted house.”
Dr. Wendon was awake, and hearing no more opening

and shutting of the front door, though the bell-kept on ring-

ing, he went softly down -stairs to see how investigations
were progressing ; but no Caesar was there. The door was
wide open and there lay on the upper stone step Ceesar’s old
hat : and in spite of everything, the words came into the doc-
tor’s mind, “ 1 come to bury Cmsar ; not to praise him.”

His inquiries of Cssar the next day about his last night’s .

adventures met with no answer. He could get nothing out

“of him, only he could see he had heen in some way thoroughly

frightened. .

- The next night Patrick, a bold, smart, stout young Irish-
- man, who had worked a great deal for Dr. Wendon, offered
to keep watch. He said he had seen ghosts in the * ould
counthry,” and he wasn’t afraid of any spirits. He took his
post by the door, having in his pocket a bottle of fourth
proof, from which occasionally he refreshed himself by tak-
' ing copious draughts. At one o’clock the bell rang. Pat-
rick looked. 'The bell-bandle didn’t stir,. but the wire
twitched back and forth violently. ' :

“ By jabers,” said the Irishman, “ who is afraid of yer
murtherin’ noise 1" and stooping down, he tried to seize
hold of the lower part of the wire ; but he suddenly fell back
on the floor, shaking the house as-he fell. The spirits within
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and the spirits without had conquered the redoubtable Pat-
rick. - o

As Dr. Wendon rushed down stairs, Patrick said, in a
hoarse, terrified whisper, “T am kilt! I am kilt! The

~murtherin’ ghosts have shook me all to pieces intirely !”

Dr. Wendon, as the bell rang a.gﬁ,in,/ noticed the lower
part of the wire twitching violently, and by some sudden in-
stinet or inspiration, he said, *’Tis rung from below. Some
one is in the cellar. I’ll stop that performance.”

He seized his pistol, while his wife took hold of his arm,
begging him not to go down in the cellar, as she was afraid
to stay up stairs without him, and afraid to follow him into
the lower regions. But Dr. Wendon was in that fast, fierce,
and furious state of 'mind, that nothing could keep him back.
He was ready to face a troop of ghosts, a den of lions, or a
legion of devils, rather than be foiled, puzzled, bafled, tor-
mented longer. - ‘ :

~  With a lamp in one hand, and his pistol in the other, he

entered the deep, dark, dismal cellar, where for a moment
the most profound silence reigned ;—and there before his
eyes were thréee formidable members of a well-known band
of burglars and housebreakers. No law had yet been made
or enforced powerful enough to detect, imprison, punish or
banish these merciless, successful, daring burglars, slways
armed to the teeth.

The Doctor stood motionless, his pistol powerless in his
hand, as he faced the villains, whose name is a public and

- private-terror. But he did not fire his pistol, firat, because

it might alarm his wife : second, because the weapon dida’s
seem adequate to the occasion. ' ' |

No—the Doctor didn’t raise his pistol to destroy those three
—rats, because he might need it more at some other time,
though they had dared to interrupt his midnight slambers
by dancing on his bell-wire, and hanging by their teeth from
the wire, s0 as to produce those vibrations—highly gratify-
ing to them, as their first concert, as they were a family so
fond of musie.

By mere aceident, on the first night, while one of their
number was engineering across the beams, he chanced to
touch the bell-wire once, and hearing the ring, was a little
alarmed ; but seeing no harm come of it, they had all, nighs
after night, commenced a concert in carnest, quite delighted

]
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at their repeated successful performances, little. dreaming
of the thrilling effect upon the audience up stairs,

“ To-night is their. grand carnival,” thought the doector,
as he went back up stairs, and finally succeeded in helping
Patrick out of ¢ the haunted house,”

Mrs. Wendon, meantime, sat crouching in a eorner up

stairs, afraid to stir, and‘afraid the doctor might never come
back, a3 she heard nothing of Lim and no more of the bell-
ringing. As he returned, at last, alone, unarmed, and un-
harmed, with a curious smile on his face, and as he saw her
so pale, motionless and terrified, he burst out into a merry,
ringing laugh, and laughed away as if he would never stop,
while she sat there, half frightened to ‘death. Finally she
began to ery, thinking the doctor had lost his reason from
some sudden shock, or fright, or he wouldn’t stand there
laughing like a fool, while she sat mute, with a face white
as any ghost.

¢ Don’t—don’t laugh so, Walter ! she said, bursting into

tears again. , ,

Ten minutes after, had you stoed at the key-hole of that
door, you might have heard two voices mingling in convul-
sive, merry laughter, as the door-bell rang on thirty times
more that night. The doctor called that night forever after
* The benefit night of the Rodent family.”

Bridget was still on her knees, praying. She still be-

lieved she saw and heard the mysterious, ghostly bell-ringer.
Tired out at last, she covered her head with the bed-clothes.

and fell asleep, about four o’clock, and dreamed of the
ghostly light shining in her room. ‘ :
~ The mystery was at last explained, but Ceesar always in-
- gisted upon it that he saw a troop of ghosts in the hall, and
Patrick never would give it up but that it -was a ghostly
shock hé received when he fell on the floor in the hall, and
even the dooctor admitted that it was probably the effect of
¢some spiritual influence—the spirits had something to do
with it. : .
"~ In the morning, when Bridget fold the doctor all abount
- the wonderful light, and deseribed.vividly and graphieally
the white shadowy ghost which she saw under the window,
he told her that it was not one white ghost, but three black
ones ; and that he saw them in the cellar, ringing the bell.
“ Faith,” said she, with a sudden wise look and a sur-
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prised stare, ** T was sure the Evil One had something to do
with it ;”” and she went off very slowly down into the cellar
to get her coal and kindling-wood, fearfully afraid of encoun-
tering the ** three black ghosts in the cellar.”

CHAPTER XIV.

. THE WENDONS TALK ARQUT THE QFPERA.

* Make love in tropes, in bombast break his heart,
In turn and simile resign his breathy,
And rhyme and guibble in the pains of death."—TicKELL.

Mes. WenpoN sees that the doctor is growing pale, care-
worn, depressed. She can imagine no adequate cause. His
practice i3 increasing and, suecessful, his professional posi-
tion high. - She fears he is injuring himself by close confine~
ment. Change and recreajion, even a little pleasurable ex-
citement, might do him good. She urges him to go ocea-
sionally to places of amusement——they have not been to an
opera in a long time. It might please Nepenthe—she has
never been, and she*needs change, too ; something to divert
her thoughts from the recent mysterious attempt on her life.
She is now old enough to enjoy and appreciate fine music.
Se she talks to the doctor one morning, as he risesfrom the
table, leaving his untasted coffee and neglected omelet.

He is not musically gifted or musically appreciative. He
laughs a little about this foolish worship of imported prima
donnas, but promises to go that evening on Nepenthe's ae-
count, not on his own—he is getting on well enough.

Mrs: Wendon reads from the morning Herald “ The fare-
well Coneert of Madame Geztimer, who i3 in opera again,
It is not her farewell, after all. She is giving us four nights
of opera, and charming nights they are, too. We have never
heard finer music—a different opera each night—or seen
larger or more fashionable audicnces. Her little season is
a decided suceess.” ‘

“ How did you like the opera last night ?’ said Mrs. Wen-
don to Nepenthe the next morning.

“I am no judge of music, and then I took my novitiate in
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opera going last night,” said Nepenthe. * You understand
all those scientifie trills, rolls and quavers of which I am so
ignorant. I sat last evening nearly three hours. The sing-
ing was wonderful. I might practice all the hours of thres
lives, and I never could sing one of those trilling, warbling,
soaring, flying, swelling, vanishing strains.  Yet no mortal,
in exquisite joy or overwhelming grief, warbles like that.
Joy is an outhurst—a gush——not an elaborate flourish. Lov-

ing, fighting, heart-aching, hoart-breaking, were all won. -

. derfully sung.

* Think in real life of éon'tending' armies of real men, with

real ‘swords, standing and patiently waiting for a man to
sing out a petition for some captive’s release. Such artistic
grief is never seen—such sudden terror or joy is never sung
out. The singing is wonderful, but I am continually draw-
ing the startling contrast between operatic representation
and the real deeds of real people.” ‘

© «T cannot even work myself up jnto a pity for a woman,”
says the doctor, coming up just then, ““ who sings out her
broken heart in such elaborate strains ; and if a lover makes
his avowal in the same artistic melody, I always feel like
saying, ¢ If you love her, why don’t you walk wp or kneel
down and say so like-2 human man, and not stand there
singing your heart out like an amateur ¥ I know you go to-
the opera to hear the fine singing, and see the wonderful
power of musie to express every variety of feeling and ac-
tion. The heart’s best feelings are never in full dress ; this
idea of giving love and regret the full toilet they get in ope-
ratic scenes, 18 to me unnatural, The charm of tragedy is
in making one, for the time, feel that the characters are
veal. These proans and sighs and battles and deaths are all
well sung, bui if I were very angry with a man I don’t think
I should stand up before him and sing 2t him.

“ The thing T dislike most is this operatic death. Young

. and beautiful women will sing their disappointed love, their:

failing health; their aching, loving, breaking heart, with

pale face, dishevelled hair, and' white shadowy. garments—.

coughing, gasping, trembling, fainting with the airy breath
of fleeting song. We listen to the last musical sigh, we
catch the faint echo of the last warble, till the last low life
note dies on the hushed lips ; and ther, a moment after, re
_surrectionized from the song.-death, the singer comes out
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and moves off the stage, brightly smiling, pleasantly bowing,
and gracefully picking up showers of falling flowers. The
farce comes so soon after the death tragedy. '

“ T think the death seene should be the last act of life-—

 when the last curtain falls. I don’t like this make-believe

failing and dying, T may speak professionally. Wasn't it
herrible, when the cholera was raging in Paris, the people
were amusing themselves in the theatre in acting death by
the cholera in all its fearful stages and mortal agonies ?”
“ But did you hear the squeaking tenor ? Why will peo-
ple insist on playing the part ot which they know nothing ?"
I believe it iy the way with most of us,” said Mrs. Wen-

~don.  “We are all apt to think we can do some one thing

well, in which we are really deficient. The very faults we
have, so glaring in the eyes of others, we think are only

- respectable, comfortable, decent poculiarities, rather be-

coming than otherwise.”

“ But how in the world are we ever going to know what
.we are, or what we can do " said the doctor.

« Every man I have well known,’’ said Mrs. Wendon, “ ig
sure he can do something quite well, of which . he really
knows nothing, One man is very deaf—so deaf we all have
o seream out our questions and answers when talking with
him ; he says he isn’t much deaf after all, he can hear most
as well a¢ anybody if we only speak distinetly. My old
aunt Jane is quite sure she ean see without her spectacles,
almost as well as ever—she only wears them to rest her eyes

.—but she is almost as blind as a bat. Her husband thinks

he is a very young looking man, as smart as most young
folks, and can do more work in a day now than any young
man ; yet he is nearly a cripple, has a trembling voice, tot-
tering step, and ig almost toothless, Oune gentleman who
wrote the dullest essays I ever heard, said he thought he
could do one thing well—that was, write essays. He made
the remark to his wife, and I overheard him. She was the
homeliest woman I ever knew, and she gaid to me once
when we were talking about looks, she was *always thank-
ful for one thing—that she was made at least good-looking.’
A lady once brought me some poetry of her own composition
to get my opinion of it. It was about cold stars, fair flowers,
and pale moons. She snid it was always easy for her to
write poetry—she never had to fix it over; it always came
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fight. She would string words together of all sizes, sﬁap‘es

and accents, and if there was a jingle at the end it was
poetry.” : . |
As Nepenthe went out of the room, the doctor said,

« How Nepenthe has changed ! She is quite young to-

think so originally and speak, so frankly about something
she -has seen and heard but onee—but she ‘has a.wonderful
“ear for music. I have engaged Signor Venini to give her
instruction, He is an incomparable artist, and she has alrea-
dy an exquisite touch; but those Scotch songs she sings
charmingly. I think she has the sweetest voice 1 ever
heard—it is sweet as a lute, rich as a harp, soft as a fiute ;
why, Minnie, if we had searched the world over, we conldn’t
have found a more gifted soul or affectionate heart.”

OHAPTER XV.

IMPULSES—THE AEREST.

« One thread of kindness draws more than a hundred yoke of oxen.”
Toscax PRovERB.

« Bdel sey der Mensch,
Hilfreich und gut.”
= GogTrE. |

“ Taere are some things I never told you, Minnie,”. gaid
the doctor one morning. ¢ When I took Nepenthe from the
hospital the nurse whispered to me that she was of low fam-
ily and doubtful origih. I wouldn't prejudice you, so I
kept it-to myself. I believe with & French author, that all
our first benevolent impulses are geod, generous, heroic—
reflection weakens and kills them. The soul first speaks,
and the language is that of love and virtue: the intellect
. reasons afterwards, and its reasonings are more favorable to
matter than the soul.

« T was told when I took Nepenthe from the hospital, that
I was acting solely from impulse, and that impnlse was a
very imprudent guide ; but I have done nothing kind or
génerous in my life without yielding to the promptings of
gome noble impulse. There iz more good crushed in the
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bud by resisting good impulses, than evil prematurely done
by acting too suddenly upon them. There isn’t much dan-
ger of our ever being too good, too kind, or too generous.

*“ Many a wrinkle of care you can smooth out clear and
beautiful, if you seize upon the impulse while it is warm
and fresh, and press life’s rough seams down. How much
happier and more benevolent would I have been, had I al.
ways acted promptly upon my first, best, warmest feelings,
without arguing and reasoning, and wondering whether after
all it would be best—would it pay, was it prudent, expedi-
ent ?”

¢ These noble impulses,” said Mrs. Wendon, *“ are like
the little Artesian wells I used to see in California—an in-
visible hand penetrates the troubled strata of the soil, till
from its depths upwells a fountain pure and sparkling, invig-
orating the whole valley of the soul. One of these Artesian

“impulses jetting out, may freshen and beautify hundreds of
_drooping thoughts and withering hopes.”

“ Yes,” said the doetor, « impulses are the first stamps
from the mint of thought, clearest and deepest, the most du-
rable on the leaves of the unfolding soul, like the figures on

“the first sheets of our quires of cream-laid paper; and the

ofiginal pictures of great masters, clearer and bolder than
the weak after copies and feeble imitations, they flow sponta-
neously from the creative soul, and are not mechanically
struck off on steel or wood. '

« Impulse is the great artist of the soul’s studio; with
marvellous dash and sweep of hand, she sketohes the out-
lines of great dee(fs for us to execute through our lives full
lengths, those beautiful pictures of genial kindness and cor-
dial benevolence, which illustrate the long story of our dull
common lives, are engraven by her skilful hand.”

I beg your pardon, reader, for keeping you standing spir-
itual, hat in hand, so long in the vestibule of my story, list-
ening to the dootor’s talk about impulse, but poor impulse is
so often berated and abused, censured and maligned, as a
wrong-doer and mischief-maker, I always wait patiently. and
thankfully when I hear her praised or truly valued,

“The greatest things we do,”’ added the doctor, *“ we fecl
stirred up as by some oracular voice within to do suddenly
and successfully. Nepenthe is a child of impulse, and I be-
lieve she had a refined, accomplished, and virtuous mother.
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If & man is _-ever S0 great and good, and his wife ignorant or

commonplace, you rarely find the child above mediocerity in’

appearance, taste or talent. People say so much about
great men not having distinguished children ; they forget
that inferiority and medioerity may be traced to aun inferior
or commonplace mother.  Nepenthe’s gifts and graees were
not acquired from recent associations, but are evidently en-
tailed by nature and improved by very early, correct, and
careful training. Her father may have been low, dishonor.
ble, eruel—there might have been i mock marriage, or
some thing of that sort. I have no means of finding out,
but Nepenthe’s mother could hardly have been guilty. of an
ignoble action, and yet I have some information which almost
proves she was unforturate and imprudent. I wish I could
solve the mystery about Nepenthe's earliest history. I
knew I should love her,” said the doctor, as he arose and
walked back and forth, ** but I didn’t mean to draw her quite
80 close to my heart, but she is now very dear, and I would
like to take this one young life and cheer and strengthen it
all through. I can do more good by watehing this young,
bright soul, moving on to its zenith” without a chilling tem-
pest or obscuring cloud, than by throwing miscellaneons
- crumbs of kindness to every passing begeared soul, whose
- destiny is cut in stone, whose happiness is hopeless. To

take a life despised, cireumseribed, care-¢encumbered, and
make it happy, would give me more sublime delight than all
the Io Paeans of transient fame.” . ‘

Nepenthe had been sent to the post-office, but it had com-
menced raining, and she came bgwk for dn umbrella just in
time to overhear the remark about ker father, .

“ My mother, my gentle mother, has any one reproached

her ¥ thought she. “* I know she was good and noble, but -

why did she never mention my father’s name ? Why weep
80 when she received any letters * Does Dr. Wendon fear
to love me ? Does he attach disgrace to my name? Is this
why he so0 often sighs when he speaks to me so kindly ?
While the doctor is out that afterncon, Mrs. Wendon
looks over his wardrobe. The black vest has a rip in the
pocket. She empties the pocket to mend it, and there falls
out a folded paper, part of a printed document, which, with
a pardonable curiosity, she reads, and learns the probable
cause of the doctor’s late absorbed and troubled manner.
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i Iso a written note in the corner of the pocket with
fél:efg d’sh:eats of immediate arrest. Xer honored, hlg'h-
minded husband arrested for fraud, for breqch of contract '

This letter of Dr. Wendon’s she reads with sarprise an
ah"‘l“]‘cil).n.ut 8ir :—1I write this communication to prévent any
additional loss to you, and to suggest by what meai:lsh that
loss can be repaired. I understood you to say t ; ):iou
would be content if your securities were restored. dou e-
clared to me if these securitiey were not repl{ace ,. 503
would proceed against me, lst—ecivilly at common lmjv?,) dn
—criminally, by a police warrant for false pretences., 41;1 —
ecclesiastically, by presenting the case to my Bast?ir ; 1{)—
domestically, by communications with iny wife ; and 5t! —_thy
pecuring the publication of the matters between us uln) .“.: :i
periodical of a person whom you suppose to be my bitte
enimg(;u know very well that a threat is the weapon of ftsl,
woman, and that bluster and bravado are the tactics of aruf-

‘flan.  From your position, from your edueation, from your

jation in youth with British officers, and in maturer
;Sez:":‘::?t’l[: theyﬁnest minds, I cannot interpret any thing
said or done by you in that direction. Your object 15:;[) t:‘)
get back your money, instead of adding to your losses. 1;u}ll -
ting e in prison would not do that. Prejudicing me In he
estimation of a minister would not do that, especially as '.tg
hag no ecclesiastical control over me. Communicating w1 h
my wife would not do that, and as she has never Jnjure
ou, there ean be no adequate cause for such a step. ;
The rest of this document had been torn off and destroyed,
go Mrs. Wendon could read no more. Her husband (]i:d not
come home that night, but sent her a note, saying that he
had left town suddenly on business, and would be homedon
Saturday. Saturday came, and he came not, and Monday
assed away. - . _
an%{'ﬁ:e::li %gdnesdafj ezening he came, tired, a little lame,
and with one hand bound up and a brl_nsed’heat_l. .
“ I have had some trouble in the mmes." said he, as he o
sat down weary in his easy chair, = * There wasIa hl:m]:
among the workmen. They laid it to the agent, but thin k
some thing else was at the bottom of it. They dldnil'. acd
like men ; they acted like fiends. That poor little colore
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boy, Thomas, who has made himself so useful to me, they
rushed upon him without the least provocation and inhu-
manly murdered him, dashing out his brains on the road :
they threw volleys of stomes until every window-pane was

shattered in fragments. I was the object of their personal’

fury and violence, but I escaped with only a bruised head
and lame hand. T’ll be over it in a day or two,” said he,
cheerfully, as he saw how troubled his wife looked. * It

was all quiet when I came away. There is a large guard

of soldiers there now, The ringleaders are arrested. I
had a store there that they destroyed ; they have carried off
or destroyed all the coal stored there ; they tore up part of
the railroad track ; they seemed to have some grudge against
every person in any way connected with the mines.” =~
Mrs. Wendon said no more about the mines:; but after

gupper, as they sat together on the sofa, she said, «1 really -

felt afraid, during the presence of that epidemic last summer,
that you might be taken away, and the world would be so
desolate without you ;’-—and then, rising suddenly and
putting her arms round his neck and kissing him, first on
one cheek, then on lips, eyes, cheek and forehead, she.

exclaimed, ““ You dear old bear ’—as she frequently called '

him, as she put her hands on his face, one on one side and
one on the other ; then, turning his head upwards towards
her, *“You dear old bear, you are locking up some-
thing in this head away from me ; and do you know I acci-
dentally found the key of your seeret in your pocket the
other morning ? There was a rip in your black vest, and to
mend it well [ first emptied the pocket, and I saw a printed
document there giving W, W. Wendon’s name considerable
prominence. Now, Walter,” said she, in a cheerful voice,
“ don’t let any pecuniary matter prey so heavily upon your
spirits. © You told me I was your fortune, when you married
me, and nothing can really impoverish us while we have
each other. You need not-explain, though you said nothing
to me about it. Your motives were the purest and best,
It would weary and annoy you to repeat them now.  Never
mind about that portion of my fortune you Have lost; but
 listen, here is something I was just reading when you came

in : ¢ What a prodigious science is that which can say to man,
If thou dost such a thing, such a thing will happen to thee.
Then again, The reaction of riches is poveriy of the soul, and
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ily infirmitics. Prosperity has its root in man himself:
?téfxi;lgh;#Want of his being;, thz product of his intelligence,
the link of society, the right of labor.” You acted as you
thought best, and don’t be troubled about that three thou-
gand of mine. You have learned experience in this specu-
lation. In the matter of investing there is mothing llxke
experience, and there is mo great good acquired without
some risk ; but I don’t see how you failed in this coal-mine
culation, after all.” )

sp?‘c;?ailure,,” s2id the doctor, drawing a long breath, “is
common with all speculations where one looks for lg.‘tfge
profits ; but in this particular instance 1 wonder now sinco
T can be so frank with you, that I ?ould not have forescen
the result. You know that in all-‘mmes-_—whethe_r of gold,
silver, lead, iron or coal, that you may strike a vein of infe.
rior quality : just so it was in this instance. I had raked
and seraped all the money together T could get by borromgg
and mortgaging, and when I could get mo more moncy by
these means I induced others to invest their money in the
mines also. We set the miners at work. After mining a
few tons, which sold well in the l_na,rkef. the‘worl_:men struck
for higher wages. We refused #ill their starvation and our
own want of means compelled us on both sides to compro-
misé the matter by paying a little more, aud when we gof:a
them to work again winter came on and the canal stopped :
no more coal could go to mzhrk‘et till spring. We kept thc?
miners at work, however, getiing out seveLral t}:ousan tons ;
but navigation opened unusually late, the' spring came, and
when we sent a cargo to market we found to our surprise
that the coal was of an inferior quality : we had struck a
poor vein, and whether the men and their dependants had
known of it or-not, they certainly were interested in not
disclosing the fact to us ; but if we could not sell the coal
we certainly could not pay the men; anq. then they resort.;ed
to the law—for by the law they had a lien upon the mine
for their wages, which we would be obliged to dlsch.aré;e, or .
stop further proceedings—but bow could we do this 1—for
borrowing, and mortgaging, and persuading others to invest,
were all at an end. There is when I passed my sleepless
nights, and here is where I was swamped,’l’ said the doctor,
rising up and walking rapidly back and forth, I can now
clearly see, in the light of my pust experience, that onme

In
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must -not go into a speculstion without having under his
control three times the amount of means which it will proba.
bly require to carry it out, and then he must not be in haste to
get the profits and become rieh out of it all at once—he will
only be swamped, just as I have been ; and it will take all
my earnings for the next year or two to pay off debts. But
my integrity, Minnie—that was my crown, my glory, and my
pride. I have never had an cmemy until this ecoal opera-
tion, and now Mr. Janes is doing all he can in every possible
way ; because, thinking it a very desirable speculation, I
persuaded him, after referring him to others who knew
more than I did about the matter, to invest with me in the
enterprise. Mr. Trap is his lawyer ; he will stoop to any
- thing to get money. He boasts of never having lost a case ;
he'd sell his-soul for twenty-five dollars. He’d probably get
along withiout a soul as well as with one. He is a sneaking,

rascally fellow, and his partners are equal to him ; there’s

not a more rascally firm in the city than Trap, Fogg & Craft.
There’s one thing aggravating about it, the enterprize failed
at a time when it was yielding more and better coal than it
had done snd boats could not be had to take it away fast
enough. I have sent on for mining operations at first over
five thousand dollars ; 1 paid ou the colliery property over
sixteen hundred dollars,I have sent on for mining operations
and for purchase money over eight thousand 'dollars. I

- would have paid more and succecded at last, but there was’

no more money to be had. I know now very well that closed
canals, strikes, faults, fire damps are incidental o all mining
.operations in that region, and no human sagacity can either
foresee or prevent them. He who would succeed at last
must carry sail enough to outweather such obstacles.

“ I believe coal-mining to be really an adventure. Onece

T thought certain rules were to be followed, certain indieca- -

tions would be positively sure, certain results inevitaby
gained. But I have made the matter a profound study, and
puzzled and bewildered my brains with formations and vari-
ations—Ilamination and stratification — identification and
generalization, erystallization and complication, - until my
deepest calculation and clearest examination, end in perturbs
ation and consternation. . :

“I agree with Lesley, the topographical geologist, that
theories of identification, however correct, will be set at
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" maught by unaccountable and invisible misdemeanors of

fact., Sand rocks will slide into shales, conglomerates be-
come fine sands, favorite coal conceal itself. woder a de-
graded type, mever-to-be.mistaken limestone disappear, or
some new calcarcous layer intrude itself among previously
pure clay beds. * There’ll be metamorphoses of rocks, hid-
den rolls, increased and even reversed dips, strata thrown
over on their backs, down throws and up throws, and oblique
dislocations of erust.  In some places, the whole operation
of mining is a perpetual experiment, no one knowing what
an hour may bring forth, nor the wigest able to fix a certain
value on an acre, a bed, or a gangway. Like a magician
among his uneasy spirits, the coal hunter must: be forever
on his guard against surprises of all kinds, and expect his
embarrassments, eonjectures and discoveries to begin anew
at every fresh location. 'When beds are crushed together,
folded up, turned over, and every hillside shows rocks dip-
ping a different way, the problem becomes of enormous

© diffienlty, and I am not to blame for this great disappoint-
‘ment. 1 have made up my mind I will do nothing rashly,

nothing I should regret in another world. I have no wish
to revenge. :

“ If a man wrong me, hereafter, remorse will haunt him.
In a short time we shall all stand before the judgment seat.
I may be the prey of slander. I shall do nothing but stand

- against the wall and defend myself, It is pretty hard for

one man to stand up and keep off howling enemies, making
threats of prison and disgrace—perilling life, liberty, and
estate.”

——temt

“ Well, judge, I told you that man was a scoundrel.”

“ What man ?” asked the judge. .

“Why, the doctor whom [ arrested the other day,” re-
(plied the policeman. .

“ That doctor, man or what not, is all the same to me—

~has demanded examination in the complaint against him. 1

suppose he is fool enough to think I will discharge him, but
I have made up my mind not to be bothered with these
long winded examinations any longer. They are taking the
examination before the clerk, and I shall decide of course
there was probable cause for the arrest, and send the whole
thing down to the Grand Jury.” '
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“ You are a trump, Judge,” said the policemﬁn. “Al.

ways knew you were death on sconndrels.” - _

* Between you and me, Jim, you know I always deal out
ample justice to every one who is brought -up here—man,
woman or child, I don’t care who.” ,
- "Yes, he had often dealt out ample justice, as he called it,
and it had been whispered about that a little consultation
with him beforehand, and possibly a bribe, no one knew
how often had made innocent men the victims of his indis-
crimination and recklessness. Every time a Judge takes a
bribe, the State totters to its lowest foundations, as if shaken

by an earthquake. A good Judge is almost the sole prop
-of the State ; for a good Judge mirrors forth in his opinions’

not the passions, nor the prejudice, nor the caprice of the
people, but only their Laws as expressed in their constitu-
tions and in all their legislative enactments.

The policeman complacently took his leave of His Honor.
He had been bribed by some one of the complainant’s
friends, to use his influence, (that meant bribe,) with the
Justice, against Dr. Wendon. He boasted of having great

influence with that official in assisting him to come to the

right (?) conclusion.. :
I said the policeman: had been bribed, and I have intimat-
ed that the Judge was, too, but I.cannot prove it. It may

be hard always to prove a Judas to be a Judas; for who

sees him when he takes a bribe, or who can follow him
through all that dark labyrinth, wherein he bas betrayed
Justice,

While Jim goes off to his beat, Mr. Janes goes in Mr.
Trap’s office to get him to put the doetor through.

Mr. Trap was peculiarly happy in making his clients be-

lieve that everything he did for them professionally, was
the best that could be done in the premises.  Sometimes in

the rush and hurry of a city pré,ctice, gome case would be.

‘overlooked and quite forgotten, but Mr. Trap’s anxious
- elient would turn up in due course of time to remind him of
it. But no matter if the case had gone over from time to
time, or had got out of court entirely, Mr. Trap could ex-
"patiate largely upon the advantage accruing from such delay
in the discovery of new testimony, which must decide the
cage in favor of his client, or the benefit of some riew decis-
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 ion, which was about to be made, and which would moke

every thing all right. :

Of course the client was quite delighted with the delusion
that he should surely win at last, and that the law’s delays
were after all, most wise dispensations of justice, and Mr.
Trap, and so the eredulous client would go away rejoicing,
while Mr, Trap would turn upon his heel saying to himself,
« Well ! so long as he’s satisfied, that’s enough.”

« What became of Doctor Wendon’s speculation ?"’ said -
one lady to another, as they were walking down street some
three months after the conversation in Mr. Trap's office.

¢« (Oh, it was a dead loss, and the lawyers made it out a
case of fraud. It was a time of great panic, great secarcity
of money, and many really believed the doctor guilty of
fraudulent . intent. Janes persecuted him relentlessly,
actuated by pure revenge because he had lost himself. He
said he would persecute the doctor to the last extent of the
law, if only to punish him. Of course he knew he could
get nothing. 'The. doctor really was imprisoned. He was,
I believe, a most upright man, I don’t know as he is out
of prison yet. I don’t know all about the matter. It was a
tedious law suit. = I couldn’t tell about it if I should try.

* Law is dull enough, except to parties concerned. But I be-

lieve the doctor is one of the most honest and honorable of
men, and Mr. Janes had most false accounts of the transac-
tion put in the daily papers. 1f I had been the doctor, I'd
sued him for slander.” :

Late one evening Nepenthe Stuart sat alone in her room,
reading a little note brought by a boy to the door, and this
brief warning was all it contained. ‘

«“ Do not leave the house for ten days: Your life is in
danger. Susan.”

It was nearly midnight, and Mrs. Trap sat up waiting for
her hushand. He was unusually late, He sat in his office,
looking over some papers, and the tall, dark woman sat in
front of him, looking over some papers also, Neither spoke
for half an hour, until the woman broke the silence at last,
and only oue thing she said.

“ We'll keep him in prison as long as we can, and gold
shall pay you, Mr. Trap, plenty of gold.”

11
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' "'is sad to ge away from scenes familiar, and come back
only to hear strange voices, and meet new faces. Of all the
actors in our little programme, all had changed homes the

4 : : last ye&u;o sa;e Prudence PO"i_‘tl(;r' whose eventless history was

. : - o marked by few new eras. ere was no near relative for

CHAPTER XVI ' ' ' oo : her to lose but brother Zekiel, and he was married. Their

two single lives had parplleled so placidly along for years,

C she could brook ne change, and ginee his wooing and wed-

| ﬂ ' : ding, a hoighty-toity school-girl, with only a pink and white

« And the grass that chokes the portal, : - face to recommend her, she could not go back te the old

Bends not to the tread of mortal.” o - place and see her hithi:'to precisely managed household af-

. as empty, the shutters L fa_irs going. on a.t._’ “_snc lonse ends,” so s‘ne_ still remains

clgff ﬁ'f%lm? zziidlgeiged::::;d? in'plai% yletters' on the . with cousin Prl,s'cxlla. She has been talking of * going
tarni hed door-plate, broken shutters, leaf-strewn walk and ‘ - home next week,” ever since we ﬁrst-ﬁ_heard of her.

arnis _ alPd No breath of kindly zephyr cooled the We will find her one Monday morning reading aloud from

ghn:ss-g_aowrr:l err . long shut up within those brick walls. ; . an old paper she has picked up in the garret, for she has a

. hot, mid stll + and gono, the three tragedy words of life, , , passion for rummaging and ransacking; possibly, had she

Wa};;ted’ s ith Eost-’vroices if you listened at the key- been 2 man, this propensity might have led to some valua-

. mocked you Wd t,hgou n the neglected shutters, where the 'ble discovery. She read aloud ina precise and hesitating

hole, or Pee‘i;", "1 gd on the bare walls. - manner, every now and then turning her paper towards the

lavgess su:.ns ezlnshg 2?{1:0 e in the fitth house in the block. ’ light, for she has just bought glagses number thirty-sixz

o evg ;10 wt,leman - hgé pa,ssse d slowly by, leaning on his o m_stead of fifty -four, and for once, she owns shg has made a

ea?}i Osai(%e;ln o as;,hmatic whisper, Some doctor used to o mistake. She reads all the murders, shocking casualties

A e 2 On the door was , ; - and disasters by sea and land -
live there. How things have changed . e s ;She reads at last, devouring every word as surprising

a bill in large letters. ' o . intelligence, part of a letter from Dr. Wendon, who was
« THIS HOUSE FOR BALE. o - one of the passengers on the wrecked steamer.

" Inguire of Joux TRAP, ‘ “ We were driven by the flames back from the quarter-

No. 16 ——— street.” - E : deck, where we had been standiog. I let myself down into

N ice, no footstep met"you if you ciimbed the ‘ fll:; :;}i?ebv{a: E?&?;lga 1;dcrtr1ed to s};w urlna hOIdlﬁg the tchﬂd,;fmﬁ
No eye, no voice, \ ; : ‘ : my ‘ 03 my shoulder. was two o'cloc

sairoase and entored the sasant Bt S, e for ik R born 2ome time 1 the Srator. T toich o hotd ot

m . ? . " 1 w .

(I)l:}gthasl h;td ?it:le %{)let'Wendon nest]ed,, as she twin‘edrher , above the water ; the watjr ef'ln:omlthé:. 1:cre::r) Wa{;hedmgve(i' lus

dimpled arms close aroupd the doctorf neck at earliest o fqr some minutes ; ﬁrst my child was forcibly washed away

dawn. Helcalledt ht%r “h hlfsgseeii:l 0{'}&%5’; v i many . lulg the wavi;'m_lt ofi mbytal,lrm 8, andItheq my wife. I saw them

“ 5 e hov ~ s * more. avin

gssﬁ?gy l;tesis;ﬁtfall, « when the chandeliers light up, the . - floating alono',v angd ?’isfe:eaoﬁ}se]?eﬁegta p;anvl:asthafat:iv:;

‘gm,;sk glows rubier in the gus-light, and a erystal ?1?1115{: - ! faint and we?zry when I saw in the distance a vesgel. 1

listens on the ‘illuminated_wmdows : but .011{: ofdtl:ﬁi Otin o tried to steer towards it. After nearly three hours I reached

d has chiselled two glorious souls, and p a}():e them it. I remember very little about the fate of the steamer. I

niches in the upper court of His great studio above. 3 ] - was completely exhausted when taken on board the vessel.”

~

FIFTH HOUSE IN THE BLOCK FOR SALE-—INQUIRE OF JOHN -
o TRAP.
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Tt is said, that after the accident, the front lock of the
"doctor’s raven hair was grey. His bhair had always been
beautiful, black, glossy, matching his eyes. He was really
handsome, yet so ncble, mauly, and digified. He never
betrayed any vanity, or conscionsness of beauty.
Few strangers met him without exclaiming, “ A fine look-
ing man ; one of nature’s noblemen.”’ ‘
There were never more beautiful eyes in a human head than
Dr. Wendon's. Clear, bright, piercing without being sharp,
you might not even remember the outline - of_his other fea-
tures, but if you talked with him you only knew you had
seen some radiant eyes ; perhaps you conld not tell their
color. In the evening when animated, you would ecall them
black, in the sunshine hazel. B
When a boy he was told so often about his beautiful eyes
it would be strange, if he should grow up unconseious of
his chief attraction. Then they were such strong eyes; he
had read, late at night, Greek tragedics and closely written
manuseripts ; he had used his eyes for hours with mieroscope
and telescope, their power never seemed weakened, never
deficient. He would often read some sooththg poem when
harassed and excited, books had been in the weary hours an
unfailing resort. He was enthusiastic about paintings and
flowers—then his face was so expressive, his eyes would light
up so when in conversation, they were so full of soul and
feeling. ’
‘At last the auctioneer’s hammer sounded its doleful
“ going, going, gone,” knocking down all of Dr. Wendon’s
household goods. | '

His young wife and his listle Violet, those incarnations-of
loveliness, had perished by that fearful aecident—and months
had passed. o : ‘

One day, when life looked its loveliest, nature was frolic-
ing with zephyrs and kissing the flowers, an Eden glow rested.
ou carth’s gardem Far above life’s busy stage, folds|

of sapphire, and amber and gold festooned the draperied

clouds. There was a grand floral matinee ; Nature's great
dress circle was elad in its gala robes. Whole families of
royal earnations and delicate violets, were out in full dress
‘with their green opera cloaks, enchanting the eye as they

coqquetted with whispering zephyrs. As you watched the

L

airy dance of the butterfly, or listened occasionally te an
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oriole’s soprano, or caught the low strai i
bird’s eontralto, you !%ight, fromsthemse;fhsthgf h: t!l:?lng
heart, chime in your grateful anthem—* Lhow full and l? o
precious ; how sweet the brimming cup of-life.” Be Ot‘l'.r
such sunny skies, under waving boughs, one might sit lzliav \
and re-weave the broken web of happiness and robe ‘hn
sp%lt %t‘lrew dln hope’s gayest gossamer, , e
r. Wendon stands by the window, almo in ¢
gg]den ﬂoc_)d of sunshine, and tries to :Jate]i szfneb :rtil;ed fl‘nthd’
istant spire of a familiar ehurch. The outlines aw Ob ;
and distinet, yet he sees them not. He places hi;ehaoclid
Everkhm eyes, staggers, sighs heavily, and at last thl:'r:
reaks out from the depths of his surcharged heart th
most sorrowful of all sorrowful sounds—a sob, a ' Srro.
pressible, hopeless sob. P & e
an;{[ew ?:;:Islds llﬂl.‘)haggin, erect, still—and waits, and listeny
waits. ¢ door opens, and a man —'ti ’
Cerrier.  He walks up and shakes hands, l?;]tt itli?nos':mim])-r.
tiently, Dr. Wendon says, “ Give me your opinion, D de-
I‘le’]l; t; I W&]l'.lt yfl)urkﬁnal opinion.” e
e oculist looks, examines, looks again i
he says, slowly, “ You have amaurosis. ° Tl;ehge:;;it:z:l th.c -
:Il;a,cted exertion of your eyes, the painful eircumstm?ol(? ;
rough which you have passed, the severe blow on th o
brows you recently received, have all produced 'this o8 ]c-
Yours is one of those rare cases, when a wound on tI o e,
brows and neighboring frontal region, has caused ;e ons
injury. The fracture extends along the thin brittle eli;?tu?.
process o.f the frontal bone, reaching to the optio ne ve, o
to the union of the two nerves. I cannot see that in s h(')r
ingtanee, the blow has affected the vascularity or th:)ntr;nl:

- pareney of the different textures of the eye.

‘“ The mjary did not seem seri

) 2 ous at first, b

;)thr:dness v_nlllhsulpf}slrvene sooner or later ; you rﬁus?ti:::;l:lﬂ;
our general health, a i idi

citemgnt," » and be perfeetly quiet, avoiding all ex.
The scientific cause, the scieunti ibiliti

U tifie ) tifie possibilities, the sci

tific probabilities, the scientific words, fell unileez Sdcleu-

those quivering ears, ’ oc o

The epitome of all so . .
plo words, * T am blindr!l:ow was summed up in these sim-

What avails the moving of scientific hands over closed
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eyes, the sounding of technical terms in grief-stricken ears ;
once enter the realm of blindness, what professional aid or
counsel can ease the grief or scothe the malady ?

¢ Tt requires a great deal of philosophy to bear these ills
of life,’”” said the oculist as he left. ,

Once more alone, Dr. Wendon sabt ,as if ‘stupefied.
 Quiet, quiet, quiet,” he repeated at length, slowly and
half unconsciously, “ when my soul is tossed and troubled
" on this great sea of sorrow. Philosophy! what philosophy
- can irradiate the gloom of blindness? Must I, who have

restored sight to o many eyes, cease my precious labors—

those labors which bring forth rest, rest so sweet after’
toil ¥ Must I lay away from my sight the consoling faces
of books, the kindly looks of nature %7 v

For weeks he planned and thought, and thought and
planned to find some way to give vent to his feelings, as he
sat in his perpetual twilight, trying to catch glimpses of the
fading sun, by the light of his fading ‘vision. He closed the
shutters, and sat in gloomy retrospection, trying to think of
some way of writing down his thoughts. Clasping his hands
in despair, he arose, and walked back and forth, exclaiming
« Must my solitary thoughts melt away with hectic, or freeze
within me ? Must my soul in this endless nightmare never
be able to ery out for help *” o ‘

He bemoans his loss, and at last he writes, in erooked,

unsightly lines ; but he writes in that old journal of his. -

The paper is all blank to him, but the words are burning,
as he feels his way along the page, folding and creasing it
as he writes, so as to fancy he has some guiding lines : and
thus he writes. \

-4 The gate of the eyes is closed, and all the joy-avenues of

life are closed at once, and there iz a wall around my spirit
—it is buried alive, star and sky and green earth are sheet-
ed and shrouded from my vision. '

“Tn the tomb of my heart nature is only an embalmed, cof-
fined mummy, My soul is vaulted in darkness. Kvery
passer by can read on its darkened front, * Here lies buried
the soul of Dr. Wendon, bereaved, beggared, blind. Bound
like Prometheus to the rock, of darkness, with Memory’s
vulture preying at my heart, dwelling like Tantalus near
the gushing stream of human life, but tasting its bliss no
more.’ ‘ '

i
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« Left starless, sunless, moonless, skyless—guided, fed
by attendant hands—O God ! there is no preparation for this
thoek of blindness, With what raiment, what focd, what .
staff, what lantern ean the soul provide itself for this dark,
faltering, stumbling, trembling, rough life journey ? Must
I walk forever the silent shore of Memory, watching the
shadowy sails of phantom joy-ships drifting out of sight, or
lost in the gloom of an endless night

The sunshine dances no more on the deep sea of thought ;
Memory’s torchlight procession moves on as the muffled bell
at the gate of the soul tolls out the departure of light. Re-
trospection sits at the stern, throwing back its dim light on
the wake of the spirit. Lonely thought keeps up its gloomy
night watch all the Jong hours of weary years, while the soul
chants its dirge out on life’s dreary sea. Alone in the dark I
hear the shufling feet of worshippers outside, on life’s outer

coast echoing around my soul’s closed doors and dying

away.

“The ioner veil is hung, the soul goes no more out to
meet the responses of earthly oracles—it kneels alone.”

No, not alone, poor desolate blind man—for when the

goul is walled'up high above the stars by its wall of dark-
ness, through God’s great skylight, away up in the top of
the spirit's dome, there streams down clear, radiant light on
the artist soul, as it works alone with its finely carved and
fretted thoughts.
. Unseen hands unroll the spirit's canvas beautiful paint-
ing and frescoed thoughts, adorn itg walls, mosaic truths in.
lay its floor, till base and battlement, frieze and entablature,
glow with living light—while away back in the spirit’s holi-
est, the Great High Priest kindles on the darkened shrine
His radiant Shekinah,

When orient morn, cloudless noon, and gorgeous sunset
shine no more through the stained windows of the soul, bar-
red and bolted, shuttered forever from cheerful day, celes-
tial stars come cut one by one and. twinkle in the spirit's
sky, eternal Jamps are hung along the soul's vaulted halls,
cheering the depths of its caverned gloom.

When the daylight dies from the spirit, in the hidden
recesses fall celestial dews, and fragrant night-blooming

. flowers unfold their snowy petals.

Reader, did you ever sit for a month in the dark, with
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shaded eyes, with the fear of blindness like an adumbrated
terror ever before you—and have those lonesome, tiresome,
doleful words always sounding in your ears from mother,

sister, doctor, * You mustn’t use your eyes~~you mustn’t.

think sbout any thing ”? Every day somebody comes in to
tell youn thera are many people worse off than yeu are, many
have lost their sight with eyes guite like yours ; you sit and
think till you are nothing but thought. Resigned you may
be, but never thankful, till unshaded, unveiled, unparasolled,
you emerge from prison gloom, and your long blindfold soul
looks up into the clear sky again as you sit once more in
mother Nature’s lap, and read her nursery rhymes semi-
colored with stars and vignetted with flowers. -

Then never weep, never despond, never falter, you who
have strong hands, honest hearts, and clear-seeing eyes, and
never pass unmoved the blind man by the wayside. Say to
“hin, in the kind language of the Carthagenian Queen, “ Not

ignorant of evil, I myself know how to sueccor the unfortu-

nate.” :

Days pass on. Dr. Wendon can still tell the daylight
from the dark as he sits in that silent room, surrounded by
‘his books, the wreck of his former fortune.  There they are,
large libraries from floor to ceiling, all around him ; but be.
tween him and them, near as they are, is a great gulf of
-darkness fixed, Flowers are sent him—tulips, dahlias, ele-
gant, brilliant flowers : he sends them away. ‘

A friend in Europe, not having heard of his misfortune,
sent him a magnificent painting. He rays with a sigh, “Go,
put it up where you please.” ‘ '

One afternoon he sleeps in his chair, and putting out his
footsteps on his favorite dog, almost erushed his leg. - The
frightened animal runs off howling with pain. The doctor
never liked a eane ; now he never can walk out without one.

He sits at life’s closed keyhole, in the dark, watching for
voices. The musical voice once always first to whisper con-
solation, is hushed ; if those arms could only clasp him in
one more tender embrace, he eould better sit forever in the
dark. He listens as he turns his head at the least sound :
he hears only the rough billows dashing against the cold
shore of memory : cach echo Seems a booming minute gun
for some joy going down. IHe says mournfuily, “ All thy
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waves and thy billows are going over me—~I shall perish in
this dark.” :

He hears not the sweet voice of that only One walking
serenely on life’s rough billows, *“ I am the light of life ;
if any man hear my voice he shall not walk in darkness, he
shall see light. Cateh the hem of my radiant robes and you
shall walk in light forever.”

Once when he passed aleng, strangers asked  Who is
that gentleman with those fine eyes 7’ Now for the first

. time he goes out, carefully attended by his kind young
. friend. As he tries so hard to walk along unaidod and un-

attended, he stumbles against the curb.stone and almost
falls. He shudders as he hears some thoughtless, light-
hearted maiden exclaim as he passes, “ Who is that poor
blind man ¥’ Is he really a blind man ?—no more the ecel-
ebrated Dr. Wendon, but a poor blind man !

It is so hard for a man once praised and envied, to be the
object of pity to a heartless erowd—to be pitied for a hope-
less misfortune. A man would rather rule, protect, defend,
than be always an object of compassion and care. In a lit-
tle trouble, he may fret and fume and annoy others, but in a
great sorrow even a wife’s pity must be carefully manifested
to an unfortunate husband. There are moods in a man’s life
when he will gloomily bear alone, rather than share some
business trouble, mental suffering, or bodily agony.

It was a Sabbath--a sweet, balmy Sabbath—and Mrs.
Pridefit, elegantly dressed, is walking home from church.

“ What a pity, John,” she says daintily, holding up her
unsoiled brocade, for the ground iy damp, * what a pity that
Dr. Wendon is blind! It has gpoiled his beauty. He
was such a stylish-looking man.  Don’t that gray lock on his
hiaad look 0dd! I would have it dyed if I were in his
place.” : '

Miss Prudence Potter ovorhears something about some

~ doctor’s being blind, and she says, with her old peculiar

smile, “ He couldn’t be much of a doctor, if he couldn’t keep
himself from being blind.”

“'Tis a punishment for his stus,” said Miss Charity Gouge,
daintily holding up her new green brocade,  tis a punish-
ment for his sins.” g :

“ Punishment for his sins |”’ said Kate Howard, who was

~walking by her side. * What great sins has he committed ?”
. o 6*
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* Why, he was guilty of fraud,” said Miss Charity. ¢ Mr.
Trap made it out a olear case of fraud.”

“ If Mr. Trap proved his guilt,”” said Kate, * I believe he
is innocent, as all sensible people know he is."’

“ Well,” said Miss Charity, ¢ if he is not guilty of fraud,
e is not a Christian ; and it is a sad thing for a man to get
to be of mature years and not be a Christian. This may be
the judgment of God that is to lead him to repentance.”

“ Well,” said Kate, « if all the wicked people in the world
were made blind, we’d most of us be left'in the dark., One
of the noblest and best Christians I ever knew, became blind
by accident, when a child. I have often guided him up and
down Broadway, and I felt in a blaze of spiritual light when
walking by his side. He has piloted many an erring soul

-through the world’s moral darkness. There is a shade over
his eyes, but his soul * sits high in its meridian tower,” and
dwells forever in that radiant zone where no shadow falls.
Yet hidden forever behind life’s magic ecurtain, he throws
out his brilliant phantasmagoria of imagery, to the instruc.
tion and charm of watching eyes. ‘

. “He is a clergyman, and his clarion veice and radiant
thoughts have made him the grandest living monument in
the land, of the sovereign power of a royal soul over a locked
sense. His soul, like 2 peerless diamond in the dark, ever
emits flash after flash of vivid light, kindling in" the eye
and burning in the heart of admiring crowds. If any man
deserves a cordial grasp of the hand, and a fervent God
speed, it is this spiritual giant, finding his sightless way to

classic founts, and peril’s peak, carving his name in Chris- -

tian hearts, as he safely leaps from hill to hill of faith, across
the rolling flood of popularity, and over the dizziest sleepers
of the bridge of fame. His laurel erown, though green and
beautiful, must be, in his loneliest hours, wreathed with a
¢ ehaplet of thorns.!”

Kate Howard often felt bursts of énthusiasm,‘but gshe sel-

dom spoke with as much feeling as on this occasion.

A few of the doctor’s old patients, seeing him out pale, :

blind, and leaning on the arm of his young friend, say,

“ What a pity Dr. Wendon is so unfortunate ! Who'll we

have for our doctor now ?” :
The oculist is walking along with another physician. He
too is talking about the blind doctor. He saysit is an in-

S g s
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teresting case of amaurosis—he is glad to have an opportu-
nity for diagnosis—the diagnosis is easier than the progno-
sis. He thinks electricity a wonderful therapeutic agent.

Just behind the corner stands a woman with hollow eyes
and long nose, muttering to herself : ** The doctor can’t be
of much use to any one now—he might as well be dead too.
The scales of trouble are balanced after all. Rich to-day,
to-morrow poor and blind. That girl will have to shirk for
herself now.”’

CHAPTER XVIL

THE MOUNTAIN RIDE.

On, on through the long woods the clumsy coach rumbles,
the trees almost meet overhead—but a small pateh of blue
can be seen—you could only catch at intervals any glimpse
of the western sky. .

The first intimation ofi the coming storm was a heavy roll
of thunder. Way out of sight of the woods, the western sky
‘was gathering blackness. As on through the‘winding road
the stage rumbled, there came all at once a 'heavy clap of
thunder, and then a flash, lighting up the dark woods with
gloomy grandeur. ‘

“ Hurry up, driver, hurry up—most there ¥’ shouted the
fat man in the corner, putting his gray head out of the win.
dow as they came out under the open sky, where black heaps
of clouds were piling higher and higher. T

« Eight miles yet,” said the driver, impatiently,

“ Thunder "’ exclaimed the fat man again; which execla-
mation was for onece singularly appropriate, for just then a
heavy clap came, and then all was still.

In one corner of the stage sits a lady with straw bonnet
and green ribbon, drab shawl and brown dress, gold-framed
spectacles over her eyes, reticule in her hand. On her lap
is a bandbox; containing her new cap, snd in her other hand
her green silk umbrella, as it rains. She has taken off her
shawl and put it on again wrong side out, to keep it from
being soiled. There is a small square paper pasted on the

top-of her bandboz, labeled “ Miss Prudence Potter.” There
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is the old smile on her face. She says nothing about the
storm, but contents herself with her old consolation, “ What
can’t be eured must be endured.” o ‘

“ Drive on, drive on, don’t keep us here,” said one of the
passengers. Crack, crack went the whip, and on they sped
like lightning. Suddenly there was a crash—but this time
the crash was not above. Over went the passengers—ithe
stage was upset——one of the wheels was off, - |

ne half-ntoxicated man in the cormer was the first to
slip out. He rolled over, with his head almost crushed by
the weight of a fellow-passénger. He drew a long breath,
as if struggling out from under something, and exclaimed,

with frightened tone and bewildered look, I say, driver,

are we or—ap or—or down, or—or where

““ Great Governor of Egypt ! screamed the fat man from
Arkansas, as he stood at last in the doorway of the only
house in the vicinity, looking all around, first up at the sky
and then at the frightened, dripping passengers, huddling
into the one little sitting-room. ** Great Governor of Egypt,
warn’t that a buster, stranger ? T came nearer going to the
devil that time than I ever did in my life before. That ap-
set and all pretty nearly made 2 galvanic battery of me—
only one side of me don’t connect, at all,” he added, rubbing
his right ear, which looked alittle red. * That pretty nearly
broke the drum of my tym—pan—um. This road must bo
the road to Jordan, for it’s hard enough to travel.”

Just then a traveller rode up, a young gentleman in a one
horse carriage, evidently to gain a shelter. '

“ Why, Carleyn, where did you come from ?” said a tall
man in the corner, as the stranger drove up and entered the

door. He had kept silence for five minutes, as if his thoughts -

had been swallowed up in the storm and fright. His voice
was deep, hollow and sepulchral, as if it came up out of
.Some gloomy depths. ** Have you been taking this thunders
¢ storm, or has it taken you ?” said he to Carleyn. “ You al-
ways wanted to be out in one good storm. Such a storm
shakes up a man’s ideas wonderfully. Did you meet our
vehicle on the way? I remember that lecture you gave
once about the stage before and behind, &e. Well, to-day
we are all before the stage, and if you came that way, you
must have concluded that the stage isn’t well supported in.
these parts. We've \been on the stage to-day, praeticing
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comedy and tragedy together. Wo all acted. You might
have thought our parts overdrawn-—we were pretty well
overdrawn, if our parfs were not,” he added, facetiously.
“ Anyway the tragi-comedy scene is over, and we’ve lefi the
stage for some more active profession. We think of making
a pedestrian tour to explore the country. But you've come
in good time. You can take this young woman here in your
buggy. The rest of us are all men folks—we can walk a-
foot to Gray’s Tavern. There’s no resorting to the stage
this night, and Bill will have to take the mail on the horse’s
back.”

«T will be happy to take the young lady under my

~ charge,” said Mr. Carleyn, removing his hat and bowing po-

litely to the young lady, who sat alone by the window, appa-
rently looking at the bears and lions conspicuously dis-
played on the blue window shade. )

* Carleyn,” spoke up the tall man again, * the young wo-
man has & trunk. Can’t you fasten it in the boot, if you
think there is room ?" ) ,

“ I've no baggage of my own,” said Carleyn. .““ I've room
enough. As the storm seems to be over, we’ll fasten it in
now, with your permission,” he added, politely again ad-

ing the young lady. .
dl‘?: D%r. Ca{'leyng liftgd so carefully the small trunk into
the earriage, he couldn’t help seeing on one end the initials
.“N.8.,” and then he couldn’t help wondering what the rest

“of the name was. ) o
There is something mysterious about initials—they leave

© such a vague field of conjecture, *“ N.8.” Was it Nelly

Sinelair, or Naney Smith, or Naomi Steveng? I-Igw many
thoughts may huddle into a man’s mind while he is fasten-
ing up a lady’s trunk. What is the use of guessing, when
you've no certain data?’ Levi Longman, the new school-
master in that district would say, as he always promptly
" dismissed such foolish, wandering thoughts.
* But who 2s this N. 8. 7" thought Carleyn, as he stood a
moment buttoning up his traveling coat and glancing up at
the door, over which was this new inscription :

« Cake and beer
Sold here;
Crackersi and cheess,
If you please;
Whik in, T swear,
And take a chair,”
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“ Timothy Titus must be getting poetical,”. thought Car.
leyn, * to have so much hexameter over his door. - He has
also two new window-shades in the upper story with larger
bears and lions than ever.” C :

- Miss Prudence Potter's new spectacles are broken, her
‘bandbox is smashed in, her bonnet-strings are soiled, the
front breadth of her dress is torn, two of her new front teeth
are broken, the top of her umbrella handle is off, and the

strap is off of her trunk. She says nothing as she enters

Mrs. Titas’ front door, but walks right out into the kitchen,
hangs her shawl on the back of an old chair, mourns over
her broken teeth and dilapidated spectacles, and mutters in-

distinotly, as she goes around hunting ap some liniment to .

keep off the rhenmatism, “ It is heathenish 'to have such
careless drivers. She won’t start off again on any journey on

Friday.. She won’t go a step further this night. She’ll never-

get in a stage-coach again., If she once gets home, she will
stay there.”

Mrs. Titus says there is no mnoccupied lodging-room for
her in the house, but there is a little wash-house built back
in the yard, where a temporary béd can be made. So Miss

Prudence consents to *‘ ecolonize out >’ that night in the wash- -

house.

Prudence Pofter has one tender chord in her heart, after
all. Zekiel’s wife is dead, and has left an infant six wmonths
old, and she is going home'to take care of it, to love it, und,

in her rough way, to be its mother. She will probably trot

it half the time, und give it catnip tea and Godfrey’s cor-
dial, and make it just such a little blue silk hood as she used
“to wear when a baby. ' ‘ '

While the trunk was being put in its new quarters, the
young lady looked out of the window, and saw Mr. Carleyn
place, very carefully, a flat bundle in the bottom of the car-
riage. It was not exactly a bundle, but looked more like
large sheets of pasteboard laid together, -

“ We'll have showers all along the road to-day,” said he
to the tall gentleman who had been assisting him a little.
* I mean bush showers. We’ll have plenty of bushes to
vide through ; there’ll be shower baths enough.”

“ Take this shawl,”” said Mrs, Titus, who came rushing
out of the door with a large plaid shawl; “you'll need it;

you can bring it when you pass this way again. Our Timo-

!
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thy got a very sore throat the last time he rode through
those high bushes. You must take better care of yourself,
Mr. Carleyn,” said she, kindly. . ) <

Just then a tall man came up to the door. * I'll make you
acquainted with our new school-master, Mr. Levi Lengman,
a-cousin of Rachael Longman’s, Mr, Carleyn,” said Mrs.
Titus.

You might travel a great distance and not find a larger

" heart or a larger person than Mrs. Timothy Titus. Her hus.-

band was exceedingly long and narrow, approaching seven
feet of longitude. He had a peculiar twist in his walk,
which made him lean forward a little and incline to the right
side ; but Mra. Timothy always insisted upoun it that it was
a good fanlt for Timothy fo incline to the right. She was
exceedingly straight and exceedingly wide. Every year in-
creased her appurent size, while each year Timethy grew
narrower.

While the gentlemen outside are talking about the storm,
the roads, and the stage, Nepenthe, for it was indeed Nepen-
the Stuart, sits within, and looks listlessly around as if her

. heart was far away. She was not quite alone, for in the

corner site Mrs, Titug in the rocking-chair, occasionally
looking out to see if the stage from the other direction is
coming. -

“ There is a sense¢ of light, a sense of emptiness, a sense
of loneliness in this plain rooin,” thought Nepenthe, as her
eyes rested on some thing hanging over the mantel-picce.

“ That head was drawn by my boy,” said Mrs, Titus, with
a low tone and a moist eye. “ It wag taken four years ago,

and Mr. Longman says it is very well done.”

“ How old is your boy ¥’ said Nepenthe, : .

“ He would have been sixteen the tenth of thiz month,
had he lived,” said Mrs. Titus ; * but won’t you come in and
gee him 7?7 | '

Nepeénthe followed her into a little room nicely papered
and carpeted. There were white curtains at the windows
;rimmed with neat fringe, and looped with pink muslin

ands,

* That's my boy,” said the mother, as she drew aside the
curtain, so that the light fell full on the face of a beautiful
portrait finely executed and elegantly framed; * that’s my
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boy. It cost a hundred dollars, but I would not take thou-
sand for it.” ‘

“ Was his name Ernest ?’ said Nepenthe. .

“Yes; he was named by a Frenchman who was taken
sick songe where on the road and brought here. He named
him, and every year after he sent him some present. He
sent him the last two years pencils, paper, and all kinds of
things to draw with. Here they are,” said she, taking a key
and opening the drawer of  little stand in the corner,  they
are just as he left them. I can’t bear to tomch them,” said
she, closing the drawer again and locking it as carefully and
gently as if a favorite child were asleep within.

The portrait was indeed a rare Milesian face, with the
father’s black hair and the mother’s blue eyes. Such a face
as sometimes greets us, surprises and attracts ns in some
lowly house with mediderity for its father and unrefined sim-
plicity for its mother. It bore the stamp of genius.

Just then the tall man stepped inside the door, and asked
in his deep bollow voice, ‘“ Is the young woman ready ?”

As Nepenthe stood in that room a feeling eame over her,
a half consciousness that she had been there before. The
pictures, the window, the table, even. Mrs. Titus looked fa-
miliar. It seemed as if she had been there before in some
dream. She had seen those curtains, the open drawer, the
little stand with the Bible on it, and when the tail man came
in, 3heq knew what he would say: “Is the young woman
ready ?” .

Afe there not prophetic thoughts hovering like sea-birds
over the future sailing on a head like adhwunt coureurs on u
roud through which we afterwards travel, and meeting us as
we puuse on the journey with the greeting * I'm here before

ou ?”’ ' ‘ -

Nepenthe was soon seated beside Mr. Carleyn in his com-
fortable carriage. She was so grateful for this uvexpected
escort, she knew not what to say, She could hardly open

“hor lips to say any thing, That hackneyed ‘¢ Much obliged
to you,” or cold ** Thank you,” which means every thing or
nothing ; she could not say even that, She broke out abruptly,
as we are apt to do after passing through great dangers and
finding ourselves safe at last. * You have done me a great
kindness, sir,” she said, and she was silent. . :

Were ghe moulded after the ordinary type of artificial

. '
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young ludies, she would have begun a lively conversation;

but no—she was silent.

There are times in all our histories when it is a trial to
talk, when we feel willing to endure patiently, to suffer si-
lently, but cannot lift off the burden and talk lightly, cheer-

* fully, and we are unwilling to talk sadly, gloomily, or allow
' a stranger to guess our sadness. It is a consolation to lock
~ up some thoughts in the safe of the heart secure from any

mortal eye.

« That is a musical voice,” thought Mr. Carleyn as he
said politely, ** we are coming now near those high bushes ;
lean back in the carriage, throw your veil over your bon-
net, as the drops will fall.”

* Will it rain again ?” said Nepenthe, half frightened.

« 0, no! But I see you are not used to these impromptu
shower baths. This road ought to be better, and these
bushes cut down ; but as it is no one’s particular business,
it is left, and it is very uncomfortable to ride along this way
after a heavy shower—but lean back,” said he, throwing his
big shawl over her shoulders.

True enough, just then there came an actual illustration
of his remarks, and in shielding her he received himself the
full benefit of the shower. Who was Nepeathe Stuart rid-

" ing off with alone ? Who this unknown, suddenly appearing

before this rude cottage, with fleet horse and comfortable
carriage? Was it safe so to place herself under the charge
to an entire stranger and alome? All the stories of ac-
cidents and injuries thus incurred by young ladies carried
off into wild woods, rushed through Nepenthe’s mind when
she looked up into his fare, as the tall man so unceremo- '
niously made the offer of her company to Mr. Carleyn. But
as she looked into his face, she was sure, that stranger as
he was, the law of kindness was written in his heart, the law
of politeness written on his lips, the law of honor in his eye.
She had so dreaded staying ail night in that uncomfortable
house, and besides, there was noe unoccupied room to be had,
go she rode calmly along, sure of safe protection,

Nature is such an informal cicerone, she brings people to-
gether so unceremoniously, and they chat cozily with wild
flowers, or green leaves, or wayside hills. She introduces
us with a flash of lightning, and smiling on us in a beam of
sunshine, makes us so well acquainted. If leaves could re-
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hearse to us as well as they can whisper to each other, how
many tales could they repeat of confidential chats softly
whispered under their friendly shade. Out under the true-
hearted sky, before the open face of Nature, the heart will
find its way to the lips, and thoughts are severed no longer
by conventional distances. '

They traveled on till they came to a turn in the road, at
which they made a sudden halt. There had been a froshet.
The bridge over which passengers had crossed for years had
been carried off. The only way was to go back a mile and
round the other unfrequented road. The old bush road it
was called, and it was only a kind of winding path.

* You will have to ride much further than you expected,”
said the young man, ag a fine blush eolored his face. * The
other road is pleasant, though unfrequented. It is long and
winding, and you may find it tedious. It is more like a path

than a road. I am glad we did not reach here at might. I
might have arged my horse on without noticing the missing -

“bridge. I am so familiar with this road I guite often drive
along here carelessly, if my thoughts are pre.occupied. I
- often drive along without looking up ; my horse knows the
way as well as I do. I sometimes think he goes it blind,
t00. I have traveled along here when a boy,” said he, half
sighing as he turned his horse’s head and drove back.
There was something in the cool, invigorating mountain
air which refreshed and exhilarated Nepeuthe. She was

young, and until recently had had little care or sorrow for

the last four years, yet this ride among the mountains was
to her new and delightful. As they passed through the
forest they saw one of the tallest trees lying in fragments
on the ground, the trunk shivered to splinters, some of
which were sticking in the ground some distance off. A
gleam of sunshine brightened, just then,” mountain, forest,
and stream. Nature seemed rejoicing to get back her old
- pleavant tone and lock agair. ' '

“ How much we are affected by gleams of sunshine,” said
Nepenthe. Her face brightened up as she looked on the
clear sky, the trees, glowing with that béautiful emerald
light, the sunshine, leaves on Nature’s fair face wet with tears
of weeping skies, a golden emerald light, like living, breath-
ing, human joy, ‘ o

H . .
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“Yes,”” said Carleyn, * there’s something depressingina

~ Jong storm, a gloomy sky and shivering leaves.”

Ag the sunshine broke through the branches of some tall
trees along which they now rode, it made his own face radi-
ant. ) ‘

“ Nature’'s moods seem contagious. She plays with our

. ‘faces, and plays with our hearts.” Says Novalis, ‘ Nature

is an Alolian harp ; a musical instrument whose tones again
are keys to higher strings in us.’ .

“ The universal character of thé law of Nature is univer-
sal aptitude, convenance,” he thought ; the word seemed so
expressive in the French convenance, he only half uttered
it as Nepenthe whispered it to herself.

Mr. Carleyn, of all things disliked seeming to wish to im-
part his own superior knowledge to others in eommon con-
versation as if to inform them, and for fear they might be
ignorant of the French language. She seldom made use of
a French word in common conversation.

Nepenthe was pleased that the same word was uttered al-
most by both at the same time. |

Why is it that unsuggested and with no previous commu.
nieation, two beings will be just about to utter or utter the
same thought in the same language-—this is a fact in psy-
chology-—and. it often causes a sensation of great pleasure to
two persons. ‘ ’ :

Mr. Carleyn talked on, and we will listen and interrupt
him no more by solilogquizing ; but if we hear others talking,
we feel like breaking in and talking too. We fear if we
wait, we would lose our idea that is trying to get out, and
try the air too. ,

Did you ever try, reader, to hold fast an idea, waiting for
a chance to utter it, fearing if it escaped your memory, it
would not come back again? Isn’t it:an unpleasant sensa-
tion to try to catch and hold fast an idea? How forgetful-
ness chases memory around at *“ hide and seek * behind the
curtains of the soul, and then when at last your time comes
to speak, the word you were saying over to yourself to try
and remember, you can’t recall—and you are really vexed
at yourself as you say, “ Oh! dear! I wish X could think of
it, but it has escaped my mind.” The little prompter be-
hind the stage of the heart is,a very uncertain character,

But Carleyn talked on as they rode through the most en-

!
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chanting scenery, and Nature is a good prompter for extem.
poré eloquence. 'Who said Carleyn ever heard of a man
who was puzzled for words or ideas either out in the woods ?
“ In Nature there is nothing melancholy,” says Coleridge,
“ yet every person of fine feelings, after passing through
such a terrific storm as we have to.day, his mind wroughs

up to the sublime sense of danger, must have felt a touch
of sadness in the mingling of danger and security, the vivid .

flash of lightning, followed by the sweet sunshine of repose.
If nature has so many moods, is it a wonder that we are so
often stirred with sorrow or thrilled with ecstacy.”

Poor Nepenthe, she was not talking of shadows of might-
&e's or of sentimentals. She was sorrowful, though just
then in tune with happy nature. She was homeless, and
like a ** bewildered wanderer she stood, shouting question
after question into the sybil cave of Destiny, and receiving
no answer but an echo.” , ‘

“ But look yonder,” said Carleyn, ‘*do you see that
church spire through the trees ? There is a little village
where I stayed one tiresome week. I had been out sketch-
ing, and, by the merest accident, I sprained my ankle,
and was laid up. Fhere is a church, a duck-pond, an acad-
emy and a meeting-house. They are the three central
points of interest. " The duck-pond is a resort for all the
children. It is omnibus, hand-organ, museum, everything.
The academy is the light of the village. There couniry
fairs, exhibitions, and singing schools come off—and the
meeting-house is the rallying place for all. But I was laid
up there in the heart of the village—in a house in the prin.
cipal street ; the sofa, high-backed and hard, on which I was
allowed to rest by day, overlooked the street. There was a
stopid-locking Dutchman’s house in front; the clatter of
machinery disturbed the most pleasant hours of the day,
and. the incessant barking of dogs broke the repose of night,
There were once to redeem the ill looks of the unsightly
“building opposite, flourishing trees; but these were pros-
trated long since by some wood-loving, mot tree-loving
Dutchman, the barking of whose deogs was to him more
agreeable than the carolling of birds in waving branches.
At earliest dawn worn out mules, not yet rested from yes-
terday’s hard toil, dragged by heavy loads of .sand or earth.

A long procession of these carts and mules, guided by toil-
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worn men, whose life was literally given to the earth,
earthy, was the sure harbinger of daybreak. I pitied the
mules, and I pitied the men; for me the necessity of doing
just the same things at the same unvarying moments, with
no alteration, variation, deviation, relaxation, is intolerable
botheration, as a friend of mine would say. That friend
spent one night in that house, and there happened to be
there, or there belonged there, he says, a hundred turkeys,
but he’s a little given to hyperbole. They were there for
safe keeping, or taken on execution, and they did execution,
gobble, gobble, gobble, all night long. - He ¢culd not sleep,
and there was also at that time, a piano in the house, wait-
ing to be sold. He was a fine musician, and to still the tumult
of the turkeys, he commenced executing on the piano, and the
result was, the much admired turkey waltz, which he
dedicated to me. He made the piano talk, and the imitation
of all the ancestral and juvenile gobblers, is perfect. ’'Tis
probably the first piece of music suggested by so jfow!
means, ' ' '
] was there a week, and it secmed the longest week in
my life. I was quite ill for two or three days and unable to
sleep. We had bread pudding every day for dessert and

- there were chunks of bread sticking all ap in the top of

the pudding. I was to take morphine to produce sleep.
But it had no soothing effect. My nerves were as keenly
awake as if I had taken hasheesh. 'While under the iutlu-
ence of morphine the nurse came in, looking much taller

and narrower than usual. Her cap frill touched the wall,
her feet the floor, and she held in her hand a huge basin of

bread pudding, with sundry chunks ornamenting the top.
The basin was at least ten feet in circumference, the chunks
of bread, looked liked miniature mountains. ‘Know young
man,’ said she, authoritatively °you must swallow this pud-
ding in an hour.” Then I bad another vision after this horri-
ble pudding. I must confess I've never liked bread pudding
since. *

“ Long processions of mules and men, with enormous carts,
kept passing and repassing my bed. The men were giants,
the mules equal to any fossil specimens of antediluvian ani-
mals. At these processions I was obliged to look, whether
1 would or not. Since then, I never look on these poor
men carrying earth from one spot to another in the sun and

b
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in the rain, in the heat. and in the cold, without pity. I won-
der if they never tire of their earth-march and long some-
times to move off into some other path.’

“* One would think,” said Nepenthe,  that these human
clocks, wound up to the same unvarying beat, the live-long
year, would break their springs, fold their ha;nds, strike for
freedom, or wind up despairingly their earth-march "

“ There—there goes Captain Jack now,” said Carleyn.

““ They are all captains in that village. Captam Jack, Cap--

tain Sam, and Captain John. And then there’s the spot
where I fell from my horse. I was glad and sorry I ever
stayed there. I was glad, for I met Mr. Selwyn, the kind-
est friend I ever had—one to whom I owe all my success in
life.”

“ I do love these old evergreens,” said N epenthe, « shut
up in the heart of a great ¢ity so long. It is delightful to
ride through these green fieids, and over these wild moun-
tains, and hear the wind rushing through those magnificent
pines. ILast Sabbath evening, one verse was sung in church
while the rain fell in torrents, and the wind blew outside so
that the gas just over my head flickered and almost went out.
The deep tones of the organ added sablimity to the words.

% ¢« Howl, winds of night, your powers combine--
Without His high behest,

Ye cannof, in the mountain pine,
Disturb the sparrow 'S nest.’

¢ 1 have thought of these words since we rode through
these woods. The pine and shadowy evergreen seem as the
faces of dear old unaccomplished friends.”

“ Yes,” said Mr. Carleyn, « in summer we have our beau-
tiful shade-trees, and we almost forget to prize these quaint
old evergreens—they are not brilliant or showy ; but when
summer friends and summer bll‘dS ‘have left us, they are
with us still, changeless as ever.’

"« Yes,” said Nepenthe, *in thls great drawing-room of

trees there are many graceful willows, elegant maples, and
stately poplars; but 1 am getting a profound respect for
these sires of the forest—for when these summer- hangings
in the tree drawing-room are down, not like politicians of a
month, here they are still, holdmg audience 1o the cabinet
of the winds, receiving wnmoved the most moving addresses
from Eolus, surely they claim, by nature, the hzgkest place
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on the emerald throne. The forest king, robed in fur that
no moth ean consume, lives through many forest dynastlee,

.and waves his sceptre to the wooing breezes.”

“ You,”” said Mr, Carleyn, * have paid your tribute of re-
spect and 3&11]11‘&1’:!011 to the forest kings; but look, see that
gorge wood yonder—those ‘tall, dark mountains,’ looking
down and listening mately to those rustic serenaders, smil-
ing and frowning on those orystal sheets issuing from the
rough rocks, stereotyped in murmurs, printed in indelible
associations on the brow of nature and the heart of man.”

“ Yes,”” said N epenthe “1 envy them their celebrity,
botind as they are in evergreens, lettered in golden sun.
beams, wept over by dew-drops, puffed by the breezes, and
heralded among the stately trees; living in such close com-
munion, that stirring tidings may spread rapidly through the
forest city.”

‘ How can anybody,” said Carleyn, * admire more houses
and stores, and shows, and glittering lamps, when they can
have sun-beams, and dew-dmps birds and trees, wild flow-
ers and waterfalls, I was born among mountains, and the
earth seems to me to he literally and spiritually nearer to
Heaven, among mountainous regions. The thoughts are en-
ticed upward—from valley and plain they ascend the moun-
tain side—the sublime in nature wakes the sublime in us.
If I couldn’t see a mountain occcasionally, I should tire of
one everlasting level. The greatest men often come from
mountaivous regions, and as they approach the last dark
valley, how they long for one look at the old mountains. I
have felt, when leaving a group of mountains where 1 had

lived for days, like a child going away from an indulgent

home to a boarding-sechool. I had that choking sensation,
as if I couldn’t half breathe—I was expecting to be home-
sick, Those lower mountains seem like nature’s dress.cir-
cle, with reserved seats for best thoughts.

“ Nature, high priestess of art, tireless worker in the
studio of time, toils patiently for human needs and human
comforts, planting lovely flowers in the niches of some
lonely roeks weaving her graceful tapestry, adorned with
cups and bells and wreaths and vines; ; but tired at last, she

dashes off hand into one grand ideal impulse, one high flight.

of faney, and makes her chef d'ceuvre, one eternal pieture,

' God’s grand cathedral mountain turrets, under whose colos-

|
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sal arch hides the key. passing for ages down the grand hie
rarch of nature, N 3 .

¢ Many a fervent. hope climbs up the mountain minarets,
to the celestial city, purer and holier than some stifled

prayer, struggling up * through long-drawn aisle and fretted

vault.” I took an old uncle to the city once. He said he
should tire of those long brick rows—and then there was
ne’er a mountainthere. The scent of these mountain breezes
lingers round the old leaves of the heart after long years of
absence. Little mountain evergreens keep their freshness
in the heart’s herbarium, while we press the dusty highway,
or turn the musty ledger. These mountain memories, like
tented angels, have encamped about my heart’,’ guarding it
from many a temptation for many weary years. o

« For years ! uttered Nepenthe—and then, astonished at
her frankness, perhaps presumption, she paused suddenly.

“ Yes—I have not lived many years, but I bave seen
many a long day when I have sent out my heart like a dove
far and near to find some olive leaf of comfort,” said Carleyn.

They stopped the carriage and threw the top back, as they
were now under the shadow of those waving branches where
matin birds were warbling as they looked up at those blue
mountains in the distance. R

| have often,” said Carleyn, * when & ehild, loolfed up
to that tall mountain yonder, and wished I. could climb to

-its top. I felt sure if I could only reach the top, I could

touch the golden clouds, and grasp the stars, Heaven seemed
so near. And now, when I see some great object I wish to
attain, it rises up high like a mountain of ambition, mocking
and tempting me to climb. I feel if I could ouly reach the
summit, I could touch the cloudy skirt of Fame, and grasp
the stars she holds'in her hands. Our greatest thoughts
are all like mountaing, whose shadowy summits are high up
from the low plain of our common thoughts. If we could
only elimb from thought to thought and reach the summit
of our highest soul’s peak, looking into Heaven from the top
of our giant thoughts, we conld almost scale the clouds and
touch the stars, and bring Heaven down to us. We do not
revere that we tread upon, but we do revere, admire and
worship that for which we have to climb, pant and straggle.
By the window of that little cotiage at the fuot of the moun-
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tain, I have sat on my mother’s knee, and said my little
prayer : ‘
“ If Tshould die before I wake,

1 pray the Lord my soul to take.

AndI really believed if I did die in my sleep, some angel

would take me up from that green mountain top to Heaven.
I thought there was the gate through which angels walked
up and down the mountains of clouds above, which seemed
like the projected shadows of the mountains heneath, My
mother loved mountains. I am enthusiastic about them, for
in that little cottage at the foot of yonder mountain, one Sab-
bath evening, my young mother died. It scemed to me, that
with transfigured robes, her pure spirit climbed the moun..
tains she loved, till it ascended to walk through the open
gates of Paradise.’ ‘

“ I remember my mother’s telling me those mountaing
often called her thoughts up to Heaven. Now she is gone,
I associate these mountains with thoughts of Heaven. Her
happy spirit, far above me, may now be climbing some lofty
Spirit range. some sapphire ridge of glory, some golden peak
of immortality. . Her soul may climb forever, rising higher
and higher in exalted perspective of bliss, warbling as it
soars from peak to peak of glory, gaining new views of the
river of the water of lifo, winding bencath, and those glis-
tening, pearly gates, on which the sun never sets.

- % Sacred is the memory of mountains, for there, lighted
by vestal stars, the great High Priest went up, entering the
veil of curtained clouds, baptizing the mountain’s brow
with the divine tears of sympathizing humanity.”

I hope Levi Longman, that inane and buckram individual,
so fond of the exact sciences, so indefatigable in caleulating
the sum of probabilities, will never read the conversation
recorded in the foregoing. e would shake his head, shrug
his shoulders, frown his eye-brows, and say, * Strange, that
two persons, entire strangers, should talk so long about
dreams, trees, and mountaing:.” He would call it highfalu-
tin, stilted, Stilted was a favorite word of his. But it is
a long time since he was young. His imagination was born
blind and lame, so he has never taken any flights of fancy.
He never dreams, day-dreams nor night-dreams—he always
sleeps right through, like a sensible man. There is a sign
on the front door of Levi's bl.;ain, which any one that seeg
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him can read : * To these head-quarters, no admittance exe

cept on business.” .- ‘

Levi feels no spiritual shocks of joy or sorrow, sensible to
nothing but * positive cuffs and downright hard blows.”
Levi Longman's and Frank Carleyn’s spiritual horizon
might stretch on like parellel lines for years, forever, they
woald never meet or harmonize. Levi was an unexcitable nel
-admirari man—Carleyn had a soul coated with gensibility,
on whose surface every passing thought. daguerreotyped
itself. = : '

Most everybody has solemn and enthusiastic thoughts at
times. Frank Carleyn differed from most of us in this—he
thought aloud ; and Nepenthe’s life had been so real that
pone but her real thoughts came to her lips.

* Why did Nepenthe Stuart go to the Elliott’s 7" satd the
voice of a'lady in close conversation with an old friend, on
the deck of a southern steamer, two months after this moun-
tain ride through Titwsville road.. ‘‘She can't be very
happy there, for Mary Lamont heard Miss Florence talking
with her mother the day after Miss. Stuart’s arrival. She
heard Florence say in her overbearing way, < I'll know why
this Stuart girl is here. I thiuk her presence an intrusion.

We have lived here so long interruptell, I don’t see why -

you have brought her here.’

w ¢ Tt was not to gratify you that she came,’ said Mrs.
Tiliott. ¢ I have reasons I do not choose to tell. 1 cannot
be opposed in this matter, Iam under obligations of which
you know nothing, and of which you never can know.’ "
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CHAPTER XVIII

i

CARLEYN AT WORK,

“ The past is very tender at my he
art ;
%1111, as the memory of an an’éient friend
M l?'m onee again we stand beside his ra;\re
Raking amongst old papers thrown in \aste
Mid useless lumber, unawsres I came )
On a forgotten poem of m youth,
{rv“;{:-ﬁ as_ltt};a é\ncil read each faded page
V with dead passion, sweet with buri
]Ii‘llled with the li pht of guns t?fa?g::a i;ll:)r::;griunes,
Gr9_@;tood like one who finds a golden tress ’
Awen by loving hands no more on earth, .,/
. “}g?g starts, beholding how the dust of ye;ma
ich dims all else, has never touched its l'ight.’

Tuxrr was no li h '
o light from the world around
;;’hroufh the sky-hghtf above, it shone clear and pur‘e ]l)\?;v o
ut the stars looked in, where art and the artist he-ld hinl(:

-communion, Weary feet grew tired as they climbed—but

the long flight of steps once d
brige g Mghs of st ~ascended, they found fair and
id(}él P Sg sting there, which haq elimbed far higher
ight and day toiled the artist to brin
. t i
ihg face Grod had made, the soul he had g)o;y;);rcigﬁv? Si lﬁ'
1’1‘6:311, half revealed. . e
Lhere was one picture on the easel nearly fini
the rapt artist, that one picture seemed the gho?(:s?v?)gid fi‘g

‘he added the last touches, and stood back and gazed, and

‘gazed again. *“ It is dome, and well done,” sai
. y y one, *
lfx:geelisausc?iﬁ;i;d& I will call it Dawn—the expizﬁiol:ﬁ;f that
) rwho g ,
oo has dawne upon my soul like some radiant mountain
He hold his hand on his tired for
. ; ! orehead, and i
Not often did he thus dwell in the land of th%azifiiai‘lgz;]nd.

this was his first ideal. He had painted week in and week

out, the portraits of dull livin ‘
i g faces, fo inni
fame, and fame s golden reward. He wisl';lclzlmllll: {;;;lgl;:rll%
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. .
obliged to handle money,-hﬁ a(ilw;%r]a*,. drseg.ﬁe% ;;) :skpg?); 1; i
: is labors wore finished, 1His sou peoploa
Wh(;.n::r}:;;ded with beautiful visions, he longed {cg paint ;;(;3:3
ml‘but; this one picture is the only idea he cou n(l)l\:rn rd
Esure to take. He would not sell it for lani{‘ (fe e
uldn’t tell why he painted it, only the lovely oo seomos
f&grer looking in at the door of his g?ull,m Eleadmg wi
ai —am I not beautiful ¥ k .
ey?‘s'jl‘;if‘;:;;?‘; the dawn of my future fame,” thog%ﬁi h; ;
i : “old pictures.
« it is better finished than any 9f my 0 ' Liet
1: ]l: where the first morning light ynll dawn‘upgiil:.i‘l.iénd
put Come,” said Douglass, one morning, as }w med. Hene
Selwyn «Jet's go in and look at Carleyn’s stu I?é’s If ho
has no one gitting with him, vi'lf_:'ll ”look around. .
_I'd like you to know him. o ‘
fel‘l‘oiv do{i’% };are yto visit any more .stu;hqs,"trsmd Slfel:? 21%
1y isi Te ga
. . « T have recently visited the pic ure |
(]l)el?:;cizglyv;hich is a perfect palace and par adise 0§ “z;]:
Ther are more than twenty-two hundred pietures, and no
tho ‘o jnferior; There is one known all over g:s&lpe.rmlaj .
(l))f thleTé: but I wish vou could see it there in the ongl{;{a -
Iby ig Iaiap"nael’s Madonna, I thinkI'tlns pmtun: n:;llstvair ;f“
ny | 1 were not a clod. It represents it -
%}13’ mzz’;:cl;fxdina to Heaven with the child iu hg:;; armtsh ;
aryf the Popes and St. Barbara at herifeet, and ensast,
gng (;m clic cbildren. The faces of these children :;n iy
]évarbfar%m are very beautiful, but thedl?o‘wofr of gléetﬂc _‘lrllx;.{; e
i ‘ ing, in jesty aseending torm .
in the soaring, 1n t.h‘e majesty asc t,bfor n of the Vi
s by itself, in.a room. set apar :
Itﬂ?ﬁ:g 'oheyr door, the picture came over me like a s;)ptl_l.n o
o Beaatiful as are all the other palntings, the transition t

this is abrupt and great. I have seen demi-gods of Phidias.

isi alleri ice, Genoa, and Florence. I

b hthI} v];SIc‘iegt %l:iirc:ﬁscooii\efs I;nd’Ihalian originals ahd Ame-

e 'Do'tiltion's I take no interést in anything now.

' n?:}?‘l:(r)u ;'orm nr; new acquainfauces "—but as ‘he‘ sm_vf hov‘:
:leilsappointed his friend lgo'k;% ;ufe a;?;i:f}’, “] will go 1. yo
W1i}‘1 ::(i;f tﬁzvf: ;grlllie?'e:lzeated yyourself in the mornm(ig

' for‘:'fgood, quiet, comfortable day at home, when some sud-

den %mpulse or persuasion has led you, half against your ‘J

will nd wishes, to start out and go into some out of the way
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place ? You go and you meet—'tis the merost nccident, you
say—you mee$ and almost push by him in the erowd, a dear
old friend, the node of whose eccentrie life-orbit chances to
be that one day in that particular spot such a greeting and
such a meeting. * Why, where did you come from you
cach exclaim. * Yow are the last person I expected to ‘seo
here.””  You sit down together, talk over old times, deaths
and marriages of mutual friends. You hear so much news,

such strange things have happened, the day wears away, and

. 1t is four o’clock before you kuow it. With o cheerful © God
- bless you,” you part, and every little . bud o

f mcmory has

‘had a fresh sprinkling of sympathy, and helds up its dewy

‘head like a violet after a shower, perfaming the whole heart.
So your life streams part again, and you old friends meet
no more, and no white sails on life’s wide sea shall ever
speak return to you. Such a glad surprise to Carleyn was
Mr, Selwyn’s sudden entrance into his studjo.
' As Mr. Selwyn walked around the room, he said, “ My
likes are not artistie, I am no amateur, yet I think [
have some idea of a good portrait. Were I an artist, I
would always send portraits of handsome subjects to public
exhibitions. People are apt to think more of a handsome
picture than a very correct one. They will pass by admira-
bly executed portraits of plain faces, and linger before some
handsome picture with glossy hair, brilliant eyes, and ruby
lips.. For myself, T am often more interested in a plain face
than 2 mere handsome one. {(A fine expression flashes more
wonderfully over plain foatures. Kvery face that shows the
soul best, gets to be handsome to us. I have heard many
an eloquent man speak who had 2 most awkward physiog.
nomy. I have listened until the highest admiration for such
powers of mind revealed by pon and tonguae so associnted
the soul with the face, and the face with the soul, thut the
individual, in spite of long nose, large mouth, dull eyos,
looked well. I wouldn’t alter that face if | could,’ I siy.
I like its individuality. The lips are ennobled by the words
they utter, the eyes beautified by the soul they reveal.
There are people so good and noble, in spite of plain fea-
tures, we call them fine looking. Handsome hemely people
they are. There is a queer, quaint, striking econtrast be.
tween these roughly-moulded features and the strong, beau.
tiful, soul-light flashing over them.) :
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« Tt is amusing to see,” said Carleyn, * how the mass of
people are influenced in the same way. . If a man is great,
gifted and popular, they will be sure to see something pecu-
Liarly interesting in the way his hair grows around his fore-
head, or in the glance of his eye, or the eurve of his eye-

brow, and the very young ladies will even find some thing -

so interesting in the tie of his cravat. Few ever call an

acknowledged great man homely. They'll seec some thing

striking about him.  If he is awkward, it is scholarly ; if ab-
sent minded, reflective ; if conceited, dignified ; till, by-and-
by, we all get thinking every thing he says sounds well and

he always looks well, But in a picture you can’t so express.

the full power of symmetrical mind over homely features ;
ags you can feel and see it when a face lives, moves and
speaks. I like that erayon portrait. A crayon portrait has
a rare charm of its own. The effect is decidedly unity, a con-
_ceatration of soul in the face; with no vivid coloring to
heighten effect, no glowing drapery, nothing to divert the

artigt’s attention from his one purpose—the correct outline.

and the true expression. A fine crayon drawing seems
more, to me, like the shadow of the soul than any other kind
of portrait, giving a faint conception of the look of those

white-robed ones with whom we never associate glowing

drapery or vivid coloring.”

'There i3 a picture,” said Carleyn, “ I have just had sent
back to retouch. It is a portrait of Mrs. John Pridefit. I
did my best, but did not satisfy the sitter. She really
wants it more beautiful, yet her friends say it flatters her
now. She says the eyes are too sharp, the lips too thin, but
the fault is in her face, not in the picture. A lady often
wants to have her own features taken as a kind of back-
ground, and then have it filled up and beautified with all
kinds of ideal hues, and glows, and lines, It is very diffi-
oult for me to take the portraits of people I dislike. I am
afraid I don't really do them justice. This Mrs. Pridefit
fusses and prims so much, it is diffisult to givo her the * fine

expression, she says she wants. Some seem to think I .

keep a box of fine expressions to put on my portraits just as
they put-on smiles when they go into their parlors to receive
callers,” ‘ ‘ o

“ A piciure,” said Selwyn, ¢ often looks better than the
original. It is almost plways handsomer or hamelier. I
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they really do. It is so mortifying to hear people say of
one’s portrait, ¢ It is a very handsome picture, but it.looks a
great deal better than she does,’—but sometimes I have no-
ticed in daguerrcotypes people look pretty who never look
pretty any where else. Mrs. Pridefit says she always makos
good photographs.”

“The face of every true woman wears, at times, a beauti-

“ful expression,” said Carleyn. * I want to come in contact

with the soul, to watch the face in its various soul moods, §o
see it in its thoughtful, tearful, or mirthful moments. I like
even to know its history, for the most important events of a
life have and leave their traces on the face ; and if you watel
it long and see it often, you can read the outline of the life’s
history,-the noble epic of some heroic or weather-beaton
soul-carved in wrinkles, translated in patient smiles, em-
phasized with sighs, and margined with tears.

“ We love our friends for their souls, and if T know the
sitter well, I ean bring out the best expression—the expres-

‘sion worn when thinking kind thoughts alone, or geniaily

communing with others. How different every friend we
have looks when we come o know him well, from what he
did when we first saw him ; it is almost like two firces-=the
way he looked when we first saw him, and the familiar ex-
pression we geb to know so well at last. We can hardly
close our eyes and recall that first look. We saw only the
outline of the featuves, the color of his hair and eyes, but

now we know how he talks, smiles, looks, Ho always dses
so and so, he has his way of smiling, that makes him so un-

like any body else. Often we say, ‘I thought him homely

at first, but now he looks handsome to me.” To get this
natural and familiar expression is the artist’'s aim—for this
look the soul will wear when the body is cast aside.”

“ We don’t know how we look ourselves,” said Douglass.

 “We look in the glass, but who ever has on his best, most

natural expression, when toileting before a mirror 2 1 ean’t
help it, but I sometimes think I’d like to come out of my-
self for once, and be in some corner, and see mysclf sitting
in another corner opposite me—I'd like to know for once,
how 1 really do look. Sometimes I think I am quite a de-
cent-looking man, and then again I am positive I am intoler-
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ably ugly, and if I were a woman, I'd always wear a
veil.” L : g :

“ But the veiled gentlemen,” said Carleyn, * would not
be as interesting or romantie'an object as the veiled lady.
We- gentlemen must come right out on all oceasions with

our plain, unveiled,. unadorned face, without the advantage -

of one of those pretty, little, fine, soft, elaborate black lace

veils, throngh which modifying medium so many women

look %0 very fair and fascinating,

“ 1t is a very pretty drapery, too, a kind of shade through
which they can quietly look out on the world though the
world can’t fully gaze at them.” o

. # I rather like a veil ; there is an air of refinement about
it,” ' :
“I supposa Mrs. Carleyn will always wear a veil,” said
~ Douglass, laughing. . ‘

“* Uertainly,” said Carleyn, smiling: “ No rude sun, or
sharp wind, must spoil Aer beautiful complexion,”” and he
‘thought, though he didn’t say so, *“ how pleasant it would be
to say some time, ¢this is my wife’s veil” But I don’t
mean,” he added, aloud, “.one of those great, thick, blue,

long veils, through which all ladies look alike, and it is im-
- possible to know who they are.” o '

*“ An artist’s profession is an anxious one,” said Carléyn.
“ No matter how many portraits ho executes, each must be
_ as satisfactory to the new sitter, as, well executed, as if it

were the picture on which the artist’s name and fame de-
pended.  That one picture will be a gratification or disap-
pointment to some family ; whorever it goes, it may be the
only representative in that loeality of the artist’s name—~the
_single picture giving its individual verdiet of his genius.

Stranger judges will say he paints well or ill, as that picture

failg or suits ; and then all the beauty of ‘some face may be

"its expression, and such a face may be one of those never -

at rest, we never think of its being still ; and if we painta
stationary smile, it will look like a grin; if we leave it off,
then the mouth will be nnnatural, prim and sober.”

¢ To eatch one of these animated smiles, iz about as easy .
; ’ Yy

as to daguerrotype a shooting star or failing tear ; and then
the sides of some faces are not alike. That portrait I paint-
ed yesterday, I had to take each side of the face by itgelf;
they were most as different as two faces.
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« T must confess I feel discouraged sombtimes, when I
think that after a fow years, all my portraits will be cracked
and defaced in some garret, They’ll be tattered and torn,
soiled and defaced, in the attic style after all.

“ Old sofas and chairs are used somewhere, but old por-
traits almost always go up garret. So here I stand and
paing for posterity’s garrets. Isn’t it a dubious immortal-
ity? If I wrote a wonderful book of poems, that would

‘always keep in fashion.”

Mr. Selwyn looked at the different pictures, and then
stopped as if riveted to one spot, spell-bound, before one
painting. : ,

“Is that a portrait, sir 7"’ 'said he, turning suddenly and
addressing Carleyn, with some new emotion struggling in
his eye. :

7 call it an ideal,” said Carleyn. * I have just finished
it. Perhaps the expression of the face dawned upon me
once in a thunder-storm, on a wild country road, in an old
house. I call it an ideal, and yet the expression flashed up-
on me from that face. One of the first poriraits I took, was
in that same old house. It was that of a bcautiful youth,
Yarnest Titus. I have been asked many a time to send it

‘to the Acadewmy, but the mother will never part with it a

day. She spends hours in that little room sitting beside it.”

“ Would you scll that picture 7" said Mr. Selwyn.

“T prefer to keep it. It is more valuable to me than it
can be to another,” said Carleyn.

“ Will you paint a miniature on ivory just like it, and get
thut expression, only make the hair a little darker, and the
lips not quite so full ? That is a beautiful name, dawn. If
I were to paint anything,” he thought gloomily, ““I should
call it midnight.” 7

More gloomy than ever looked Mr. Sclwyn as he walked
homeward with his friend who tried to rally him.

“Stop thinking of that gloomy subject; divert your
thoughts,” said Mr. Douglass. “ Court sleep; you are too
young ; life has yet much for your enjoyment; too much to
give up to gloomy reflections ; you’ll wear yourself out think-
ing. Act, enjoy, use the present, forget the past.”

“ You bid me iravel,” said Selwyn, “ to gaze on land and

sea, and moon and sky, commune with nature, revel in art.
. e .
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I have travelled. I went last year to Milan, and then to
(enoa, and thence to Leghorn, Pisa and Rome.
“ Genoa is famous among the Italian cities for the number
~and splendor of its palaces and so has received the title of
‘ The Superb,’ for the Italians have a pretty way of giving
their chief cities some 'descriptive title, In Leghorn, which
was the next place at which I stopped, there is not wmuch to
see besides straw hats, glass, paper and soap. There are
about as many things of interest there as there are snakes
in Ireland—that is, none. at all. It is rather strange, too,

for most every Italian eity, even when small, has either a .

fine cathedral or some fine work of art. I went to Pisa to
see the cathedral and the famous leaning tower, over which,
when a school-boy studying geography, 1 wondered so much,
and over which Galileo made the old churchmen wonder
when he performed from it his experiments with falling
‘bodies. - But I couldn’t begin to tell you all I'saw in’ Rome,
Three civilizations, an Eiruscan, Roman and Christian, have
conspired to make it the most interesting city in the world.
The number and grandeur of the relics of old Rome surpass
anything I had imagined. Whatever the Romans built, they
built grand, massive and solid, as if they were fully per-
suaded that Rome was to be the Eternal City. Had no bar-
baric violence overthrown and demelished them, hundreds
of her structures would stand to-day more perfect than the
Pantheon, and even now, many an old column and arch stands
as solid, and presses the ground as firmly as when first
erected, Kverywhere you turn yourself, you will see some
old ruin lifting its head picturesquely against the sky. Itis

a long, fatignuing walk to go through all the rooms and see the

enormous treasures, works of antique art, whick have been
found and preserved in the Capitol and the Vatican. Nor
in point of art does modern Rome fail to rival the ancient in

interest. She is crowded with the miracles of the great-

master. I wish, if you never have, you would read Haw-
thorne’s book, called Transformation. As far it goes, it is
an excellent, accurate description of Rome. Most of his
criticisms seem to me superb. Hilda’s tower has verily a
local habitation and a name, for I have seen it, but whether
any such being as Hilda ever inhabited 'it, I cannot say. I

made two long visits at Rome: I stayed some hours forsev- -

eral days in the museum at Naples, where are the articles
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found during the excivation of llerculaneum and Pompeii.
We had a splendid day and o fine party for making the as- .
cent of Vesuvius. Many persons came back disappointed,
because even in quiet weather the smoke is blown about so
one can scarcely see anything, We had a favorable day,
and I enjoyed the excursion immensely. One gets so little
idea of a real live crater from bocks. One must see the
monster, to have any faint conception of the lava fields and
enormous, bellowing, smoking crater. T felt asif I were on
some other planet, they were so different from anything I
had ever seen. I had some singular sensations at Pompeii,
for here is a veritable old Roman city with streets, houses,
templos, gates, fountains, baths, tombs, mosaic paintings,
laid bare to the sun, so you tread where its inhabitants trod
two thousand years ago. I saw many of the articles there
found and preserved, in the museum at Naples. I had a
charming ride at Sorrento, just across the bay from Naples.
We plucked the fresh fruit from the trees of the beantiful
orange groves, and visited a little island, near where was a
grotto and some water with a peculiar bluish lustre. I was
at Rome during thie ceremonies of the Holy Week, They
are the most imposing in all the pompous ritual of the Ro-
mish church. On Easter Sunday, when the Pope elevated

“the host, and all the long line ‘of splendid military in St.

Peters and all good Catholics went down as by one aceord
on their knees, and adored in a silence broken at length .by
o beautiful burst of silver trumpets, the scene was quite
imposing. The washing and kissing of the Apostles’ feet
by the Pope was a mere form, for they were already as clean
as water could make them. Not so with the washing of the
‘pilgrim’s feet, for they were dirtier than mud. Ttaly lies
bel?imi me like a rich dream, for nature has made it a para-
dise in loveliness, and art has beautified from Venice to
Sieily a land she could not save. o
« Plorence is the most delightful of Ttalian cities to me,
certainly it is the loveliest. It is in the midst of a lovely
valley, the most charmingly verdant spot I ever saw; with
every varying shade of green, from the light of the olive, to
the dark of the pine. Of the pictures in the galleries at
Dresden, Rome and Florence, you can believe every thing
that you hear, for they are absolutely wonderful, It would
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seem impossible that so much great and varied expression
ever could be transferred to canvas, . ‘

“There is a statue in Florence of the Venus de Medici;
so famous the world over; yet I saw standing by my side
some who failed to like it, it seemed to me for no better rea-
son than that it is old and tarnished, and the arms and hands
badly restored. With the exception of these arms‘and hands,
1 have never seen such grace and elegance. .

*I had the pleasure of a few moments’ talk with Gari-
baldi. T was charmed with his perfect simplicity and un-
aflectedness of manner, The people of Italy almost worship
him. ¥ saw where he first entered the Sardinian chambers ;
and as he was going into the building, they crowded about
him with uncontrollable  enthusiasm. It is a good thing for
a nation which long oppression has made extremely selfish,
to have one man whom they can genuinely love, who can
draw out from every breast its nobler sympathies.”

¢« But,” added Selwyn, coming back to his own thougnts

-again, ** I shall travel no more ; wherever I go, I carry an

unhappy, restless traveller with me, my own aching, sor-

rowing, broken heart, whose constant beat seems only like
that of o sleepless sentinel, waking me out of every pleasant
dream, calling me back every hour to bitter memories. I
hear every where under life’s darkened windows, huang with
crape, this ceaseless beat of my sad sentinel heart. You
tell me not to think, to act, to enjoy. O, Douglass, you
-know not my wretchedness. There is a shore for the moos-
ing of the lost voyager’s bark, a lull for the direst tempest,
@ waning for the silver moon': the raging billow sleeps at.
last. At the coming of the morning the banuered clouds
fold their white tents, but thought never folds her wings—
the spirit’s barkis never moored. Thought’s billowy surges
rise higher as they roll on, but never blend with the occan
of oblivion. Her strange electrie light pales not with de-

* clining suns, or waning moons, her throbbings lull not with

lulling tempests. I am weary of life. My poor thought is
a weather-beaten traveller over the stormy past, keeping at
midnight her sleepless guard like a vigil of armsg, always
walking among tombs and shadows, and then to sleep ouly
to awake and find the next morning the same old haunting
trouble rising and going about with you. You who have
never had a trouble, to walk and talk and sleep and dream
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with you, know not how Trouble’s to-day goes hand in hand
with its elder brother of yesterday, walking restlessly the
lonely hall of the soul, and when you open your eyes in the
morning, and the bright sunshine steals in, there is the
“raven ’ trouble croaking at your chamber door, ¢ eroaking
evermore.” My soul is like a haunted house. Such noises
and shrieks and groans and half-hushed voices and raps and
wails, startle me at night and torment by day. My life is a
burnt-over prairie—the flowers are gone.”

Mr. Selwyn walked back and forth gloomily. '

“ You need change of scene,” said Mr. Douglass; “go
and spend a few days with me at Niagara.”

“ T have visited Niagara,” said Mr. Selwyn. ¢ If there’s
a pall within, even beauntiful nature wili seem only a sha-
dowy procession of slow, mournful pall-bearers to the

- shirouded heart, My koeeling sounl has said its mournful
litany under the brow of table rock, beneath earth’s great

baptismal font, sprinkled with ascending spray, where is
shadowed forth in rising clouds, the glory of the Father,
Son and Spirit. TLong shut up within brick walls, catehing
but glimpses and patehes of the blue sky, it is like walking
with God in the cool of the day, to stand so near the presence
chamber of the invisible One, and touch the shadowy robes
of the great High Priest, bordered with light from yonder
gates of pearl, while ascends from liquid voices the grandest
voluntary of ages, where God’s great thoughts are ever is-
suing from crystal sheets, with radiant emerald bound.”

« How our little griefs,” said Douglass, “ little cares, lit-
tle losses, shrink out of sight before these great waters,
which have roared on so patiently and sublimely for weary
years, while the tide: of many a life-stream has gone out and
passed away.” )

“ The roar of these great waters,” said S_elwyn, “ never dies
away from my spirit. Those solemn voices echo ever with
the voices of the night. Louder and deeper than the moan.
ing of the great waterfall, is the wail of my grief at mid-
night, sobbing out its voluntary, as 1t ever accumulates from
the great lakes of sorrow, rushing on through the sea of
trouble, dashing its cold spray of tears along the silent shore
of memory, bearing me on to the eddying whirlpool of re-
gret. 0,” said he bitterly, “if there were only some Ne-
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penibé T could pféss to my lips, and forget the painful past!
If I could turn over the old dark page, and begin a new
Aife that would not be so haunted with ¢choes and “shadows

122

and ghosts ! S o

CHAPTER XIX.

THE CONVENIENT QCRACK—DR. BACHUNE'S WISPOM—ORTHO-
DOXY—WHITE CRAVATS—FPURITANS.

# (tood are the Ethics, I wis; good absolute-—not for me, though ;
Good tvo Logic, of course; in itgeli--but not in fine weather ;
Sleep, weary ghosts, be at peace, and abide in your lexicon-limbo;
Sleep, as in lava for ages your Herculanean kindred,

Aschylus, Sophocles, Homer, Herodotus, Pindar, and Plato ;

- Give to historical sunbjects a free poetical treatment, )
Leaving vocabular ghosts undisturbed in their lexicon-limbo.”

‘ ArrrUR Huer Croven.

» And the Raven, never flitting, still is sitting, still is sitting,
On the pallid bust of Pallas, just above my chamber-door,

Ana his eyes have all the ‘seeming of a demon that is dreaming,
And the lamplight o’er him streaming, throws his shadow on theloor,
- And my soulgh-om out that shadow that lieg floating on the #loor,

Bhall be lifted nevermore.” .
B Enaar Arncx Pog.

# Thus much would I conceal, that none should know

What secret cause I have for silent woe,”
- MIcHAEL ANGELO.

« T wonDER what is the matter with that man,” said Mrs.
‘Edwards, as Mr. Selwyn went up to his room from break-
fast ; (Mrs. Edwards kept a boarding-house ; she had about
twenty gentleman boarders.) ¢ He pays promptly, has a
valuable library, rare pictures, costly wardrobe, the best
room in the house; he must be wealthy. I keep his room
sorupulously clean, his linen as white and polished as
sugar, salt, spermacetti and gum arabic can make it. I try
to have him feel at home ; I don’t understand the man; I set
before him omelets done to a eharm, cream biscuit, delicious

steak, irresistible coffes, plum pudding, and everything that -

bachelors dote on. I don’t believe he’d notice 1t if I put salt

in his tea, instead of sugar—it does beat all! This morn--

ing I had such fresh corn bread, hot griddle cakes, warm
biscuit, right before him when he came .down late, and he
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only ate a few mouthfuls of corn bread, tasted his coffee, and
lefi the table, neglecting all my delicacies, He is the only
man I ever saw who didn’t care what he had to eat. He
treats my steak as if it were chips. He seems to like cold
griddle cakes as well as warm, hard eggs as well ag soft. I
can't tempt him with muffins, maccearonies, ice ereams or ices.
They are all the same to him ; he never eats jellies or pre-
serves. I wonder what the man does like. I opened a jar of
preserved strawberries the other evening, just for his tea
and he never tasted them; that Mr. Hogg is a real hog for
he ate the whole of them. T try to get in conversation with
him, I start every subject, and I am sure he has no busi-
ness to worry him. He comes and goes when he likes. -
Aon says some mornings his bed isn’t even tumbled ; she
believes he sits up all night. He has a dignified way, ‘as if
aecl_lstomedet respect. IL'believe he’d be happier if he had
a wife ; why don’t he marry? There are plenty of nice
Iadies to be had. The ladies were allin the parlor the other
evening—we had such fine musie, graceful dancing and
nice charades; all my other guests were in the parlor.”
{Mra. Edwards always call her boarders guests.) “I did
all I could to get him in, but he declined, perhaps he’s not
fond of gaiety——would prefer a quiet domestic life—but oh
how my tooth does ache! I really believe I will have to
have it out yet. But that reminds me my room is so damp
since the walls were. fixed I will have to take the room next
to Mr. Selwyn to-night, It is the only unoceupied room in
the house.” ‘

Mrs. Edwards’ tooth kept her awake for hours that night
and as she tossed about in her bed, she could hear Mr’
Selwyn pacing back and forth in his room ; he had evidentlf
not retired. She got up and went into the wardrobe to
Lunt for some cotton on which to put a little aconite in the

- tooth where the nervé was exposed. There was a closet

also in Mr. Selwyn's room adjoining hers, a slight er

a little hole in tli"e wardrobe wjould geveal' to angy te;:azliogg
to 1t, any object in the adjoining room that'chanced to be in
that line of vision. She was rummaging quite near the
crack to get the cotton, when a heavy sigh arrested her
attention, and before she knew it she found her eye quite
near the crack. She could gee on Mr. Selwyn’s round table
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stomt;I old yellow-looking letters, and open onithe floor a smal}
trunk, ) i

If one begins to do a thing not quite right, if there 4s dny,

mystery in the matter, there is o fascination in keeping. the
eye fixed upon the gpot, until tne mystery is solved. Noth-
ing but the fear of exposure cduld prevent her now from
seeing all she could through that crack. -

He took from his trunk 2 little box and sat down by the
centre table (Mrs. Edwards always gave her nice bachelor
boarders a eentre table,) took from the box a miniature and
laid it wpon the table. "He placed beside it another minia-
ture, looking newer and the sctting brighter. He looked at
both of them, as if he were reading a book, as Mrs. Bdwards
said, and then he sat still so long, leaning forward on the
table ; his back was turned to her, she thought he had fallen

asleep, the gas flickered, the hands of the little clock moved

_on to twelve, and yet he stirred not; he must be asleep.
But I'll eatch my death of cold in my tooth standing here so

long,” thought she. Just then there was a deep sob, a.
heavy sob. ~Yes, he actually sobbed. Mrs. Edwards had |

- & woman’s heart; she half reproached herself for looking
through that conveniens crack. 'This unexpected demon.
stration of grief checked for that time her curiosity,

She stepped softly down off her chair, for she had been
standing on a chair, and something fell off of one of the
shelves. Just as sure as we wish to be very quiet and
secret about any thing how often something will happen to
cause us to make a great noise. Mrs. Ildwards was pro-
voked that she should have made such anoise when she wished
to keep so remarkably still. She stooped to pick it up. It
was an old Bible. It lay open on the floor. By some
sudden impulse she went to the light and looked on the page
where she had found it open, and the first verse that met her
eye was this, in the fourteenth chapter of Proverbs: * The
heart knoweth his own bitterness : and a stranger doth not
intermeddle with his joy.” : :

She went softly back to bed, lying awake a long time,
catching at intervals, snatches of disturbed sleep, dreaming
that her room was full of old letters and miniatures, and she

could hear all through her dreams——sob after sob—but after

‘that she was kinder than ever to her, new boarder.
Mrs. Edwards had such a passion for piecing bed-quilts,
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such lots of red, green, and blue remnants she bought up,
to make an infinite series of tulips, rising sung and claborate
roses.

This was her first tulip quilt and she was congratulating
herself upon its rapid consummation. That afternoon, as she:
sat rocking in her chair fitting her tulips, she said in an
undertone to herself, «“ Well, every body has trouble, but
things fit together right after all, just like my tulips.”

“ Yes,” thought Kate Howard, as she caught this part of
Mrs. Edwards’ soliloquy, as she passed through the hall,
“ Things fit together like her tulips! very true, very true!
many events fit together, just as her tulips—stuck on,
nobody’d think they even grew together——those leaves and

- tulips. So it is in life, the right leaves and flowers seldom

get together in one heart.”
Feelings are like flowers; they ought never to be eut, and
measured, and laid down-—they ought to gvow. Just plant

«a little bud of hope in the heart, and there’ll soon be laid

all-around it some dark, ugly leaves of regret. The heart
is nothing but patchwork after all, odds and ends, ncw and
old, light and dark all together, all made of bright remnants
left of joys and loves, paid for with heavy cost. I hate this
endlesspatchwork——patching old loves with new friendships.
There’s too mueh light and dark stuek together, the poor
patched heart’ll never wear well long. We try to join the
rent seams of feeling, and to make them last we sew them
over and over with the threads of habit, until the heart is
full of hard, rough ridges. Give me one good comfortable
feeling to spread over my heart, to tuck it in warm-—it is
the best kind of counterpane I know of. Tt is better than a
whole basket of calico tulips, waiting for the leaves to be
stuck on. When I sleep under a bed covered with such
tulips, I always dream of country fairs.”

Had Dr. Bachune heard these ladies talking, he wonld
have put on his most classic face, and exclaimed with em-
phasis  Ni disputandum de gustibus.”

Mis. Edwards laid her tulips together, all arranged nicely,
as they were going to be sewed, and looking at them all ad-
miringly, she exclaimed, “ I can finisgh it all on Wednesday,
and it.shall go on Mr. Selwyn’s bed.”

Poor Mrs. Hdwards little knew how much Mr. Selwyn
disliked these Mosaie tulips and aggravated roses, staring at
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him when he awoke in the morning, always in their fall stiff

bloom. Bhe had two inevitable baskets, as Kate Howard
called them. One had an oval top and the other a round
one—one for embroidered bands and the other for patches.
She had these two resources for her single solitude. ™ It was
astonishing how many bands she bad embroidered in all sorts
of those varied patterns, leaves and flowers with which the
initiated are so familiar. Sov

. She lays them all away, and begins to dress for dinner.
She brushes carefully her glossy hair, puts on the pink and
black coiffure and her new black silk dress.” She knew well,
like most of the rest of the world of ladies, she looked best
in black silk. Her eyes were no soft sentimental blue, but
a practical hazel blue. She was neat, prudent, patient, ge-
‘nial, and when well dressed, in the soft light of her pleasant
parlor, she looked young still, with that peachy glow upon
her check.

She was quite willing to please her new boarder. She
was tired of being always so self-reliant, always at the head,
She had long wished for -a little home of her own. She

would have been glad to have seen her whole regiment of
" boarders, save this one, moving out at the door, and her-
self domesticated in some eottage of her own, going and com-
ing when she chose, with no big butcher’s and grocer’s bills
to trouble her, with no uppish Bridgets and sauey Marga-
rets, and lazy Kates to worry and fret_her, and then too, she
could make such beautiful quilts, she would have so much
leisure, and she could work bands enough to trim up ever
thing so showily. - But it would not do for her to sit stiil
and build air castles, and this evening she took more pains

than usual with her dress, in spite of her toothache. She °

was just the woman in case of an emergency, to know what
was to be done, and where and when and how to do it.

A gentleman ealled the next morning for Mr. Selwyn.
He hurried off in great haste, leaving his -things around the
room. Mrs. Edwards took her bunch of keys—she had one
she thought would just fit his door. She tried them all, and
at lass one of them unlocked it, and she slipped in—and
there were the two miniatures on the table. She examined
both. One seemed about seventeen,. It looked as if it were
taken long’
modern frame. '

ago, and evidently just put in its bright fresh .
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© « Who were these 2" thought she. * Not two wives, cer-
tainly. Oh' two sisters, may be—yes, two sisters.” Both
were beautiful, and she began to see a striking resemblance
in the two faces, as she held one in her hand by the window,
looking at it, when she heard some one coming up stairs.
It was his step—he was coming back. She laid the minia-

ture on the table, and hurried into the closet, crouching

down behind a large trunk in the corner. He was hunting
for something. He took hold of the kuo]) of the closet door,
as if to opes it. How she trembled! She moved still far-
ther back into the corner, and pressed open a large paper of

. Scoteh snuff that was Iying on the floor.

“ There—I did get almost caught that time,” tl_lought shg,
as Mr. Selwyn went down stairs again, after patting up his

- miniatures and locking the box. As his footsteps died away

on the stairs, a succession of suppressed sneezes sounded
through the hall, as Mrs. Edwards issued frorr! her retreat.,
One bureau drawer was left unlocked, which she rum-

| maged. Some very good peaple will rummage, and they

can’t seem to help it—they’ve such inquiring minds. She
‘found a package of sermons, and a part of an old note. She
read the note: . L
“We all regret very much you have given up the minis-
try—you could do so mugh good. Your sermon on self-
denial made a deep impression on my mind, and it was bene-
ficial to many others. It so impressed Dr. Wendon that it
really was the means of his taking a young and destitute
orphan girl into his family, and keeping her for years and
educating her. Won’t you be 5o kind as to let me have it
for a few days, to read to Dr. Wendon, who is now blind
nd unfortunate.”
* ] wonder if this note really was directed to Mr. Sel-
wyn P thought Mrs. Edwards; * the direction and begin-
ning are torn, so I can’t find out. [ heard a self-denial
sermon some years ago, which would have made a Christian
of me if I hadn’t kept a boarding-house. I had notime then
to tarn my mind to penitence and conversion, Who was
that minister ? They called him Professor Henry, but that
name wasn't his last name. ~ There were two professors in
the seminary of the same name-——so they always went by
their Christian’ names. The one they cglled Professor

- Henry and the other Professor John.”
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Mrs. Edwards takes out a sermon from the package, lays

it beside a little scrap of paper on the table, written by Mr.,
Selwyn, a serap of quotation from some poet. She examined
both carefully, and she goes and gets one of her bills he had.
signed. She knew the curl of the d’s and the twirl of
the #2’s in the name on the bill. He miade such queer-look-
ing d's she’d know them anywhere—and the hand-writing
of the sermon was the same as the little quotation. ¢ Yes,
Mr. Selwyn was a minister—these were his sermons.
't it strange !’ : .
, W:é?;comes.ogt, shuts and locks the door, goes back to her
room, with her head full of information—too much for any
one woman to keep alone. : ] o
“Wasn't it strange I’ she said, as she sat in_the dining-
room, thinking aloud. “ Buaf here comes Miss Charity
Gouge. I'm afraid she’ll ask for the pattern of my quilt
and I don’t want another just like it anywhere,” said she,
quickly tucking her tulips in the basket under the table.
1 had an applicagion for g new boarder this morning,
Miss Gouge,” said she, ** a genteel-looking young lady. She
looked at the fourth story baek room, with sloping windows,
the one for twelve shillings a week. She is to furnish her
‘own fuel, light, food—sit in the -parlor but little, never. take
her work there. She says her name is Stuart, Nepenthe
Stuart, She may come, yet she said nothing of reference—
but I ean manage that. I can get alo_ng well enough with
women, they usually pay. But, Charity, T must tell you
about Dr. Bachune, the gentleman we a,ll_adml.red so- much.
-1 thought I would never mentiod his name again. He had
the best room in the house at eighteen dollars a week and
all the extras ; his boots must be at the doox_- 50 early, win_e
always on the table by him. - He was so f:xsmdqu and deli-
cate that I really told all the waiters to be particularly at-
.tentive to him.’

« He looked so gentlemanly, so infinitely adove all ‘peéu-'

niary considerations, when he said that ¢ money was no ob-
ject if the room suited’ He had no baggage—that was
‘ coming on from Philadelphia.” I have found since that
people who are always saying that money is of no conse

uence, have very little of it in their pockets. ,
“ I put his bill under his plate, as I always do at the end

of the week. He took breakfast the next morning, was there .
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at lancheon, and I have since heard nothing more from him.
He weut off with his imaginary baggage, to his imaginary
office, paying his imaginary bill. I really never was quite
so taken in, he was so gentiemanly, and I never got a cent.
Yes, he was a real gentleman in manners, Kate Howard was
saylug yesterday. He was so very scientific and correct in
conversation, it was amusing to see how easily he would rec-
tify the slightest error in statistics, polities or physics. Fid-
dlesticks! I get out of all manner of patience when I think
how fastidious and delicate was his taste, and what a fuss I
did make for him. He used to say that he only ate the
griddle-cakes as a vehicle for his molasses. Wasn’t that
rather highfaluten? T heard him ask Mr. Vole one day if *
he had pursued much the study of hermeneuties ? Mr, Vole
hesitated, and then said, ¢ Not muech.’

“ Kate Howard sald-—(did you ever see a Kate that wasn’t
up to every thing ?)—she said, she saw Mr, Vole, after flin-

_ ner, slyly looking into Webster’s Dictionary. He remarked

that he wouldn’t “ be caughtghat way again.’ I think the
doctor said something about molluse for breakfast, but [
won’t be sure.  You couldn’t mention a place, but he could
deserike it, or a book, but he had rcad it, or a great per-

“sonage, with whom he had not been familiar. Kate Howard

said, before a book was written he had read it. Indeed he
told Kate that she had the face of Fugenie and the form of
Victoria. Of course he has seen all the foreign dignitaries.
His coat was buttoned up to the chin—a blue coat—and
Kate says she thought he badn’t but one eollar—Ne wore it
standing up the first three days, and tarned down the next
four, But you know, Miss Charity, that thinking over vex-
atious things only makes them worse. I expect to hear his
name as long as the house stands. Mr. Vole and two or
three others will keep ringing changes on the doetor’s name.

- Only this morning, Mr. Vole says, * Miss Kate, you look

lonesome at your end of the table, without Doctor Bachuno.'
I suppose the man is boarding around now, waiting for his
baggage. T don’t like to lose money, but the worst of it is,
I don’t like to be made a fool of. “He used to sit up so
stately, and bow so politely, and smile so blandly, and I had
him waited on so assiduously.” ,

“ Who's that coming in the door 7" asked Miss Charity.

“ That is Mr. Selwyn, the best guest I ever had. lle
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seems confined to no regular business. He is good pay, and
_ pever grumbles. No ink spots on his table spread, or boot
marks on his washstand and bedstead, or spot on his carpet.
It is a comfort to have such guests. If you want to be a
toad under a harrow, keep a boarding-house. .

« You should have heard Dr. Bachune talk about zesthet.
ieally, esoterically, and exeterically, and pseudo-dipteral
architecture, and thaumaturgia. We had some heavy grid-
dle cakes on thé table one morning, and Dr. Bachune re-
marked that ¢ their specific gravity was too great for their
size ; there was a too great condensation of the cellular tis-
sue.’” Mr, Vole always pretended he did not know anything
. when talking with the doctor, and asked him all sorts of

questions. s : ' :

/%1 heard Mr. Vole say one day that the doctor would
amuse himself so often with the careful analysis and diagno-
sis of the contents of the tea-pot, iaid ont as a sort of hortus
siccus on his plate. ¢ This leaf, now, he would say, ‘is
fuschia. Observe the serrate® edges. That's no tea-leaf——
positively poisonous, This now again is privet—yes, you

may know by the divisions, panicles, that’s no tea-leaf. I

don’t believe that all this talk was original with him, he pro-
bably got it out of some magazine. But he looked the
wisest when he talked about the Bible. He said that was
“an old exploded book.’ "He said that his ereed was ‘ a creed
of no creed.’ I wonder what sort of a creed that is ? -That
¢ every therefore must have a wherefore.’ Of course it must.
‘Who don’t know that 7+ He got that out of ¢ Pure Reason,’
somebody said. I amssare his reason isu’t very pure. I
wonder if he got that about the Bible's being exploded out
of Pure Reason too. Mercy on us! what are we coming to ?
I wonldn’t give one leaf of my grandmother’s Bible for all
the new-fangled ideas in his stuffed head. One would think,
to hear men talk at my table about the Bible, that it was a

mighty queer book. They get all kind of things{\\out of it,

Fvery queer notion they set up, they pretend to prove from
the Bible. T am tired of this cant about erthedozry. One
would think, if they didn’t know what the word meant, that
orthodoxy was the name of some terrible villain, that ought
to be hanged, drawn and quartered, for some great crimes,
committed with, as the lawyers say, malice aforethought.
..% We used to think, when I was a child, it was highly re-
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spectable to belong to some orthodox church, but now one
would think it was disgraceful to be in such regular stand-
ing. 'What a bugaboo they do make about nothing. Even
some young preachers that want to be popular, sprinkle
their striking sermons with tirades and invectives against
this orthodoxy as if the poor thing were to blame for all the
sins and mistakes of the whole Christian world, Time will

“come, if they say much more about it, when the subject will

be tiresome and common and get old-fashioned, and then I
hope they’ll let it alone. There is such a rage for startling
things. A man will say low, common, coarse things. abous
onions and rat-holes just for effect, to excite a laugh.\ It is
my humble opinion that one coarse idea or a single low im-
age in a sermon, will draw the mind off from fifty beautiful
or a hundred serious thoughts.{ We laugh at the most fool-
ish things, or the mere mention of them in the pulpit ; things
we wouldn’t think of laughing at if said in the street or
house ; they are not really so witty ; we only laugh because
they are so out of place and grotesque in the pulpit.} We
laugh, and we ecan’t help it, to see a round-faced, rosy-
cheeked three year oldster walk in with his father’s hat
spectacles and great coat on. The inclination to laugh is ir-
resistible, yet there’s nothing funny in the hat, nothing
amusing in the coat, nor anything comical in the boy, but all
together are irresistibly laughable. So in the pulpit, the
place for dignified manner, solemn and elevated themes, the
greab contrast between the place and anything trifling, ’gro-
tesque, or common, may excite mirth. The best of us laugh
to sée a ‘harmless, necessary cat,’ or a quiet, respectable
mouse move along through the church aisles. I saw an old
sexton once take a dog up and earry it out-of church in his
arms. The effect was very ludicrous. But I wonder why
they c}o make such a hue and cry now about white cravats.
I don’t see how those white cravats can hurt any hody. All
the objectlon_ I have to them is, they are so much trouble to
do up. I think they are certainly becoming. If a butcher
can wear his apron, a fireman his hat, a student his badge,
if a white cravat is worn at court in full dress, why can’t a
Iinister wear one in the pulpit? His office is certainly a
dignified one, if the man is what he ought to be—and then,
what fun they do make of those poor old puritans. What if
they were a little stiff and awkward ! 'We make £un of their
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“01d coats and hats, their stiff ways and ridiculous.notions,
their rush candles. We, enjoying the fruits of their sacri.
fices, sit by our blazing gas lights and make fun of their old
candles. With their toil-worn hands they wrought out the
garments of our independence, and made the cradle of lib-
erty for us to rock so lazily in, and they did it all well, toe, by
the feeble light of their despised candles. "If somo of these
good old puritans could stand by my table now, without b?-
g seen, and hear all this twaddle about the Bible, wouldn’s
they cry out chaff! chaff? Common sense has exploded!
What a braiuless age this is! There’s only a weak drop of
trath in this great-ocean of nonsense ! I belicve the whole
Bible is inspired from Genesis to Revelations. The moment

you begin to allow that one little part of the Bible is not in- -

spired, you drop one stitch..in your faith. °Tis like my
knitting ; just drop one stiteh in this inspiration, and the
whole faith hegins to unravel. All these smart progress
people begin to set up new foundations for themselves, and
" they get ever so many new stitches out of this unravelled
Bible. Some are dropping stitehes out of the Bible all the
time. They’ve ravelled it all out, and in making it over
~ they put such a new face on it, ripping and turning and
stretching it so, no one would know it. They make it all
over like a coat, till it suits every body’s style of thinking.
Dr. Bachune'says John never wrote the book of John. I
. wonder by what telegraph he got that news. Did ke get
that out of his pure reason, too ? “But Kate Howard said it
wasn’t Zis pure reason; it was Kant’s. We have so much
of mixed up reason, I am glad if some body has come out
with some pure reason. ¢ Kant’s Pure Reason,—Td like to
read that book. Kate Howard used to make the ‘doctor be-
lieve she did not know much, just to have him enlighten
per. One day she asked bim if all the beautiful young la-
. dies in old times were named Chloe. He asked her why.
She said all the love sonnets and poctieal eulogies written
by poets to women ghe had seen in the old English readers
and eyclopedias were addressed to Chloe. She. made him

think she believed all the Shetland wool with which she.

crochets her mats, was ebtained from the Shetland pony.
¢« Ab, indeed,’ said he, ¢ that must be a woolly horse.” Then
Dr. Bachune says 0 m’ueh: about Locke on the Understand.
~ing. I never liked that Locke for one thing he said, he must
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have Jocked up his understanding when he wrote that ¢ ery-
ing shouldn’t be ¢olerated among children.’

“ But didn’t Mr. Selwyn take Dr. Bachune up nicely ?
He looked like a minister. Dr. Bachune never said a word
more about inspiration. How beautifully Mr. Selwyn talked

- about those exceeding great and precious promises. I did
- really like that man ; he came out so boldly. The doctor

blushed up to his hair, and Mr. Vole looked so full, I ex-
pected every minute he would burst out laughing. He says
it was so pat—that i3 Aés word—if he likes any thing it is
pat. Where do they get all these words? But there's one
thing I never want to hear again; that is that three black
crow ‘story. Ignorant as I am, I koow that by heart.
These crows have erowed enough. I should think some
committee of geninses might scare up some thing that would
take the place of that crow story. But I must find out
about those miniatures. IP’ll get talking about relations,
¢te,, and P'll get around to it.  P’ll ask him how many 8is-
ters he has.”

Sure enough, at the tea table she did ask him, and he
dignifiedly replied : ““ I have no sisters, madam."

Some one, I have forgotten who, told me once that Mrs.
Kidwards was seen much oftener with the Bible in her hand,
after she found out that Mr. Selwyn was a minister.

Some how it did get around the table that Mr. Selwyn
was a clergyman, Mrs, Edwards couldn’t guess how it
got out.  One night she was alone in the parlor with Kate
Howard talking sociably, and after exciting Kate’s curiosity
to the highest piteh, she did tell her in * the strictest confl-

-dence *’ that one of her guests was a clergyman.

This set Kate to guessing, and very soon she guessed Mr,
Selwyn, because he was the only one at the table who hadn’t
at some time criticised clergymen rather sharply.

But first the seeret leaked out, then it was cut, and then
it spread all over. Mrs. Edwards had found out the fact
in such a sly way, she was uneagy lest it should get to Mr.
Selwyn’s ears, and he suspect that she was a prying, inquis-
itive, gossiping woman. ‘

She was old enough to have known long ago that sccrets
.are like books and umbrellas—nc one will keep them quite
as carefully as ourselves ; that by some kind of law, secrets,
like magnetic currents, ::ulwaya8 move in circles; you never

/
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can find the begioning or end of them-—that they always
spread as they diverge from the centre of information, and
the circles if not hyperdojas, are hyperboles. '

1t was too good to keep all alone, so Kate Howard only
mentioned it to Mr. Vole, and he promised faithfully ke
wouldn’t breathe a word of it; and if Mrs. Edwards had
gone round the circle like the old game of button, - button,
who’s got my button ?—=secret, secret, who’s got my secret ?
—it would be the answer in the play, * next door neighbor.”

There was no use in being provoked with Kate Howard ;
she had the best intentions and always looked so good-
natured, you couldn’t be angry with her ; she knew Mr. Vole
would never say any thing about it, of course he would never
speak of it, she had as much confidence in him as she had in
herself. | )

It rained one afternoon. Four ladies were in the parlor

chatting and crocheting, all except Charity Gouge, who was

always working muslin bands, or fixing up Lead-dresses or
discussing the morals and manners of the age. They had
been whispering some time, when Miss Charity spoke up.
“ Why don’t he preach if he’s a minister ? I don’t like to see
a watchman deserting the walls of Zion,” said she in her
solemn sentimental drawl, «“ but perhaps he’s married a rich
wife, and has the bronehitis, and can’t preach. It s strange

how these rich wives affect clergymen’s throats. I believe .

they that wait upon the Lord shall renew their strength,”
gald she in a solemn tone, o , ‘
“ It is a pity you Qidu't try a little of that yourself,”
said Miss Kate and her eyes twinkled mischievously. * You
are always complaining, it might renew your strength.”
Miss Charity was always quoting scripture, and she never
got it quite right either. She often spoke of that beautiful

verse in the Bible about ¢ that bourne from whence no trav-

eller returns.” :

~ “ Hush,” said Kate Howard, putting her finger on her lip,‘
_ % there comes Mrs, Kdwards, and she won’t hear 'a word .

¥

against Mr. Selwyn, she thinks he is perfeetion.’ :
« I haven't said any thing I'm ashamed of, nothing but the
truth,” said Miss Charity sittimg up very straight and look-
ing very dignified. ‘
“ Yes,” said Kate, ¢ but the truth isn’t to be spoken ont

at all times, we needn’t tell all we know.” N
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Mr. Vole often said it was teo bad to make a gouge out
of charity, he was always saying it was cold as charity, when
the thermometer was near zero, no matter how much his

~ prudent mother stepped on his toes, he would say it though

Charity sat opposite to him at the table and he knew hor
hearing was remarkably acute. 7

* Charity can never be to highly prized in this selfish
world,” he would say, as he recommended her to his young

gentleman friends, “ you know * Charity saffereth long and’
is kind. ” ©

CHAPTER XX,

CARLEYN'S TIGER IN A TRAP.

‘ Mr. James Vorz is sitting in Mr. Carleyn’s studio, wait.

;Pg for Mr. Carleyn to come in. He is humming over these
ines—
“1love sweet features ; I will own
That I should like myseif |
To see m{ portrait on a wall, '
Or bust upon a shelf;
But nature sometimes makes oue up
. _ Of such sad odds and ends,
It really might be quite as well
Hushed up among one’s friends.”

, Mr. Vole had never-had any likeness taken of himself—.
Illll: he was an only son and an only child, #o his mother said
she must have a portrait of James: something might hap-

_ pen, he was always running into danger, he might break his

neck yet, she must have a portrait.

So to gratify her, he had consented, and thi hi
sitting. He said ** in black” would suit b s
o st.gyle e a profile cut in black” would suit better
: He thought it would prove a tedious business, ‘but Car-
hqyn.had a way of making the time pass very agreeably to
lls sitters, and they were soon busily talking, and Mr. Vole
a rgost forgot that he was sitting for bis portrait.
I hea?d Mr. Trap say the other evening at the Acade-
:nyht'sf Design, Mr. Carleyn,” said Mr. Vole, ‘* that he took
0 himself some of the credit of shaping your destiny and

fame as & rising young man and artist.”
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I " ;1
« A rising young man means a great dea.l in his mouth.,
said%;;ﬂ;lgl,ysarc%stibally. « It is a favorite phrase of hlls.
He used to mean by it, one who by fraud, pettifogging, s'y
cunning, seeret reaching and over-reaching, gained m(:}n_ey:
lands. tenements and hereditaments ; one Whe, by Pd“'m'lth
himself snd others through a course of cunning asd ecetn "
climbed up at last to societgi;‘s goltéexla1 roof, and counte
e, his i asing pile of shining dollars. o
tll(f:%’{;l.lg ;;;?;;,,,‘hg Eontinued with no little feeling, _qu.]t(‘i
be » ragged, shivering, starving, shadowy, cruel destiny 1
had shaped it. ' ‘ L
he“ '_‘{‘h: W(]))rd‘shaped should never be abused by lips hkt?
bis—he never shaped anything. He has ‘knock}fd &)ut,h ;:,h
shape and symmetry every thing his hard hand ha
touched.

« My angel mother taught me when 2 little boy never to

s word when a kind one would do, and when an-
Z?;r E:oc;?imt a hundred before I spoke. T}ns rule I tried
° ‘]‘{ ?]?l?t;re is no art so badly learned, so. miserably prac-
tised, as that of finding fault. There is pot one man gn a
thousand who does it wisely, kindly or well—and he who 13
full of fauls himself is sure to be watching and xmgrgvling
chances for finding fault in others. He anticipates mista. t; ;
and scolds at a wrong before it is done : he 1s.always(si on o
starboard side of life, straining hig eyes to watch an sczh )
and scare and punish the least floating specks of wrlong ! ae
may be coming towards him, and to crush an insult etor
‘its seed is planted ; he's always gathering clouds to ge N.‘l?
a storm, when really the sky is quite comfortably clea’r. " d
John Trap was my guardian. I went from my mot‘xﬁer ls ind
care and consistent gentle influence, to John Trap’s house.

. I said to myself, boy as I was and ignorant of human na- '

sure, Mr. John Trap is 2 good lawyer, a successful praet}gal.

man—so he must have good judgment, Mr. Trap is an eda

" eated man; of course he is a .ge,nt!e.man-—dlgqlﬁed,l 03:11-.
' gistent, just, Mr. Trap has a fine position and a libera 'i)

cation—he is therefore a man of chaﬂra,eter, and 'I, a8 ﬂa oy,

will acquire some charaeter by being inder his influence

and watching his example; and I already began to think of .

ili ly ex-
him as a type of manly nobility and a model of manly
Q;[ll}enee. y{\)loreover he was a -person of fine external ap-
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pearance, I had often thought as I had seen him standing in
a erowd. -
. “ I went to live with him. He was at first pleasant, then
civil, and then decent; at last the natural man came out,
and he acted himself. I looked at him with wonder and
astonishment. He often scared me through and through.
Sometimes he would lavish his most complimentary epithets
upon me, but if I chanced o be out in the evening three
minates later than half past nine, he would blow me all the
way up the two pair of stairs, and I could hear his voice in
low thunder dying away in faint echoes after I had closed
‘and locked my door.

“ If-once in two years he had to get up and let me in, for
he never would let me take a night key—if the great John
Trap were really thus disturbed, he would get into a terri-
ble rage ; he couldn't have been more excited if his wifo
had been shot, his child stolen, or his persounal property car.
ried off by burglars.

“1 was scared at first, but at last I learncd to despise the
man who had so little control over himself. I used to com-
fort myself with the thought that as I was not his wife or
child, my life-lease with him would soon expire.

“ He seemed to think these ¢ little peculiarities’ of his ali

- right—only a part of his dignity and greatness, and now he

really boasts of shaping my destiny.

“ I think he Zas excrcised an influence upon my life. I
learned while with him to suspect, to mistrust. Let a bo
be deceived once, and he will soon lose some of his faith in
human nature. His overbearing tyrannical insolence awoke
feelings in me. which I knew not before that I possessed.

“All the indignant manhood within me was aroused. I felt

at times as if I would like to see’ him punished by some
despotic power for so outraging all sense of honor and jus-
tice. T had such a strong dislike of -his stormy, passionate
manner, that I had a perfect horror myself of ever being in
a passion and losing my sclf-control. He would seize upon
some little mistake or accident, and scold, and seold about
it, in every possible shape of scolding ; and if at last the
individeal scolded defended himself, he would reprove him
for getting so excited about such little things, He was al.
ways sticking pins into his friends, ‘and then abusing them

~ for feeling so nervous and hurt, and making such a fuss,
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“ If there was any cross in you, he knew how to bring it
out. The cat wis more quiet, and hid away from his coming
feet, Little John Trap hushed his pluy and sat quietly in
the corner, and Mrs. Trap went fidgetting around for fear
some of those little accidents so often occurring ° in the best
regulated families,” might disturb John's always raffled
~mood, and bring down his thundering anathemas about

¢ confonnded carclessmess,’ and ¢ shocking forgetfulness,’

showering right and left his complimentary epithets of ras-

eal, scoundrel, villain, scamp, sneak and fool. _

“ He used to go through the house with a spiritual hammer,
hunting out the least corners in character, and knocking
them off with sundry flourishes, while he himself is hard zll
over ; he himself is all corners, and cannot pass through any
circle of people without' hitting somebody’'s views, unless
they dodge him. = He is not a man—he is an animated ham-
mer ; but if anybody suspect him, aceuse him, insult him in
the least infinitesimal degree—if they show any spunk to
him, why he can’t tolerate their impudence. He’ll put
them through-—he'll give them a thump and a blow, a curse
and a growl. He has a patent right to be ugly—a copy-
right secured from his father the Devil, as somebody wick-
edly said. ~ If any of his servants chanced to follow their
own inclinations—treat themselves to a litile ease, comfort,
- or pleasure, if they showed any spirit, he wounld growl and
curse, so'incensed he would get. Who has a right to be
- ugly but he ? He never forgets an injury or indignity done
to his infallible ugliness-—and if a man’s conduet don’t suit
him, how he wishes he could give him a kick or a few
ghakes. + . - - . I ‘ '

“ If there were a few more guch traps sprung in this lower
world, we wouldn’t have to go to the Ravels for representa-
tion of Pandemonium. When his wife married him, she
- put he? conseience in purgatory. To keep him well out of
growling, she must be all the time in that intermediate
state between right and wrong.  If he does come home and
find a peg out, or an accident happened, it is all because the
girl has not been blown up .enough—he’d like to put her
- through a course of sprouts. His stentorian volee is
enough to arouse the dead, and he thinks his voice far pre-
ferable to a hundred bells or speaking tubes. If he calls,
poor old Bridget’s dry bones must quickly stir, or he'll

I3
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give her a loud essay on slowness. He tells her often her
memory is about as long as her nose. He says half & dozen
times a day, she is'a fool. e always says, if she does not
come when he calls, that she is counting her beads or say-
ing her prayers. He was born with the idea that, of course,
people ought to know what’s what, and to do it, and not
make a “’twill do’ of every thing. . .

“I wish there was a law against thisfinding fault, except
under certain limitations and restrietions; for instance : no
harsh fault finding more than ten times a day by the same
person. [ wish there was some clause in the constitution,
by which these pounding, thumping, aggravating, irritating,
blowing up, knocking down, roeky characters, could be put
on spiritual limits. e

“ Little impuisive, angry children, can be spanked and -
shut up, and punished in sundry ways, but these' grown up
human tigers are lawlessly at large, trampling down green
leaves of sympathy, crushing fragrant flowers in woman's
heart ; insulting and ruthlessly Kkilling with their caustie
words, and fieree red-hot invectives, all the .freshness and
beauty of innocent and light-hearted childhood.

« Mr. Trap actually expects his child to be vastly more
self-controlled, better behaved, milder, qnicter than he,
with his mature reason, and enlightened judgment ever is.
Why, if Joln Trap comes home in one of his tiger moods,
the child is actually afeaid to say boo. T have seen the child
after one of his father’s unnatural shakes, look up with appeal-
ing tearful eyes to some invisible Help—as if to say, 'I
never heard of such things ia the land from whence I came,’
and Mrs. Trap goes around all day and every day, with an
ache in her heart.  * Oh, dear I she whispers as she kneels
at night by his little bed ; * Oh, dear, my boy—my bright
beautiful boy ean never be a christian if ke watches and
imitates his earthly father. |

_‘“ Her life is a martyr’s—the child is her child—and that
liger is her husband, a queer kind of a guardian he is, to
love, cherish, protect a child precocious in mind, in heart—
and a woman, all heart, sensibility and refinemont, and then
she thinks how a few brief years ago, he sat by her side, an

- importunate, ardent lover, with his soft low words, so skill-

fally modulated ; and he would like her still as mueh as he
with-his fierce nature can like, if she would let him be as ugly
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as he chooses ‘to his child and dependants. What is it to her
“how he treats others, if he uses ker well. '
- “Two years I lived at his house, and I wouldn’ trust a
cat in his hands, even a * harmless, necessary ' cat. ,
. *“Mr. Douglass is a lawyer, too, but he is the soul of
honor. I would rather be Mr. Douglass’s cat than Mr,
Trap’s wife, and 1 would far rather be a parish mouse than
‘John Trap’s child. '

“T lived with him two years, and now I would be choked
if T had to breathe the same air with him. Inever knew aman
before, that I wanted to cage up in iren bars until ke would
promise in the presence of witnesses, to be good and: keep
the peace. I have seen him when angry, look at his wife
as if he would swallow her ; and his child, as if he would
annthilate him. ~ ' '

* When he gets enraged, the least thing excites him. I
believe he would face a whole regiment of angels, and tell
them to go to thander.  If I see a man get in a rage once, I
never like him as well afterwards; bat if he getsin a rage
habitually, I haven’t a shadow of respect for him. °

.« Ifyou will come into my studio alone some time, I will

show you the portrait of Mr. Trap in one of thege stormy
moods. I call it Tiger. I wouldn’t have him see it for any
-thing. . Dawn is my ideal of sweetness and 'gentleness, but
Tiger is the opposite node of humanity, its lowest ebb of de-
pravity, I think the two pictures a startling contrast,
Were a stranger to see the portrait of Trap, I should eall it
to him Midnight, but I always think of it as Tiger, a human
tiger. : o o

- * All the little property left by my mother in Mr. Trap’s
hands I lost. He pretended he had charges against my
father’s estate for law services. He presented a long bill

of costs ; it took all the property to cancel it, but I shouldn’t

like him any better as a man if he had made me a present
of several thousands, instead of explaining away my little all
~-~t0 which I believe I wag justly entitled - '

“ When he talks of sympathy, I always feel as if the word
wag abused. I have heard it reported that in Nova Zembla
and in Greenland men’s words are frozen in the air, and are
pever heard until a thaw. " I am sure in the congealing at-
mosphere of John Trap’s soul, words of sympathy are alisays
Jrozen, and are never heard, unless in some January thaw,

b Y T

WU 0L | RO
St S e g M A S g

NEPENTHE, 177

- when they fall on the ear cold, chilling and disagreeable, and

never steal on the heart in gentle, genial April benedictions,

« While studying law Mr. Trap taught school. Over the
door was printed in large letters, ‘ English and Classical
school! Those who lived near eould frequently hear sup-
pressed cries, sobs and moans. It was Trap's habit to
beat with a rattan the hand of any boy who missed four an-
swers in geography. The reverberations of the heavy blows
could be distinetly heard in the neighboring houses, and the
sound was occasionally varied by the sharp tones of Trap’s
coarse voice. One of his scholars is a man now. I finished
his portrait last week, and he can’t mention Trap’s name
with calmness. He said he knew his geography perfectly in
the morning when he left home, but so poor was his mem-
ory, and so great his dread of Trap’s rattan, he was sure to
miss. He dreaded going to school, He said som: of the
boys locked on in shuddering sympathy, and others ac-

. quired coarseness of feeling and brutality as they watched

this human tiger a¢ he cudgelled some mother's carefully
reared and ingenuous boy. What taste for kuowledge such
a man inspires! What true nobility of character fosters.
This old scholar of Trap’s says if Trap went to Heaven, he
was sure he never wanted to go there; and the very name
of school is hateful to him since he first attended Trap's
English and Classical school. I often wish I could find
some Nepenthe to enable me to forget all those weary, un-
happy hours of my life at Trap’s.

“ But what is to become of all these fault-finding John
Traps in Heaven, if any of them ever squeeze in there?
They may find some little claim to steal in by. If they get
in Heaven, it seems as if they would need a little extension-
room done off on purpose for them. If I had known ouly
such men as John Trap, I should think the world a very
wicked world—but I have seen and known Douglass and
Selwyn. Douglass is a conscientious lawyer.. There is
need enough for more such—and Mrs. John Trap is a real
Chrigtian. What a match that was' There was a terrible
loss in that wedding. Mrs. Trap would make any upright
and reasonable man happy, but ice and sunshine might as
well be wedded as Mr. Jobn Trap and she. What does
make such scamps get such lovely wives ?” '

“I met an old lady the otheg night,” said Mr. Vole, *“ who
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“told me she had helped you in your early career. She
thought you took a different turn while with her. She was
glad things had shaped around so that you have made out
well after all.” - | _

“ I know who that old lady is,” said Carleyn, with a mis-
chievous twinkle in his eye. * She is always: talking about
things * shaping round.’ She wears green ribbon on her

“bonnet, earries a reticule, always looks over her spectacles,
and says, ‘ I hope you are well.” She always smiles, and
such a'smile I never saw on any other face. Her name is
Miss Prudence Potter. I used to called her Aunt Prudence
when I went to school to her in the couniry. She taught
me t6 pronounce every syllable in Con-stan-tfi-no-ple dis-
tinetly, to dot all my ¢'s and cross every £, repeat verbatim,
. the busy bee,” and ‘unfading hope,” and *full many a
flower,” and write without blot in my copy-book, ¢ many men
of many minds, many birds of many kinds.” Proverbs in-
numerable fell from her lips. She tried to make me repeat
without pausing or stammering, the whole shorter catechism,
as she kept me standing on a crack, till I wished the cate.

- chism had been shorzer. She had an odd way of explaining
the Bible. She used to say to us little boys she wanted to

make us understand the plan of salvatign. "She was always

talking about that. : ‘ : :
"¢ She had an old blue pitcher with a long established
crack in the handle and a piece out of the end of the spout.

One day when we had school up stairs, while the school- -

room below was being fixed, she sent me for some water. I
started with this pitcher in my hands. Istepped on a stone
"at the top stair, and slipped all the way down stairs, landing
at the bottom with bruised shoulders and aching side, almost
breaking my neck, but with unharmed pitcher. Miss Pru-

dence, hearing the noise, came out and screamed at-the top

of the stairs, * Mercy, Frank ! have you broken THAT PITCH-
ER ¥ ‘No,’ said I, ‘but I wish I had.” Whenever I think
of the terrible risk of that contemptible old pitcher, I give
an indignant grunt, and still T say ‘but I wish I had.
During my first attempt at pioture taking she used to say,
‘ Now, Frank, don’t you-think you might better never
thought of making pictures? Don’t you think it's kinder
foolish for you to try? I /hope you'll suceeed, but I'm
afraid you’'ve mistaken your calling; and then if you are
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going to do anything in the world to get beforehand, you
know it is time for you to set about it And then she'd
take her knitting and go off to spend the afternoon with
aunt Sally, and they would talk me all over, and both sigh
and groan over Frank, and shake their wise heads, and wish
he might do well, but if he had only taken some regular
business, or even learned a good trade, he might save up a
little and settle down in life, « Settle down in life? Isn’t
that a phrase |. ¢ Settle down! ‘1 don’t want to settle
down,’ I used to say, ‘ I want to rise higher,’ and when the
first picture was done, and well done, the first hand to grasp
my own with cordial cheer was a stranger’s; while Aunt
Prudence still said, * Well now, Frank, think of .all it's cost
you! How much time yon've taken, and how little bread

‘and butter it has brought you. You:might have had a few

acres all cleared by this time, and a snug house and a barn

‘on it, and a cow and a pig of your own.’

“ But that picture. 1 couldn’t tell her how it cleared
away acres of obstacles on my onward path, how the trouble-
some brushwood, hitherto mountain high around me, burned
up and vanished away, and an. Inward voice, stronger than
all Miss Prudence's loudest repetition of ¢ A bird in the hand -
is worth two in the bush,’~—louder than all her pitiful
* Mercieg | urged me on, and my heart said, ‘This is the
way, walk ye in it."” I never shall forget Prudence’s last
adviece to me when I left home to come to the eity. < Well,
said she, ‘ Frank, you are sure of a good living on the farm,
you'd better “ let well enough alone.” ’ O, said I, * Aunt
Prudence,

* The better never gshonld grow weary,
But always think of better and fulfill it

*High, inacaessible, let all my life
Be o continual aiming at that mark’’

“ ¢« ¥rank,’ said she, looking over spectacles and shaking
her head, ¢ you'll find, after fiddling away your time awhile,
that this poetry, like love, is all fof de.rol.’

“ But,” said Carleyn, “ I have been successful beyond my
highest expectations. Orders have come to me from all
quarters. But if you'll come in to-morrow, I'll show you my
tiger—a ¢ Tiger in a Trap.) ” ' j
What a jubilee there would be if all the fanlt-finders
could be banished for one year! What bounding hearts
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and beating pulses! What elastic steps—~what sunshiny

homes—what active Bridgets! How the doctor’s shadow

on the hearthstone would grow small by degrees, and the
nurse’s attentions beautifully less. What a fall there would
be in the price of pills and powders, blisters and plasters!
Wouldn't the little folks have a grand time for once——talk

and laugh as loud as they want, without being interrupted,

- at cach new burst of fun, with * Johnny, I'm. surprised !’

Wouldn’t they play stage-coach and rail-road with the chairs,

build houses with old books, hunt up unmolested all the old
strings to play horse with? Wouldn't they laugh right

out, even at the table, if they felt very funny ? And ifany
great pleasure excited them, wouldn’t they hop around en-
thusiastically, and tell about it, without anybody’s exclaim- -

ing, * Don’t holler so, Johnny—we are not all deaf! and
have always to be told ** that little children should be seen
and not heard.”' These little boys are kicked |and cuffed
aroumﬂ lze.ca,use they are.ouly boys, and if they stand still to
see what is going on, they are told th 1 i

i tho way gowng y are to ey are always getting

Trouble kills, yes it kills, it stabs, it pierces! Many

mortal headaches are brought on by finding fault—many =
disease, baffling the  doctor’s skill, many a valuable life
ended, many a heart broken, many a widow shrouded in
weeds, many an orphan wandering motherless, through find-

ing fault. Yet who ever heard of its doing anybody any

good? - Who knows how fall of sorrow the heart already is?
Who knows if their finding fault may not add the overflow-
ing-drop ? | S o

Hath ever human chronicle recorded one consumptive
cured, one headache soothed, heart healed, hope brightened,
hf? lengthened, or criminal reformed, by finding fault ?

Tis poison, sure and slow, administered in homeopathic
,d_oseg, ho\?.r by hour, to suffering, jaded humanity, the effect
stealing like small doses of arsenic in the framework of the
heart, and-making life intolerable. c

Many a person can do nothing but find fault. It is a
habit—a passion ; but when the last mortal lips are sealed,
t]?e_last'.mortal eyes closed; the last heart stilled, may those
divine lips say to many a scolded, stricken, yet redeemed
spirit, “ Neither do I condemn thee, go and sin no more.”
How can we kneel at the eternal throne, and ask forgive-

;
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ness for our ceaseless sinning, if we cannot utter, from hum.

‘ble hearts, that most beauntiful of all petitions, * Forgive us

our trespasses, as we forgive those who trespass against us.”
While we harshly chide another for little fanlts, can wo not
read this startling thesis on the door of conscience, *“ For if
ye forgive not men their trespasses, neither will your
Heavenly Father forgive you your trespasses.”

7 CHAPTER XXIL

NEPENTHE ON EXHIBITION.

« Oh la belle, 1a noble destines d'avancer toujours vers la perfection,

gans rencontrer jamais le terme de ses progres.”—ANGILLON.
. L

Evervnopy went to the Academy of Design that year, and
g0 of course Miss Charity Gouge went. She was' growing
very near-sighted. She was armed with eye-glass, bouques

‘and curls, and looked as well as she could in her youthful

pink hat and stylish velvet mantilla. She always wore white
kids, and if possible a green dress. She had a green moire
antique, a green brocade, & green cashmere robed, every-
thing was green to suit her taste.

Mr. Vole said, * Charity always looked green. Every-
body knew you ecouldn’t see much of charity out in the world,
80 it conldn’t be used to the ways of society.”

Mr, Vole was always punning—he couldn’t help it. Many
of his puns were very good and bright. Nobody who knew
%;im could help liking him. Nobody ever got angry with

im. .

Miss Charity, Miss Kate Howard, and Mrs. Edwards were
standing before one picture.

Since Selwyn’s visit to the studis, Carleyn had painted
another ideal, more beautiful than Dawn. No description
of ours can do it justice. One must stand before it to feel
the magic of its beauty, and breathe the spell of its loveli-
ness, It was the gem of the Academy, and everybody stop-
ped before it, as if enchanted, The picture was in the first
igallery, and was marked ¢ Nepenthe, No. 126, F. H. Cur-

eyn, ALY
- It was the graceful figure of a maiden. All but the faco

k.
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seetned shrouded in a misty veil. The tearless eyes-looked
forward as if in eager expectation into the clear blue sky,
.. mantling with the first blush of sunrise. In her right hand
she held a goblet, sparkling with diamonds. A radiang
aureola erowns the brow of the maiden, while around the.
brim of the goblet play wreathing circles of dazzling light.
The robe is girded by a rainbow, and a rainbow spans the
aureola over her head. She stands on the shore of a raging

sea, yot the turf beneath her feet is sown with emeralds and

enamelled with hearts' ease, and before her rests in inno-

cenice a snowy dove ; behind her, are mountains of angry

elouds, which her left hand, slight and delicate as it seeus,
presses baek ; beneath the clouds rolls and rages a stormy
sea, dashing its angry waves against the trail of her robe,
whose folds in front are bordered with amaranthine light.
She seems forgetful, of the angry clouds and raging sea, as
she gazes intently into the sunlight beyond, while from the
ruby seroll around the goblet, fiash in erimson and carmine
glory the letters of the magic word, * Nepenthe.”

You couldn’t eatch Miss Gouge in any ignorance. If she
didn’t know what a thing meant, she would put on a wise
face, and keep very silent, and go‘ho_me{ and look in the Dic. -
tionary, or find out in some other sly way. She never:
would ask.any one to enlighten her ignorance.” But Kate
Howard stood looking at the picture, and at the name on the’
seroll, with a puzzled expression in her face, as if she knew,
. and yet she didn’t know what was the real design of the

artist. Mr. Vole came up and stood before the picture, and
she turned and said, - :

“Mr: Vole, who is Nepenthe ? Wags there ever such a
person ? The picture is all sunshine and beauty defore, and
- shadow and storm behind. It means something—I'm sure
I don’t know, I'm such a little dance.”

““ Nepenthe is a remarkable and expressive word——most
comprehensive, most significant,” said Mr. Vole, standing
as erect as possible, straightening his collar, adjusting his
cravat, and clearing his throat, and imitating exactly Doctor
Bachune's wise manner and labored eaunciation. * Nepen-
the is a Greek word, or rather a compound of two Greek
words, ne, not, and penthos, grief, . There is a kind of magiq
potion, mentioned by Greek and Roman poets, which was
supposed to make persons forget their sorrows and misfor-

, the past.
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tunes. We moderns,” he added, with another throat-clear-
ing, «“ we moderns use it figuratively, to express a remedy.”

“ A second Daniel, a second Daniel,” said Kate, laughing,
“ much obliged to you, doctor; you have very lucidly en-

" Jightened the fathomless profundity of my incomparably

opaque ignorance. I was partially aware that it was some.
thing resembling forgetfulness, but I cherished only an
adumbrant idea of the real intent of the meaning of the
artist’s design, in the uniquely original and mysteriously
marvellous conception. How much more significant the

word Nepenthe than Lethe—

By whose bright water's magic stream,
I oft would rest and gladly dream,
That blest oblivion's pall were cast,
O'er all my sad and troubled past.

But I'd rather have one quaff of this Nepenthe, than the
whole river of Lethe, I could drink Nepenthe and count
over my old joys. Very fow of us would like to forget all

For while our thoughts we backward cast,
We'd grateful be for joy-gemmed past.

Kate knew Mr, Vole never puzzled his head much about
the Greek of a thing, and she guessed he’d been asking
gomebody some guestions; but assuming his natural tone
again he said, “ The picture is really full of meaning; that
goblet containing the Nepenthe is made of diamonds, and
scrolled with ruby, because these are the most precious of
stones, and Nepenthe would be the most valued of potions
could we obtain it. The most highly prized varieties of ruby
are the crimson and carmine, so you notice these shades in the
scroll. The figure stands on the turf enamelled with heart’s
eage, and the dove is in front, to show that when sorrows
and sins are forgotten, our souls might rest in heart’s ease and
innocence, while our life would be girdled and spanned over
by the rainbow promise, that sorrow should overwhelm us
no more, and with tearless eyes as we hold this precious cup
we could ever be looking out for the sunrise of dawning
hopes and the culminaling of rising joy, while as with the
touch of a light hand we could press behind us billows and
clonds.” :

“ I wish, Miss Kate,” said Mr. Vole, sadly, *“ some of this

, ‘
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old Greek poetry were true. I'd give myright arm,” he added,
¢ for dne good drink of this Nepenthe, Then my sins and
troubles would be in the circle of perpetual occultation ; and
my spirits would be as far from the pole of depression as any
true elevating joy is now above my life’s horizon. My past
sorrows form a circle of perpetual apparition. They are
ghosts, spectres, visible spirits.” 4 ‘

“ Why, Mr. Vole,” said Kate, suddenly, “ X Lt‘nought' you

never had any sober thoughts.”

“T do sometimes,” said he, * when I read some poem or -
P )

see a picture like this. I've been here every day for a week

to look at this picture. I never had a sober thought in my

head until I heard & sermon on self-denial, some years ago,

and I will candidly say there hasn’t been a day since, that it

- hasn’t come into my mind. It was a sermon by Prof.
‘Hernry.” ] ‘

“I don’t see much in ¢hat picture,” said Miss Gouge, look-
ing up to them as they were talking. ‘“ Who is- Carleyn? I
never heard of him before; he can’t be much of an artist of
any note.” - '

“ T heard of him,” said Mrs. Edwards, * where T first saw

~ you, Miss Gouge, in that little village, where we spent the
summer, 'twas twelve years ago last June. I remember a

friend of yours telling me that evening we were together, at

a party where they had such a gay time, that you had just

come of age, and you were going to travel. 'Who’d think it

was so long since then—and Mrs, Edwards was there with me
then, and you and he danced together, and young Carleyn, he
was a meré boy then, said you were the belle of the even-
ing. . :
t Frank I think his mother called him, was then a boy of
fourteen. IHe was handsome and diffident. He made a good
deal of talk in the neighborhood even then. I never saw
finer eyes, and his hair was black and glossy—he had a pale
face. I've often thought that some souls get into the wrong

bodies, bodies that were never made for them, bui Carleyn’s

soul and body were made for each other, they fit nicely;
some clergyman said of him, when he was about nineteen,
-he was too handsome to be 2 Christian, but that was a fool-
ish speech I think.

« His father tried to make a farmer of him, but the boy
would steal off after flowers, or sit down on the river’s bank

I
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and watch the shadows of the trees in the water. He would
make a picture of evéry pretty thing he saw;. and they say
there was not a chip on his father’s farm that bad not a face
or eyes, nose, or mouth on it.- He couldn’t make a farmer
of him because he wouldn’t stick to it, so he sent him off to

make him a clerk—but before he knew it, he’d be tuking

pictures of his fellow clerks all over the ledger. His em-
ployer sent word to his fathér that the boy’s mind was evi-
dently not on that business ; so Frank came home again and
they tried to make a tailor of him, but that wouldn’t do.

* One day his father called him to go on an errand, but
he was nowhere ‘to be found.—so he went up softly into
Frank’s room, and there was Frank finishing off his mother’s
portrait. It was really a wonderful likeness, though done
with rough materials. The surprised father went down
stairs and into his field again, and never said a word—but it
wasn’t long before he had Ais portrait taken.

* His mother died when he was guite young, in that little
cottage at the foot of the mountain. I remember just how
it looked wheun I used to ride by, and stop at Timothy Ti-
tus’s, and that was long before Ernest Titus died.

“ If Frank’s mother could only have lived to have known
of her son’s celebrity ; but she knew before he died that he
would surely be an artist, and she helped him all she could.
Before she died he had sent a painting on to some exhibi-
tion, and he got a prize for it. She knew he would succeed,
and she taught him early to fear God. He is said to be as

- eonscientious as he is gifted, which is a rare thing in these

days.

-X *Tis a false notion which people have, that genius must
be erratie ; but it is too true that many of this class are not
practical Christians. Yet it is a great mistake to say that
devoted piety is not found combined with great ability. [
know it is a rare combination, and I acknowledge great
reverence for a man who is a true Christian, and great and
gifted too. If a man becomes distinguished, he is too apt

~ to he so conceited that it sticks out all over him.”

“This picture,” said Kate Howard, ‘* is unlike anything
in the whole exhibition. Carleyr says it is the only picture

-he has taken which suits him at all, and he really couldn’t

have had a better name for it. If it were the face of a real
woman, she might feel highly complimented on becoming so
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- celebrated——and if it is an ideal, it does seem as if he must
have caught the expression from some living face.”

* I never shall forget,” said Mrs. Edwards, “how that
proud Mrs. Pridefit treated Carleyn’s mother when she was
in the country—as if she was of no account. Mrs. Pridefit

" was full of her high notions, and now she has had her por-
trait taken by Carleyn, and is rather proud of it too.”

“Yes,” said Kate, ““ I have heard that Mrs. Pridefit quite
ignored that little unpretending Mrs. Carleyn, while .in the
country.” . )

* Now that he has become a celebrated artist all the girls
are setting their caps for him,” said Mrs. Edwards. ¢ Flo-
rence Elliott is really in love with him.” .

“ Hush !’ whispered Kate, with her finger on her lip—
“ there he is now, and that is Florence Elliott by his side.
She always has a bevy of gentlemien around her. I have
seen him here three times this week.” ‘

“1 don’t see anything very beautiful about /ker,” said

Miss Gouge, opening as wide as possible her very small
eyes and raising her glass. “Her eyes are too large. I
never admired her style of beauty—it is unfeminine.”
“ All the gentlemen admire her,” said Kate, mischiev-
ously. o :
“ There isn’t one gentlemen in a hundred who is any
judge of female beauty,” said Charity. .
“ Well,” said Kate, *I hope Mr. Carleyn will suit him-
self. If he likes Miss Elliott, I'm satisfied. You don’t of-
ten find a couple where both are egually agreeable. You'll
often see 2 man that is cross as a bear, and 2 woman gentle

as an angel. Carleyn would certainly make a good hus-

band. His friends seem to like him as well as the world.
There are many prizes in life's lottery, and some people are

always drawing them. Florenco Elliott may be one of these
fortunate oncs. -

“I have heard that she has said she never failed in any |

thing she undertook—but no matech suits everybody. But
who i that tall; hollow-eyed woman looking 'so steadily at
that picture ? She looks as if some new idea had dawned
upon her mind—-and she is muttering, too : do look at her !

don’t she look queer ? She is the only plainly dressed wo-
man here.” '

* Oh, she is nobody,” said Miss Chn,rity Glouge, going on |

L "
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with the conversation. “ I am sure I don’t want Carleyn
myself. I never would marry a genius ; but as he is a pro-

-fessor, and has in the eyes of the world set his heart on di-

vine things, and renounced its pomps and vanities, he must
of course seck first the kingdom of heaven. I don’t sece
how his conscience or Christian vows can ever allow him to
marry such a light-minded, frivolous girl as that coneeited,
intolerable Florence Elliott.”

¢ Such men often do marry those who are not professing
Christians,” said Kate mischievously, “ and for myself, I
would rather live with some agreeable sinners, as you call
them, than some erabbed Christians.”

“ The direetions of the Bible are very "explicit on that
point,” said Miss Charity. ¢ ‘ Be not conformed to the
world, be not.unequally yoked together with unbelievers.’
I have had reason to think much on this subject from my
own experience, but I am thankful that grace enabled me to
keep firm.” . )

Kate smiled—she was thinking of what Mr. Vole said
about the gentlemen always trying to get rid of the demands
of charity. : ' ) .

“ But do see that impudent beggar woman,”’ said Miss
Gouge. “ She has actually stepped on my dress. Just see
what a horrid spot of mud this is, and every thing spots this
dress—even water. I wish there'were some law to keep off
these troublesome beggars ; they are so annoying they ought-
not to be allowed to go at large. There are so many benev-
olent associations for their relief, none of them need suffer ;
and then they can surely be made comfortable in the poor-
house. For wmy part I would have no objection to going
there myself, if Providence should see fit to deprive me of
my present resources, and I should be contented in any sit.
uation in which He thought proper to place me.”

“T couldn't,” said Kate frankly ; ““as I now feel I should
be a most miserable being if I were poor. It does very
well for you, Miss Charity, so richly clad and luxuriously
fed, with plenty of money in the hank to pay to-day's debts,
and buy to-morrow’s comforts, to talk about being contented
in poverty., Poverty looks very differeat to you, as you
look at it with your glass, through draperied windows, from

~ What it would jf you were hungry and barefooted, walking.
‘the streets with no home in prospect but that ¢ comfortable
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poorhouse. As to the poorhouse, ¢distance lends enchant.
ment to the view' of that mansion of contentment, that safe
and respectable retreat for homeless panpers—where, if
Providence should mark out the way, so many affluent la-
dies say they should be so grateful and willing to go and be
providéd for. I know they don’t mean it—their aristocratic
heads1 could not, without murmur, pass under those lowly
ortals. : ‘
P I have often wished I could give the world one good
shake, just for a week or so, and see these contented mil-
lionaires and miserable paupers change places. There

wonld be far more groans and growls in that comfortable

~ poorhouse than you’ll hear in any respecetable asylum for
lunatics in a month,” -

“ 1 know,” said Miss Charity, * that I have learned with
the apostle, “in whatsoever state I am, to be content.’ I

‘don’t think poverty the worst evil that can befall one. I
know I could follow the leadings of Providence—but most.

all poverty is brought on by idleness.”

* Yes,” said Kate, in a low tone, “ it is always idleness;
so the rich say as they fold their lazy hands, and lisp out
with indolent tongues, ‘ ’tis nothing but idleness—they de-
serve it.’ a '

% Aye !idleness ! the rich folks never fail
To find some reagon why the poor deservy
‘Their migeries,”
¢ Yes,” muttered Miss Charity, drawing her mantilla
closely around her, and holding more tightly her well-filled
purse in which was the whole amount of her last year’s annu-
ity in solid gold—* it is astonishing how little we can get
along with if we only think o, and these poor people need
very little. The real wants of life are very few,” thought
she, as she entered a large store to purchase a new opera
glass—for hers was a little less elegant than the one she
had seen Mrs. Elliott have, and she fancicd she would like
one of that sort. She also purchased a new breakfast set,
“of jewelry, ear.rings, sleeve buttons and brooch. * How
economical I am getting,” thought shesas she gathered up
the folds of her velvet dress, which was of the heaviest and
costliest material. ' ‘ ‘

.
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CHAPTER XXII

MADAME FUTURE.

Frorexce ELLior reads in the morning paper :

N ASTONISHING ASTROLOGER—Mapam Furune.~This highly gified lady is
A_ the seventh daughter, and was born with a gift to tell the past, present

© and future events of life. All who wish n speedy marriage, may call soon an

gee her invoke the powers of her wonderful science. She will tell you alt you
wish to know, even your very thoughts, and show you the likeness of your in-
tended husbznd. She has just returned from Europe, where she had unparal-
leled succese. No charge if not satisfied.’’

Florence Elliot was soon at the office of the far-famed and
learned Madam Future. The room was dimly lighted, and
quite heavily draped in black, and the light fell rather on
the face of Florence than on the astrologer, gipsy, magician,
or whatever she was. She was closely veiled.

¢ Lady, do you want your fortune told 7"’ said she, ad-
dressing Florence.

“ You advertised, and to amuse an idle hour 1 have come.
(Curiosity drew me hither. Can you read the future ? Here
is my hand,”” said Florence, as she held out her small, deli-
cate, jewelled hand, and a piece of gold.

“ I see nothing in your hand--no destiny—there are not
many crosses there,”’ said the woman. “ Fortune favors
you—you were born rich—your will die rich, You are an
only child. You have been, until recently, the only young

- person living in that house. Your father was killed in

battle. Your were born on Southern soil. That accounts
for your blood and temperament, as hot as the climate.
Only a week ago you.stood by the mirror, and you said to
yourgelf, * I am young and beautiful, my hair is glossy, my
eyes are bright, my lashes long and heavy, my form is sym-
metrical, and my step elastic, But one thing I must have.’
With all these charms, you are not happy. I see it in your
restless eye, flushed cheek and impatient step. I see it as.
you walk in the street, and when you promenade Broadway
80 often at three o’clock. "One image sits at your heart—
one form hovers in your dreams—one hope is burning in
your life, and one fear tortures you lest that hope be not
gratified.” - :
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- She took her glass, looking in it awhile, and muttering.
At length she speaks: :

* I watched your star; It has been slowly rising, clear
and bright, climbing up the western sky. I turn the glass,
and far off in the dim distance, I see a little pale star. From
the western sky it rises, appears clear and bright, disap-
pears, pales and vanishes. That little star appears again,

. slowly rises, and follows in your path.”

' Tell me, witch, wizard, sybil, whatever you are, is that

a star of magnitude 7 Is it a meteor only to fade, a planet

to wander, or will it be a fixed star in my path ?”

* What is your path, lady 2" '

*“ That is for you to tell,” said Florence. ‘L came not
here to reveal, but to learn.” T

““ The future is always veiled. I can only see it through
misty clounds and shadowy oitlines. 1 can sece but one ob-
stacle in your path that must be crushed. I cannot tell you
now the end—come again, and I will cast your horoseope

more fully.”

** Have you no charms 7 said Florence.

I have nothing to canse love. Your charms are already

all-sufficient, but even these I can heighten. You shall be-
come radiantly beautiful, as beautiful as an artist’s dream.”

Florence started. Did this strange woman really know

that the dream of her life was of an artist ?

“ No man is insensible to- personal beauty,” said the wo-
man, geing behind a curtain, and bringing out a vial, saying,
‘ This is no love charm, no spell, but this I give you shall
heighten your already peerless beauty., I will give it you
in minute doses. It is a tonic and alterative—is sometimes
given by oriental physieians, and is remarkable for its won-
derful influence upon the skin. I call it Hidri. It may be
swallowed daily for years, and no harm be done. It willgive

- plumpness to the figure, clearness and softness to the skin,

beauty and freshness to the complexion. It will improve
the breathing, so that steep heights can be easily climbed ;
it will heighten your charms—your complexion will be clear
and blooming, your figure full and round. You must take
half a grain two or three times a week, in the morning, fast-
ing, till you get accustomed to it, ecarefully increasing the

dose. You will soon breathe with greater case, and your .
voice will have greater compass and flexibility. But| once -
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commence it, you must continue the practice through life,
and the results are sure and satisfactory. The dose musy
be adapted to the constitution and habit of body; but pf'
this I will tell you more hereafter. I myself have taken it
for thirty years. I take two grains at each dose.” )
‘Florence looked through a long glass, to see the object
she loved best. She was a little frightened and execited, but
sure epough, at the other end of the glass there was a pic-

‘ture of Frank Carleyn's face, distinct, vivid, and life-like,

The globe, charms, parchments, hieroglyphics, heavy cur-
tains, dark-looking bottles, the artist’s portrait, and the half-
veiled face of the woman, bewildered and excited Klorence,
and she went home inl a strange, unhappy mood, more anx-
jous and determined than ever to go again to the consulting
office of the far-famed and learned Madame Future.

" As Florence passed out, a lady closely-veiled passed in.
Her form, and something in her walk seemed familiar to
Florence, but the lady secmed anxious to pass out of sight,
and escape observation; and Florence was so desirous of
preserving her own incognito, that she dared not'te look
back at the lady, to guess or wonder if possible who she
might be—and yet there was something so familiar about

her,

CHAPTER XXIIL

CARLBYN'S JOURNAL—-SUBJECT, MATRIMONY.

4. 0f all the myriad moods of mind _

That through the soul come thronging,
What one is ¢'er so dear, go kind,

So beautiful as longing "—LowELL.

« BgrorE I marry, I must know a woman thoroughly—so
Selwyn tells me. A woman may be bewitching at opera,

* fate, or ball, but be no soother or sympathizer to come home

to when weary. Before an engagement is formed, solemn
and binding as any engagement ought to be, the every-day
type of & woman’s life sheuld be known. How she treats
servants, how much respect, consideration, kindness she
shows other members of her family—how she consoles the
poor and the sick and the unfortunate. Many women get up




9 : NEPENTHE.

sets of charms for public levees, soirées and receptions,
hops and musicals. Yet a true wife is a diamond, shining
brighter in life’s daily rough friction——so the old book says.
1f T only visit a lady when she expects me, I can’t find her
out—so says -my mentor, Selwyn. She can much easier
learn my taste, habits and disposition. A business or pro-
fessional man-can never quite hush up his faults among his
friends. If he is dishonorable, or ill-tempered, some lady
will find it out-—she may have some brother or fricnd who
can easily hear of his peculiarities. A man in the business
world can’t be so walled about with conventionalities as to
prevent sundry revealings and multifarious disclosures.
Somebody will hear somebody say that he is arbitrary, ty-
ranniecal, selfish, passionate, dishonest, immoral, or. avari-
cious——if he really is so, it will leak out. = The real man is
chiselled out in society with strongly marked features. His
failor and his shoemaker, even while the one takes his
measure and the other makes a last for his sole, may get

some idea of the spiritual dimensions and the shape and cast

of his real soul.

“ Men's daguerreotypes and portraits often take more ensily
than women’s—their features are usually more strongly
marked. So on the canvas of society, many a man’s charae-
ter is clearly drawn and fully revealed, from some rough
and truthful sketoh, taken by anxiéus, watching eyes, in his
counting-house, office or studio. But a woman shut up in a
temple of home apart, is brought out on festal days, decked
‘with flowers and wreathed with smiles, to receive as her

right, the incense of praise and flattery. How ecasy to robe

herself with the magic of loveliness, attracting the admira-
tion of man, and piqueing the ambition of “rival women. If
she be as peerlessly beautiful as Florence Elliott, how many

captivated hearts and worshipful knees will bow at her ele-

ant shrine. R _

« Selwyn keeps talking to me about behind- the stage, 2s
if a woman when in company like the figures in show win-
dows was out on exhibition looking her prettiest.

« *ig true youn find out what the actor is, and what part

hLe takes, and how much he drills for the public, if you get.

behind the stage. { What a pity that in love as in law, the
aitachment comes first and the judgment afterwards.

« It iy a serious business to get a wife—but I don’t mean,
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on account of the risk, to live alone always. One does not
want onesself always for one’s company through all Iife’s
long, lonely evenings, and dull, rainy days.

“Tet me sketch my ideal of a wife ; but somebody 5ayS
no man ever marries his ideal ; but then a wan is quite apt
to have an ideal walking about his soul like a beauntiful
vision, half shadow, half substance, and it is a comfort to a
man to-have an ideal wife, even if you never marry her. It
does him good to sit by the fire at nightfall, after contact
with rough men and dream of her, It is pleasant to sit and
think how Mrs. Carleyn would look in a blue silk dress, how
she w.lll smile, what she will say, and how she will haw’a my
dressing-gown all ready when I come at night. ”

‘Carleyn writes one or two pages more about his ideal
wife, and falls asleep. The soft light of the shaded gas lin-
gers upon his open journal, and if you are not out of pa-
'tletnce, reader, we will just read over what he has written.
'Tis a page from his heart, and unless we read it while he
is asleep, we are quite sure we uever will see it

“ My wife must appreciate me for what I am. If I think
deeply, feel strongly, study profoundly, talk eloquently, 1
could never be satisfied with a wife who couldn’t judiciously
appreciate my highest efforts in tongue, pen or life. Should
L have a beautiful thought, and my wife know it not, or
knowing care not, or only amiably ccho what Frank says is
all well and good, because Frank says it, I should soon™ feel
an indifference for her.

‘ If she be not always reigning queen in thf; realm of m

* thoughts, she may silently, quietly, walk there, inhaling the

perfume of every flower therein planted, admiring every

. gem therein set, and know enough of that complicated mi-
- crocosm, a man’s world, if there i/a jar to kecp quiet, but ever

near enough to give sympathy, cheer encouragingl hen
the .-;Jtorm- cloud mood is over. A footfall disturbbs.ga{,tgnes
man’s solitary moods, an echo irritates. .My ideal wife doos
not demoustrate over every demonstration I make, but she
must know enough to see clearly if I draw correct,ly, define
correctly, or fill out perfectly. She needn’t be able to dig
with me among Greek and Latin roots, but keep the air

?;:Ba%(%y[.ﬂ.easant, thelsky bright, so that I may dig more com-

8
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« No glossy hair, no ruby lips, no glowing complexion,

nor even agreeable manners, can supply the demand of long,

lonely, rainy days, anxious nights, business failures, losses,
crosses. 1 must have a wife with a soul. But how is it,
when I sketch my ideal, it seems like a spiritual orayon por--
trait. I think of deeds, tones, words, thoughts, feelings, af-
fections, but I give no color to eyes, hair or lips. I think
not of the temple, but of its fair occupant, who ever lingers
around the shrine of my inmost heart. : :

« But what shape will this ideal take ? Who in this wide
world of mortal women is to share the artist’s destiny - If
T am to have a wife of my youth, she is now living on the
earth. Love her, and pray for her weal, says the proverb
poct. How can I love her, whom I have not, seen? But T+
do love my ideal wife most tenderly. She is a picture in
my soul without frame. I'll hang it up in the private gal-
lery of my heart, and look around und see if I can find a
frame to suit it.” Such a picture would look well in an ele-
gant frame. '

¢ "Twill be hard to find one ornate and polished enough—
but they say the best souls have often the plainest frames.
'What a beautiful frame that Florence Elliott has! Beauti-
ful, polished, elegant. There is hardly a line or hue you
would alter. Nature has made her with faultless frame, and
ghe seems every day to me more béautiful, and I do like to
look at a beautiful face. It is & pleasure to gaze at Florence
Elliotf’s peerless loveliness, ‘ . ‘

¢ Tossed on the billowy surges of this restless life, the
only earthly rest is the pillowing the aching heart, sea-sick
with life’s rolling, foaming motion, on a heart that loves you.
There is not in-all the world a heart so plunged in life’s
styx, that has not some loophole or erevice, arch or doorway,
skylight or hatchway, where love may not look through,
creep under, steal in, or climb up, or twine -around. Some
times he comes like a fluttering bird asking for erumbs.

“ We are all, at some time 01¥ our lives, Columbus-like,
seeking for this new world of love. We long 1o plant our
tired feet on this terra‘firma incognita. As we sail out on
the stream of life, there come floating to us little green
sprigs of sympathy, and some carefully carved memento of

_affection. We know that some heart is carving out ‘some
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where a home for us, where we may walk in and rest when

weary with life’s hot heat and heavy burden, :

“ Who is now fitting a home for my heart %—what hand
‘waiting to clasp mine %—what voice will say, ‘ for better, for
worse ; for richer, for poorer, in sickness, in health.’ his
is the charm of the tie.

“ What life is ever complete without love ? Tt casts a
shadow or sheds a glow over most ¢very history, yet it is
often ridiculed, : '

“ We keep love from the young eye; hide it from the
young heart ; yet surer than propheey, will that very eyeand
heart sparkle and thrill at one love story, silently, quietly
told all to itself alone. ’

“ We tease and ridicule the young if they talk or rcad of
;ovg—educated to show and shine and flirt, but nut to
ove.

“ Even he who laughs at love stories, has hidden in his
heart, its inmost holy, when the vail is rent aside, an image
of something he could thus love.

. *“Somewhere in the life of every loving and attractive
woman, 18 Written a manly name. Could you trace the
hidden hieroglyphics of every womanly heart, you would find
IMOSS=grown or grass-grown, cypress-wreathed or turf-cover-
ed, one dear name. Sometimes it is on the heart’s door
plate, finely engraven and earefully kept bright, Teara
never efface the name. In the quiet Grecnwood of many a
wonianly heart, never called wite, is an enduring marble
slab, with this legible inseription, *Sacred to the Memory

‘of a Lost Love.” = Beside it are little tear-watered, faded

bunches of violets and bouquets of withered rose-buds, with

- the old blue ribbon still around them.

“ Many a noble gifted man walks his solitary life
ca.lle.d by. the world heartless, insensible, old b:{chelor,w;gt:
within his heart, torn down or vailed, is a womanly shrine
where once, when skies were bluest and life’s flowers 80
fair, he daily brought offerings of the sweet flowers of af-
fection, .

* There are many marriages without love, and many a
sweet sad love story, that never ends in marriage.”

. Carleyn awakes and lays away his little book, as he re-
peats over and over to himself these lines—
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“If many a man had walked out blindfolded and marricd

#If I be dear to some one elde, I b foar
much to fear, 2 the first woman he met, he might have done better. 'There

Then some one else may have

But if I be dear to some one else, ' Ei i8 sai
Then I should be to myself more dear. X 18 Sa:‘.ld to be a place made for each person to fill; if a few
'get into the wrong places, what is to become of ’ the rest?
There must be an odd kind iri i ing ones
. 0 Ind of pairing off if the leading ones
-are mismatched, yetI have always thought Frank Carleyn
would want not only a beautiful wife, but an uncommonly

CHAPTER XXIV. B g
o - beautiful one.”

A BIT OF PHILOSOPHY ABOUT HUSBAKDS. : I‘I‘. These gernius?s are not the most desirable of hushands
e Storms, thusders, waves! : } d‘otl:vll,'zmce].I _ 1"]1&5.' re restless, abstracted, peculiar, and they'
Howl, crash and bellow il you get your 811; _ 21l bons. a gr“ct“’al husbands. They'll buy meat all fat or
Ye sometimes rest; men never can be still : ’ one, and pay-twice as much as any one else for it
‘ But in their graves.” A . They’ll forget all kinds of household matters—they know
‘ - Orives WENDELL Hotmes. nothing of pract%ic\al ﬁﬂanciering, It they‘earns;ongy now
« You are weak, Florence, weak,” said Mrs. Ellioth. i hO:FYIthey never get rich.” Y, some
«You do not show your usual strength of character ; this Ne- : rath °ﬁu1d mﬁnage all that,”” said Florence. “I would
penthe i certainly no rival of yours—I have never seen you _‘ ﬂ? er avi a husband that couldn’s tell beef from mutton,
so much excited; it really detracts from your beauty, and - ] b an one who would be sending roast meat from the table
makes you appear umamiable” : ' s ecau_s?i-not brown enough or t00 brown to suit his lordship,
« ] do not wish to be amiable,” said ¥lorence, haughtily f—or Indiguantly reject a griddle cake because its circum-
riging up to her full height. No man will ‘marry me or . e‘;;:m’e ;Vaﬂtm})t an exact cirgle ; or one who is always giving
fancy me for my amiability. 1 don’t like amiable peoyle—- R | os yi about t 1§1r1ght way of making coffee, bread, sauces
stupid people are always amiable. _ Nepenthe. Stuart s at- o Sg avies. arry tpe best man, and you'll soon find he
tractions in no way compare with mine.’ In bll‘.th,. position, - b;a 5 ome queer little kinks, some eccentric oddity. It may
education, she is vastly my inferior ; but gifted distinguished o Withe ca? t eat anything spiced with nutmeg, or sweetened
men are every day fastening t.hemselves- by some strange : Tk mo ?BSG_S, 0_1' flavored w1.th cinnamon,—and then he
freak of fancy to unpretending ordinary little women. May - ot S0 g Oﬁ"mgl} of the way his mother used to make pies
it not be poésible for an enthusiastic young artist to. tal_;e L onl Plis’ e calls them—and that apple sauce, if you eould
some such freak of the head or the heart, and marry wnguit- ¥ n )(riltnaﬁe some like that. He always thinks his mother
ably or rashly. L ) ‘ ; ﬁ‘; o Iix Ep things in some wonderful way, a little better
 Qoime men like to have all the genius and attractions to - N blﬂ any other woman ean. Put the same dishes on the
themselves. I can imagine a plain woman loving her dis- a“e-!Anow, and they wouldn’t taste the same.
tinguished busband with a kind of worshipful, gratef.‘ul love. ' Nor man forgets that boyxs]} play, chasing ball, hoop and
. Some things beside beauty may excite temporary interest. & likesse’ gn};e marvellous appetite, and the tired hungry boy
. - An-artful woman may captivate a man, and if onceloyed,she ad » 35 he can never. like again, mother’s dinners, Soups
" Will soon look beautiful in his eyes. Many a man i3, thus nd %ftﬁlces. .
taken in. Any good-looking woman with winning voice and | nestledolS? old green }nlls, that bordered the valley, where
manners, if artistically dressed, will at times look interest- . R 1is chxldhooﬁ 8 home were lofty mountains to his boy-
ing. "And once caught, a man hopes, believes, and endures | dish yes—ate only little hills now ; so the virtue of those rare
all. . L 8 s0 marvellously ‘good was heightened by boyish
« Wise men have such foolish wives—profound men get exirgsa and boyish fancy.
! ) i wb i isn’s Phe eating part that makes all the trouble.

shallow and stupid companions.
| |
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—There's the washing. Dve heard on good authority, that

a respectable gentleman actually jerked off and threw on the -

floor, in a paroxysm of anger, his standing collar, forsooth

because it was not starched stiff enough to suit Lis lordship ;

‘and so a man who will boldly face advancing armies, or

coolly reply to an insulting antagenist, will be conquered

and fretted by one little collar, dust on ‘his overcoat, a
speck or a wrinkle on his shirt bosom ; but if the shirt don’t
fit, O what a calamity—-and when will 2 man own that a home-
made shirt ever does fit? .

“ They used to ruffle the shirts, but now, one would think
to hear them talk, that the shirts rufled the men—if
it dom’t fit, if there’s a wrinkle in the bosom, or it draws
on the shoulder, if there’s a twist in the sleeve-—the button
holes are a mile too big, or they're so small he takes his pen-
knife and cuts away at them, the neck band is made so tight,
and awkward, he’ll get the bronchitis, he’s had trouble with
his throat these two years, because of these awkward shirts,
and so he’ll fret and fume and fuss and give each morning

an elaborate dissertation on all the manifold benefits of good
shirt making : if he had time and materials, couldn’t he make

a shirt that would fit—it only needs a little common sense—
"tis easy enough to see where the trouble is.

“ A woman will often bear a little annoyance better than
a man ; a man will use such strong adjectives for weak ideas,

such large words for small oceasions. Most every man has -
some expletive, with which his impatience effervesces,

George, Harry, Thunder, Mars, Good Heavens! The man

scolds his wife, and always calls it making suggestions. If she

cries, she make demonstrations if—he threaten to skin or
thrash his child, impetuously shaking him, as if good could
be shaken in or evil be shaken out, he calls it ¢ salutary
diseipline.’ : ‘ "

* Talk of 2 woman’s being nervous when sick. Why if a
man has » headache, it is intolerable, How he groans! If
he has a little fever he is * burning up.’ If he has a cold
he thinks he is * seriously ill.” 1f called up once in the

_might, or awake half an hour, why he is rubbing his eyes,
and ‘ broke of his rest,” for a week afterwards.  If a! little
ill, how very blue, uncomfortable.and worried he will feel,
But Frank Carleyn is no such fussy, fidgetty, man ; he would
be reasonable, and too much absorbed in his profession, to
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make an idol of his dinner or a pet of his constitution
—1I don’t believe he’d know or find fault, if you'd set nails
before him for breakfast, but I don’t care what he does, or is.
I don’t wart to analyze his habits or nature. Ilove him.”
“I thiuk you will find, Florence, that if a man does poetize
and philosophize or paint ideals, he’ll know when beef is

* well done, and beefsteak nicely broiled ; and the best of men

may make a wry face at insipid coffee and tough sirloin. A
hungry husband must be fed before he is caressed, enter-

. tained or charmed.”

Nepenthe Stuart came in just then, so they continucd

' their conversation in French, supposing of course she was

ignorant of the French language.

“ I will not be cut out by that low-born, low-bred girl. T
have never failed in anything I have undertaken,” said Flo-
rence, in an angry tone. _

“ Don’t get so excited, Florence,” said Mrs, Elliott ; ** we'll
have her married yet. I have praised her up to the skies
to Mr. Nicholson, and she may well be thankful if she ean
get sueh a husband. It is a better fate than she deserves
to have an offer from a man of his great wealth and acknow-
ledged position, It might make her proud and overbearing
to be placed in such an elevated station. It will no deubt
elate her exceedingly, to receive proposals from such a man,
he is really a great catch for amy girl. He is very hand-
some, immensely rich, and growing richer all the time.”

“ My name shall be Florence Carleyn, or Florence Elliott
till T die,” said Florence ; ““and I will erush every obstacle
that comes in my path, as I crush this fly,” said she, as she
pressed her hand on a little fly on the window sill in frout
of her ; ““ but we must take care that Nepenthe does not
find out about that legacy. It would make her feel so inde-
pendent of ws and rich husbands too. I hope she’ll know
nothing of Mr. Nicholson’s hereditary insanity. Neither of
his brothers lived to be forty without being insane, and [
have heard it confidentially stated that his family physician
says he will certainly be insave before he dies, and he may
be at any time. I really think he acte a little quecr now,

‘occasionally, Why once he brought me a rare boquet of

f.heliotrcipes, japonicas, and tuberoses, with a small sunflower
in the centre. It looked so queer, and about as suitable as
one of those! hod-carriers would, dancing at my next recep-
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tion in his working costume. Tt is the only queer thing I
ever saw in Mr. Nicholson—but sometimes there’s a strange
wild light in his eye. Of conrse Nepenthe, penniless and
dependent, will be glad and thankful for his attentions, but
yet she has a will of her own, and I will erush ‘it if I can.
I have shown her in every possible way that her presence
in the evening in the parlor is disagreeable to me. She
shall marry Mr. Nieholson. I never willed a thing but I
aceomplished it, and mother, you never opposed me. You
always taught me that I might, I must have my way.”

CHAPTER XXV.
NEPENTI—iE WRITES.

What radiant visions glorions lie.
Like sunset clouds. piled mountain high;
(’er thought's great shore sublimely roll
The surging billows of the soul.

On mem'ry's far-receding strand,

Are shells and pearls and sparkling sand ;
Hope’s fading sunset stains with gold
The oriel windows of the soul.

NepenTHE said nothing to any one of those long days and
lonely evenings, when to avoid intruding her presence and
'society upon the haughty Florence, she secluded herself in

her room, writing, by herself, early in the morning, and late

in the evening. | .

With no home, lover, friend, she created ideal homes,
lovers, friends. When her aching heart was loneliest, hour
after hour she talked on paper with these noiseless, invisible
friends. .Rapidly the pages increased, as the plot sketched
and acted out in' dream-land was written out in her manu-

seript. As her thoughts came fast and warm, rising in-

misty tears, or falling in radiant pearls along the shore of
her spirit or washed up from the great gulf of the past,

there were none to gather and polish and prize them, till at

last, in the sunshine of her spirit, on the white surface of
her manuseript, through the double convex-glass of her ex-
perience, the camera obscura of the darkened chamber of
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her soul exhibited distinetly in their native colors the images
of her beautiful thoughts. The noblest and dearest of her
ideal heroes, turn the glass of her soul as she would, would
take the shape and form, the beauty and expression of Frank
Carleyn. When he first looked upon the pure surface of
her heart, his image was fixed, photographed there forever ;
and every after manly impression struck off from the leaves
of her soul into the leaves of her manuseript, would have
the look of that first impression, exposed to the vapor of
tears, or to joy’s feverish« heat—the image was always ap-
pearing, as if by enchantment. .

She wrote to oceupy busy thoughts—give vent to over-
charged feelings, and forget unshared sorrows. As page
after page grew under her hand, she never thought it might
be a book at last. She had a hope that some eye might at

some time read the unpretending manuseript, and if dawn

.came at last, she herself might read over its chapters of

sorrow, and add with sunshine gilding the hills of her life,

‘the concluding finis.

She never thought who would "publish, sell or buy it—
with her it was only a manuseript. She thought not of shei-
tering it under the adorned and gilded cover of a book. She
had never known or dreamed or heard of one prophetic
glance of that influential and powerful individual, the pub-
lisher’s reader, who sits in his sovereign chair, repeating
his favorite phrase, “'Tis very well written, but not the
class of works we publish—we want something more thrill-
ing ;” as with one wave of his powerful hand he banishes
into the dark realm of hopeless oblivion many a manuseript
freighted with winged hopes and glorious dreams of fame's
golden heights and immortal laurels ;—but she wrote on,
as the sea asks nb echo to its moanings from the cold shore,
the stars hope for no thanks from the gloomy night, and the

- flower seeks no reward from the crushing hand.

By accident, she became acquainted one day with a wise,
kind, polite old gentleman, Professor J ,a German, a
thorough classic and an accomplished Oriental scholar, an
extensive traveller, an excellent lingaist, and a scientific
naturalist, He came to see her, and entertained and
charmed some of her loneliest hours. One day he showed
her hig large and rare herbarium, in which he had pre--
served flowers, leaves and bulbs, which he had gathered in

-




202 - ' NEPENTHE.

Germany, Frauce, Italy, Prussia, Poland, and some. at the
Crimea, Cauoasus and at Teflis.

He preserved the bulbs in his herbarmm just as he had
found them, all but one, which he found in Tedlis and
which he cut open with a sharp knife and applied a hot iron
to the inner surface of each part.

Four years after, when in St. Petersburgh he examined
his herbarium, and all those bulbs, +once so perfect and
symmetrical, were dried, shrivelled, musty aed mouldy ;
while from the parts of the little Teflis bulb, to which he
had applied the knife and the iron, little fresh leaves were
peeping out. Tts unscorched, unharmed peers, were mould.
ing around it unblessed by no green resurrection, while
through the sharp stab and the burning fire it had unfolded
its germ of fragrant beauty. The quiet bzdmg of the blade
and the iron, like patient mortal suffering, had wrought out
its unfoldmg glory.
~_ The kind old gentleman took so much interest in Nepen-
the that he told her some aneedotes about his interviews
with Lord Byron in Venice in 1815, when he saw him
swim four miles from St. Mare to Lido, and asked him if he
were not afraid of the sharks ?

-+ “Oh no!’ said Lord Byron, as he was stepping into
a gondola, “ I am a fatalist—the sharks will not touch me
until my time comes to die.”

‘The professor lent Nepenthe some printed accounts of his
travels to read, and at last encouraged her to show him
something of her own.

Bhe read him a little poem, written. one night When she
was alone and sad-

He sat still 28 she read, and at last, when she finished i,

he-broke out in his peculiar foreign, yet eloquent English :

- “Why, Mademoiselle Stuart! With what high and
mighty inspiration, is your mind endowed? Your thoughts,
‘clear and beautiful, low from your soul like a river. Men
will road them and love them, and the world shall kear®of
you.’

Poor Nepenthe was unused -to pralse Nobody praised,
flattered, complimented her. Sarcasm, suspicion, slight, in-
sult were her daily food, her constant companions. But
this man who had seen kings and princes, lived at courts,
travelled with sages, whose intellect towered above the
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crowd around her, was too solemn, grave, dignified to flattor.
His words mSpn'ed cheered, thrilled, moved her. They
sounded like a prophet’s voice, speakmg out from the sybil
cave of destiny.

Long after the professor had gone, Nepenthe sat thmkmg,
and these were her thoughts. ¢ There are hearts in the
world never pierced, never bruised, never stabbed, never
scorched. They go through the world unseathed, untouched, °
unblighted, like dry, carefully kept bulbs in life’s herba-
rium. But as years pass, they shrink and shrivel like those
unscathed, unpierced bulbs in the professor’s herbarium,
growing older, mustier, and mouldlor never unfoldmg in
fragrant beauty for any eye ; while here and there is some
lonely heart so rent by the sharp knife of trouble, so
scorched and burned by sorrow’s hotiest furnace iron, that
after years of calamity’s heaviest pressures have passed, as
you open the leaves of life, you'll find springing out of the
broken, burning heart, some balmy leaves of fragrant sym-
pathy, sweetly perfuming all life’s surrounding pages.”

|

“I will eall my story Dawn,” thought Nepenthe. It
may be from my poor, secorched, stabbed, burning, longing
heart, it may come forth as a little germ unfolding into
beauty, blooming in the sunshine and dew of _young, bright
eyes, and at last take deep and abiding root in the world’s
heart,”

« A flower of hope—float up fo the hght
Its w]utoned umbels gleatn through the night.”

“ Will one of its little leaves,” thoughi she, “be pre-

served forever in Fame’s great herbarium, so full of the il-

lustrious classes and noble orders of soul-flowers.”
Nepenthe sings in a low voice, as she looks out that night
at the stars :

“Up, high up in the Poet’s mind
' The Belfry bells are ringing,
The bells are eyer swinging,
Swinging rhymes
In silver'chimes,
Telling or past or futnre times,
But ever they tell of the golden climes,
Where, ever the bells aye ringing.”
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CHAPTER XXVIL
OABRLEYN'S CONCEIT.

“Enfin dans le cervean si I'image est tracée,
Comment pent dans un corps 8'imprimer la pensée ¢
La finit ton wuvre, mortel audacieux, -
-Va mesarer la terre, interroger les cieux,
De I'immense univers regle%’ordre supreme,
Mais ne pretends jamais fe connoitre foiméme,
La s’ouvre sous tes yeux un abime sans fonds.”
' De Lk, L'TMAciNamion,

“ TuErE's one thing T dou't ke about that Carleyn,"” gaid

o
Miss Charity Qouge, * ke is so conceited.”

¢ Conceited I’ said Kate Howard. “ I have mever seen

anything conceited in him, I am sure his manners are plain
and unpretending.” '

“Yes ; but for all that, ke is conceited. He knows he is
2 geniuns, and when a man knows that, it spoils him. If
you should ask him pat and plump if he dido’t think he
could paint beautiful portraits, he’d say, ¢ Yes, I know I can.’
I believe in wot letting ¢ the left hand know what the right
hand doeth.’ : '

** Yes,” said Kate ; “ but the right hand need not forget its
cunning. Don’t the poet feel that he is.a poet? Don’t he
. feel the waves of emotion dashing on the shore of thought ?
As his swelling soul careers over the ocean of beauty, does
* ke not first catch the murmurs of liquid meledy and first see
the pearls beneath ? As he grasps the floating images of
fragrant thought, and carves them into lyric forms, may ke
not valwe best their worth and cost ? If Pythagoras first
_ found the proportions 6f musical notes from the sounds of
* hammers upon an anvil, each true poet knows the proportion
of his exquisite melodies, as he catches the echo of the ham-
mer of thonght us it strikes the anvil of his sounding soul.
On the walls of Carleyn’s soul were stained, at its earliest

creation, benatifcl pictures. Long toiling through gathering,

thoughts and misty fancies, he has at last brushed away the
dust of years, and with elear eye and cunning hand, repro-
~duced these inborn images. After exploring these won-
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drous tracings and shadings, may he not modestly say, ‘I
have toiled, and brushed, and polished, and found at last
this beautiful picture in my soul ?' **

“ 1 hate this bragging,” said Miss Charity. * Let an-
other man pratse thee, and not thine own lips; a stranger,
and not thine own mouth. Seest thou a man wise in his
own counceit, there is more hope of a fool than of him.”

“We give the miner credit for his golden findings,” said
Kate, ¢ yet he who toils on alone, and strikes at last a vein
of golden thought, as he eatches its first sparkle and sees its
earliest glow, can’t he best weigh the hard-earned treasure ;
if he coins rare images from the mint of thought, can’t he
have sense enough to gee the stamp and know the value?
In the tower of each great soul is a mint for the coining of
thought, vested with the royal prerogative of stamping its
own coin with name and value. The soul’s coronation time
is when through.its dim chaos of doubt it first eries out to
its new-urbed thought, it is my own, and it is good—then
God puts the laurel crown on the worshipping soul as it
kneels in its inner court. Applause may or may not come
afterwards from the outer court of the great congregation
of thought worshippers.

This first joy flush i3 never vain, but tearful and meek in
its trinmph—in every giant soul’s causeway is a basaltic

‘touchstone, on which each pure thought leaves its genuine
mark ; and thesgerusty jealons people who are always find-
‘ing out and testing a great man’s conceit—I always call them

not touch-needles but touchy-needles. If I were.a man 1'd
write one leeture about this conceit. I'd write it and deliver
it too—if I had to pay myself a hundred dollars for the™
privilege. There hardly lives a great and gifted man who

" is not called conceited. As for me I have always found the

greatest fools and dunces displaying the most uubearable
self-conceit.”

*“ Well,” said Miss Charity in a spirited tone, ¢ Carleyn has
great ideas of what he can do, it don’t toke a person of any
sagacity long to find that out, and true modesty,”” she added
triwmphantly, “is'an element of true greatness—it is a great
eharm this perfect unconsciousness ; and I never can admire
a great man without it. I have seen a great deal of the
world, and I %now I am correct.” ‘ S

“I haven’t been as long in the world asyou, Miss Charity,”
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said Kate, “ yet I have heard a great deal about this perfect

unconsciousness, but-I have never seen it. I have read in-

novels of radiantly beautiful women, who never knew they

looked well, and irresistibly fascinating men, who uncon-.
sciously captivated every body, beeause they couldn’t help it, -

but I don’t meet any such men and women walking about.
It is quite difficult for a person who owns a good looking-
glass, and a goed pair of ears, not to see and to hear abous it,
-if he is handsome. We Americans must make such a fuss
about every thing, fences and barns, and cars and eurb-stones,
book covers, medals and fans, even wagons and wayside rocks

are plastered over with advertisements, of something

new and wonderful. There’s somebody’s rame on every
thing. The chief aim of the people is to get their name up.
Qur almanacs—guides to infallible weather deeisions, must
be labelled ¢ guides to health '—which means a guide to
some polychrestian physjcian, who cures every thing with
some universal life invigorator. 1 don’t despair yet of see-
ing some of the pure energy of vital action done up and for
sale in boxes of salve, rolls of plaster, and bottles of lotion
warranted to be made from a powdered philospher’s stone,
of purely vegetable origin, by a perpetually moving machine,
eirculating among all the crowned heads of Kurope.
Bvery thing i used as an advertising medium, but the
sky over our heads-—~there are no caricatures up there yet

—but if a balloon ever could get up so high some enter- .

~ prising medicine vender would be for sending one of his

posters up there, to fagten notices on some starry promon- -

o tory, or suburban gates of some constellated city, to intro-
-~ duee among the bulls and bears of those shining streets, his
" valuable speculation, and benefit those upper circles by his
philanthropic lotions, seeing that his sands of life have nearly
run out. : - ‘
“ If 2 man praise any article to me, I begin to suspeet
that he has some of it in his pocket to sell.

“ Once upon 2 time somebody gave me a whole bottle of
Tricopherous, for which liberal gift T could see no oceasion; |

but some time thereafter the donor came round again wish-
~ ing me to give my name to be inseribed on the outside of
each bottle of Tricopherous in testimony of its virtues, 1
‘laughed till I cried at the thought of it—Kate Howard go

ing round on a Tricopherous bottle! I never wish to wee.

‘white kid caps a
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my name in print till I am married. But I do say that
well conceived and carefully polished thought deservaa the
acknowledgment of its original stamp far more than those
bottles of nondescript perfume marked Parisienne, adoptes
par le monde elegant. 18 Rue D' Enghier. 18, Paris, with

_ I'Id fancy ribbon neck-ties, marked somec-
times ‘ Bouquet de Caroline,’ they might better be ¢ Bouguot
de Jonathan,” or * Pomade de Sallie,” for they have no mem-
ories of Outre Mer—and those sheets of cream-laid note pa-
per, with ¢ Parig’ carefully stamped in one corner, have
no gay Parisian associations, but authentic memories of their
native American rags. I have often wondered, as our Brid-
get says, how they can put such a deceitful countenance on
their fair faces; and even a gentleman, in the estimation of
many ladies, is not half finished or polished, or worth hav-
ing, unless he has been to Europe, and come back with Paris
marked all over him—boots, hat, gloves and all—he must
eat, sleep, walk, talk, dress, and bow a la Francaise, and
dance well ‘ les Lanciers’

“1 am glad there is something can cireulate, even in
fashionable socicty, without full dress, white kids, and
French manners—and that is, a plain drab-covered book or
a poem. And no bars or bolts, or conventionalitics shall
keep plain Jane Eyre from telling her thrilling tale of
Thornfield Hall, in stateliest mansion, to princely cars. You
might as well put gloves and slippers on a canary, advertise
a violet, recommend a mignionette, or puff a star through
the market, as try to puff a genuine thought through tho
world. A star will shine—and a bright thought will burn
and shine somewhere, if only in one dark heart; that is a
glorious destiny, for when the heart beats up there, the
thought goes with it. Each great thought, as it comes from
the press of the soul, has an imported stamp—mnot of gay
Paris; but on each noble thought is imprinted in legible
type the stamp, Heaven ; for every such good and perfect
gift cometh down from the Father of Light, from the city
beyond the sea of stars. It is a pity we couldn’t get more
of the patterns of our thoughts from the royal family
above, " ,

“ Bu.b don’t you want a moral to all this rhodomontade ?
It is this. If 2 man’s name can be appropriately attached to
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everything, from a tin pan to a telescope, he can make a
good picture, and know it, without being called conceited.”
“ Well,” said Charity, ¢ I'll never change the good nama
of Grouge till I find a man without any conceit in him,” .

“ You'll have to hunt a while, Charity,” said Kate, ** be-
fore you find such a wise fool and brilliant dunce. You
might as well expeet to find the opposite magnetic poles of
human nature at the same end of the life battery—and if
‘you could find such a rare bird, he’d have to take your name

—for the best part of him would be Gouged out of him.
"~ « T wouldn’t give a fig for a man unless he thought he
could 'do something. A man can never accomplish anything
until he feels there is something in him to begin with.
Don’t you suppose, Charity, that if a rock had a soul, it
would know that it was a rock? if a star could think,
wouldr’t it koow that it was a star ? if a flower could feel,
wouldn’t it be conscious that it was a flower .—and cvery
granite trath, starry thought, and flowery fancy, sces its
faithful shadow in the reflecting fountain of iis native soul.
_ Bat here endeth my first lesson, for there comes Fred, and
I always hide away my metaphysical patchbag when he’s
around, for he is a most unmereciful tepse. He says no lady

ever can carry on an argument in a logical manner: that

they plunge right into a subject, and can’t hold their breath
long enough to get the pearls at the bottom : that the best
of us are superficial, and never canvass both sides of 2 ques-
tion, and half the time when we talk we don’t know what we
are driving at, and the best of our opinions are only echoes

of our lover’s, husband’s, or brother’s thoughts; that we"

are very good in our way—that means, I suppose, that like
birds in the air or fishes in the water, there’s ouly one ele-
ment adapted to our simple nature, and that is the domestic
element. -

“ I wonder what we have eyes for, and what we have
souls for, if we are to be cooped up in one set of cages, and
never peek through or wander out, to see what is going on

outside. Formy part I like to climb the spiritual fence,

and ree a few of the stars and smell a few of the flowers of

truth, where man’s free spirit is pasturing at large on the-

wide field of thought, and daily growing grander and might-
ier. 1 get tired of thinking over the same old thoughts and
eating the corn meal of commion sense, and forever dwelling
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on the highly recommended yet stale subjeet of good house-
keeping. To coop us in, and bar us out of the beautiful
thought world, is compelling us to live on bran bread, while
man feasts on angels’ food and fathoms angels’ themes.”

Miss Charity yawned heavily, and then taking out her
watch, exclaimed,

“ Why, it is nearly four o’clock. I ought to be at the
meeting of the managers this very moment, and they can’t
do anything without me.” ‘

+ As she went up to her room, Kate couldn’t help saying to

herself,

. “ When Charity talks about eonceit, she’d better begin at
ome.”

CHAPTER XXVIL

LOVE,’ JEALOUSY, AND RIVALRY.

“ I want a steward, butler, cooks;
A coachman, footman, grooms ;
A library of well-bound books,
And picturei&arnished rooms ;
Corregios, Magdalen, and Night,
The matron of the chair, .
Guido's fleet Coursers in their flight,
And Clandes, at least a pair.”’—JoHR Quincy ApAwms.

* Les hommes seront toujours ce gu'il plaisa aux femmes.”
: ) Rousseav,

As Florence went out of the room—* Yes,” said Mrs.
Elliott, rocking back and(forth in her drawing.room, ** any
woman not engaged, and 'not in love with some other man,
can be obtained by any intelligent, goﬁd-looking man, if he

have the right taet, address and perseverance, and is doing

‘well in business. Most women know a dozen such they

would accept, if they would offer themselves judiciously and
romantically, by mooulight, or out by some grove. Florence
and Carleyn may make a match yet, if she is prudent and
eautious, and don't flirt with too many others. Carleyn is
no flirt. .

“Why don’t yow get up a flirtation with somebody ?’ said
ghe to Nepenthe, as she came in with her netting.

“ I don’t know how,”” said Nepenthe, quietly, *“and if I

L
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did, I wouldn’t like to win or encourage the advaunces of a
man I would not marry. I think these endearing expres-
sions, coaxing tones, and languishing attitades wrong, and
very unpleasant in the recollection. I woild rather have
the love of one true-hearted man than see a dozen movs-
tached and worshipful Apollos sighing at my feet. I would
rather have only the one offer from the man I might marry
" than feel the pain of rejecting a hundred I could not accept.
If 2 man really loves a woman, it must give her pain to say
to him, No—and be a matter of regret to her afterwards ”’

“ Very well got up sentences,” said Florence, coming in

just then, ¢ and quite heroic. Talk about giving gentlemen
pain, and breaking their hearts. Pshaw! Men’s hearts
don’t break! Most any of them think they can have any
“woman for the asking—they are so full of conceit, they re-
ally believe that ladies will say, ‘ Yes sir, and thank you,
too !’ I like to take some of the conceit out of them. Yes,
I enjoy it. I'd like the pleasure of refusing most all of
them. Look at those young widowers, who have so adored
. their wives while living, They'll many of them marry ina
little less than a year, some of them 1n even six months;
. and if they marry then, they must allow some time pievious
for the preliminary love-making, engagement, &e. Who
knows how soon they do zkink of it? Do you remember
what Mr. Hollow said, when somebody asked hita why he
married six months after his wife died ?" He said he should
ot wear mourning for her so long as for a brother or sister,
because she was no blood relation. But,” she added, chang-
ing her tone, “ when we see you playing the agrceable to a
gentleman, sitting chatting so absorbed in the corner, we'll
know #owu are in earnest.” - L :

« T would often rather talk with a gentleman than a lady,”
gaid Nepenthe, not noticing the insinuation implied in Flo-
rence’s remark. ¢ It is more natural for a lady to confide

" - -in some intelligent man, than in some other woman. Gen-

tlemen pay more respectful aitention. As they are out more
in the world, if they are well informed, .they give informa-
tion on certain subjects with which we haven't the same op-
portunity to be familiar. Their minds are not as apt to be
absorbed with the details’ of trifles, and for my part T think
most of the agreeable men are married men.” .

“ But you certainly wouldn’t talk sense in society. It is
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neither eugtomary nor in good taste,” said Florence. * You
don’t go into socicty to get or give information. There are

lectures, libraries, churches enough to enlighten us. We

go into society to be amused. During the whole of the
fashionable sociables I attended last winter, we danced
every evening all the evening. I never had but one con-
versation the whole winter, and that was with 4 gentleman
from Boston, and it was purely accidental. It was waltz,
promenade and polka, polka, promenade and waltz, all win-
ter—and thes ¢s society.”

_“ All do not go into society with the same motives,” said
Nepenthe, coloring slightly. * Some are ‘lookers on in
Venice.” T have been so little out of late, my ideas of soci-
ety would probably be owutre. I hardly know what is cas-
tomary. Whatever is the tone of conversation, ladies often

‘give it its caste, and gentleinen, while with them, try to
‘talk to suit them. Gentlemen really like to give informa-

tion. KEach educated man, if he reads much, if he has tra-

. velled far, enjoys thinking and talking, on some one subject

more than another. He likes to talk of that of which he
likes to think., I believe almost everybody, rich or poor,
ignorant or educated, knows something, from facts, observa-
tion, or experience, of which many others are ignorant. The

- eharm of conversation is not s6 much in talking ourselves,

and displaying our own powers, as to get others to talk, to
draw upon their resoyrces of knowledge, I can usually find,
after talking a litile with a gentleman, what he likes best,
and I turn the conversation in that direetion. He may be
cloquent on that subject, though perhaps taciturn on every
other. If a man thinks he is really imparting mnformation,
he will be natural and genial—he will like you better, and
really think you more agreeable, though you only ask a few
questions, and are a patient listener, and he does most all
the talking.”

“There is more in the way and manner than in the thought,”
said Florence, interrupting her; ‘“men never like learned
women to talk with. They care more for beauty, ease and
style, than any great intellectual power, or wise conversa-
tion, full of tiresome, long words,”

“ 1 think,” said Nepenthe, ‘“if a gentleman have a horror
of a literary woman, she need certainly display no pedantry
before him, She ean keep locked in reserve her best intel-
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lectual stores, and use with him only the common coin, the
‘small change of conversation, talking of common things in a

common sense way. In talking with ordinary people, on
ordinary occasions, on ordinary subjects, it is as much out
of place to use the largest and grandest words, as for a lady
to wear her wedding dress and. set of diamonds in travel-
ling, or her opera cloak and hood at church. Those people
-who are always coming out everywhere with their words in
studied full dress, are very tiresome and disagreeable. We
begin to think that the display is so marked, that the origi-
nal stock is small. I think on most any oceasion, 'tis best
-not to use a long word where a small one will do. Conver-
sation is like mosaic—small pieces are sometimes inlaid the
best, and heighten the charm of the whole. Muech of the
German poetry, so expressive and beautiful, is composed
prineipally of short, familiar words. We seldom think in
long words. The best minister I ever heard was distin-
guished for his simplicity of language.. He néver used one
syllable too many, or a word you could omit. He never
piled up adjectives. His sermon would be a pure, clear
stream of thowght—his comparisons and images like flowers
beside this stream. You could almost sce their bright sha-
dows and smell their fragrance. A flower is'one of the sim-
plest things of nature, yet the most beautiful ; and this eléer~
gyman always had a flower in his sermon. "How often have
I heard him allude simply and beautifully to heliotropes and

violets, and the flowers never seemed pu¢ iz, but springing .

up, and growing under his hand, a part of his elevated sub-
jeet and elevated soul. . :

“ An intelligent woman can sooner and surer find out
what a man really is, than another man can, Men. often
make mistakes about each other. One man hides his heart
from another, while often he frankly shows his gentler,
warmer, kinder nature to a true woman. He may seem .ice
to a man, and sunshine to her. Every true man has some
spot in his nature where tenderness steals in and flows out,
A woman’s hand, look or tone, may touch the valve of some
secret hydrant, and raise the warm, gushing sympathies
from the deep hiddea conduit of man’s rocky heart.”

 Ladies who make some literary pretensions, are often
jealous of those more beautiful than themselves,” said Flo-
‘rence. *“ Woman is made to adorn man’s life. There is a

¥
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kind of style and manner men admire almost as much as
beauty. I don’t think there are as many hypocrites among
men as women ; above all things I do despise a hypocrite,”
she added, with emphasis.

¢« Gentlemen have not as many yets, and buts, and ands,”

.replied Nepenthe, not noticing Florence’s last remark.

“ They have more magnanimity. Their true opinirn and
praise are less qualified, more outspoken. A lady, if speak-
ing of another's superior beauty, will add, * She has a good
complexion, but her nose is too retrvussé—she would be
iandsome, if her eyebrows were not too strongly marked ;’
and she will add, ¢She is not the style of person I at all
adwire ;’ or, “She has such a horrid walk, it spoils her ap-
pearance completely ; and then if her face is faultless, her

features are too regular ;' or, - She is deficient in style,” or

‘ Her hair is not stylishly arranged. She has too much
gaucherie and mawvais honte—she is not well bred—I have
seeu her when she looked really homely.” Some ladies shake
hands, or even kiss, and yet hate each other.; I never want
to kiss anybody for ceremony or custom, unless I really
love them. ) : ]

“ Ladieswill say, ¢ I am glad to see you-—don’t be in a

“hurry ;' and when the caller is gone, you will soon hear, < I

am glad she is gone —she made an everlasting eall. I. won-
der what on carth sent her here to-day !’ 1 doun’t think a

. -man is as apt to be affable to bores as a woman often is. He
will sometimes be too rude to those he dislikes, rather than

too courteous and bland. I have known of gontlemen send-
ing their wives into the parlor to entertain the tedious bores,

‘while they slip out the back door, or escape through the

front, on a plea of business, saying to themselves, ‘ Dear
me, what do I want to see him for ¥ I do think a man will
speak and act more as he really feels, than most women, ex-
cept those men who are always telling everybody they are
delighted to see them, and treating every woman, young and
old, as if they were making love to them. {There are some
such married men, who are always making each young girl
they maet really feel that they would soon receive an offer
from them, if they only had no wife.}} K )
“ No woman ever gets by tact and after practice,” said

Florence, « that ease and elegance gained by birth and carly

associations with high-bred rociety. Itis a gregt charm to
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be always at ease, always self.possessed, never bashful,

never embarrassed. Very timid persons are apt to be awk-
ward,” ‘

‘I think that self-forgetfulness is the charm of character
and manner,” said Nepenthe, * It is the eustom of society
to make people all alike, smoothing down the salient points
of character, covering up .and vensering over with the
rosewood of benevol:nce and mahogany of kinduess the na:
tive structure of the heart. You can’t guess what it is made
of, or if there be any heart left. 'We keep the heart so
draped and veiled by the curtains of -elegance, borlted and
~ barred within the iron fence of custom, it gets no strength
- and vigor by active free exercise. We see strangers only
with the heart in full dress. We conceal our true motives,
and often do not give the real true reason for our conduet.
Well, “ she is a person that says just what she thinks,’ we
say of some one, as if it were an unusual and wonderful fact,

“We tell a friend who bas a new bonuet that she looks
exceedingly well in it, just to make her feel comfortable ;
but when she is out of hearing, we say that it is a ‘shocking
hat ; but I did not like to tell her so.” I wouldn’t be seen
in the street with such a hat I wish she iould come out
for once with a decent bonnet, a real stylish bonnet.”

- Well,” said Florence, shaking her ringlets, * style is

everything. I could not be happy unless I could have ev.

erything in the highest style, house, servants, furniture. I
should be miserable in a plain, common hbuse.”

“ There i3 no word in the dietionary like that word style
' to city dwellers,” said Nepenthe. “Tt is in every young
lady’s mouth, stylish hat, stylish dress, stylish figure, stylish
air—it is all stylish ; how different from the style we learn
about in the old rhetorics. If wealth be the magical word
inseribed upon man’s livery, style is-woman’s spiritual cont
of arms ; stylish, the highest commendation she can bestow
on manners, dress, equipage, aye—lover., Style makes a
splendid pageant of the holy bridal, and a costly show of the
solemn burial ; stylishly they live, stylishly -they 'love, sty-
lishly are they buried.  We refine away our ideas of com-
fort until water is purer from a golden cap,” and roses
fresher blooming around some classic chiselled font, pro-
tected by marble nymph or dryad. In this age, I think we
are trying more to find the evil in things good, than the good
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" in things evil. If Christ Himself, the All-Perfect One, were

to walk eur crowded thoroughfare in his shining robes, some
opera-glass might be raised to spy, if possible, some dust on

 His trailing garments or speck in their shadowy perfection.”

« This talk about truthful conversation, small houses, sim-
ple dress and manners,” said Florence, .abruptly, “ sounds
very well in & Iyceum lecture or in advice to young men.
But who likes to live in the only small house in a block ? to
be the person living in that small house? Who does ot
prefer to have all the smiling domesticity he boasts of in
a fine large. brown stone or marble front ? Most of the world
live, dress, and have houses as handsome as they can. These
are very prudent people who by years of toil have at last ac-
quired ample means and an elegant style of living. If you
live in a small house, they’ll come in their) carriage to see
you, and be glad you are beginning on go cconomical a plan,
and yet they’ll look so patronizingly and condescendingly on
your one sofa, your one picture, which they carefully exam-
ine with a glass, informing you of the fresh arrival they have
just had of paintings and statuary from Italy. They meas-
ure with their eye the value of your one mar})le-topped table,
and the color and quality of your one best silk dress, and go
away and say to their dear friends they found you quite com-
fortable, though living in a very humble way, for you make
no pretentions to style, they add, with a kind of pitying cm-
phasis. : o . |

“ T really think there is a kind of vulgar air about people
who live in small houses ; they have such contracted ideas.
You can read economy and saving all over their simple
faces. They are always making over dresses, turning car-
pets, and altering their old bonnets, eating with plated forks,
from granite ware, and drinking out of pressed glass goblets.
But, Nepenthe, you are too plebeian in your manuers. 1
wish, while with us, you would keep a more proper distance
from our inferiors.” ) J

“ My life has been too real,” said Nepenthe, « to keep any
freezing distance with any one.””

“Well, well,” said Florence, “ if you were ouce a beggar
yourself, ’tis no reagon you should compromise us. You
stop in the street and speak to every servant girl or laun.
dress we’ve ever had. ¥ believe you would bow as politely
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to black Thomas, who brings our groceries, as to the Duke
of Wellington himseif.” e :

“ No matter how high I hold my poor bead,” said Nepen-

the, “ I must lay it at lagt on the breast of the same earth-
mother as the humblest person I know. T can’t see how a
mortal woman, frail and doomed to die, and to be judged
hereafter, solely by her trusting faith and deeds of kindness,
can be proud, or conceited, or overbearing, or how she can
be constantly light-hearted while her life, health, and futare

are all in the hands of Ovne who can deprive her of life's.

H

~ pride at any moment.’ L
' “* Well,” interrupted Florence, haughtily, * these ideas
would sound well in a book or sermon, tbut I think it be-
neath the dignity of any lady to be bowing and smiling to
every passing Bridget or wandering Patrick. Such atten-
tions make thewmn independent, impudent, and intolerable.”

“ We can recognize any human being without being fa-
miliar with bim,” added Nepenthe, quietly. *If you were

drowning in dcep water, you would gladly be rescued by the

hard hands of a faithful black servant. We may find faith-
fulpess and gratitude among such persons, and they can
often give us material aid. I prize as much as any gifts I

ever had, that beautifully chiselled lamb brought me by

. that poor sculptor out of gratitude for my visits to his sick

child. The lamb is really valuable, and beautifully chis-

elled.”
t« You know very -well,” said Florence, ““ you invariably
find ignorance wedded to. poverty. For myself, I wish

neither to touch or share the life or destiny of ignorant,

low-bred, pauper humanity. I would hold up my spiritual
skirts higher from the influence of this contagion than I

- would raise my delicate robes from the mud of Broadway
gome rainy day after a snow. I eannot relish anything com-
mon ; my sympathies and tastes have been too highly edu.
cated, As for you, with your experiences, you may feel
naturally no such distaste.”

“ If you should ever be,” said Nepenthe, ‘in mental
agony, bodily distress, or personal danger, you may
find more  sympathy, relief, and succor from some old

. nurse, faithful servant, or kind stranger, than from the
formal, elegant attentions of a whole regiment of amateurs,
beaux, belles, exquisites, leaders of ton. There may be no
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style in the shape or motives of the honast hands that bathe

and bind up your wounded spirit or bruised limbs, no manner

in the quiet, good souls with cheerful eyes that summon so
quiekly the warm water, hot flannel, fresh tea and clean
linen. ¢Proud as we are, how many days in our lives are we
really comfortable ? How many calm hours is the heart
warmly tucked in and softly pillowed ? If cold, we want
fire ; if hungry, food ; if thirsty, water. So the heart has its
hunger, chill and thirst; style can never warm and feed and
cherish it ; there must be warm hearts, gushing sympathies,
and cordial hands. The heart wants comfort unmasked, un-

‘costumed, simple comfort, dear comfort, which is never out

of place, never oyt of date, never unwelcome, never an in-
truding stranger. p In life's crowded car we want something
besides hard apples and sweetened balls of painted pop-corn
to keep us good-natured. o

¢ Those who greet you so blandly, praise you so warmly
while in the full bloom of beauty, and height of fortune,
will be the last to cheer, sustain, . and soothe, should yoﬁr
cheek pale, your step falter, or your heart despond. They
will pass by you on the other side of fortune with their light
step, ringing laugh, and say, ‘How Ilorence Elliott has
changed. She has lost all her beauty. I believe she has
been disappointed. How proud she once was! She must
feel mortified.” o

“ I never see a living suffering woman, but I long to re-
lieve her ; or a tired, sobbing child, but I yearn to take it
in my arms and soothe it ; a hungry, haggard beggar, but I

~long to feed him ; I would like so much to mend all the

boy's broken toys, the man’s broken fortunes, the woman's
broken hopes, and the maiden’s broken loves. )
=‘Qur poor young hungry hopes go wandering up and
down, longing for rest and food. I often wish I ecould take
all the worn and weary world in my arms and rock it to
sleep. T wish I could sing some sweet lullahy in every
heavy ear; I wish I could float some melody through the
air, to hush each wailing heart, and pillow it somewhcre at
rest. I wish a troop of angels would come again and sing
once more ‘ Peace on earth, good will to man.’ 1 wish somo
other star ecould hover over, and lead our modern bewildered

. Wise men to a peace-giving Christ.

‘I wish everybody had a home. I wish every orphaned,
o 10

y -
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is true happiness which is pleasant and thornless in the ro.
trospeet.”
¢ God has set His private mark upon each individual
soul,” added Nepenthe, in a low voice, after pausing a mo-
ment, “ and we earthly appraisers must take cars how we
underrate God's private mark of real valye. Above, the
heads we now seorn, angel hands may be holding some gol-
‘ den crown.  Some soul we despise for its plebeian setting
and parvenu surroundings, may yet be transfigured in the
radiant rpbes of genius on the highest hill of fame. Some

passing'ragpicker may yet doff hig rags—his bent, worn hat
vanigh into a erown,

and his old hook into a sceptre of in-
tellectual might,

“ Nothing but sin can in

duce me ever to treat any human
- being coldly. Nothing

but sin, we say; yet sinloss lips
once said, ‘ Neither do I condemn thee, o and sin no more.’

Every human being with whom we coms in contact has a
right to our civility and kindness.” ‘

“ Your remarks savor more of the kitche
ing room,” said Florence contemptuously ; * they probably
take the hue of your early associations. = Let each one take
care of their own set. I'like a king of hauteur in manners,
as if you felt above the common, herd,

But there is one
thing—I do believe it is wron g for a woman of low origin,
and of 50 much pretended prineiple, ever to attempt to cap-

tivate a highminded and henorable man,”

Florence went out abruptly, her eyes saying a great deal

more than her lips, as she sailed majestically away ; and

soon elegantly dressed, she went out to promenade Broad-
way.

As she went, Bridget looked out of the basement door,
watching the refreating velvet, satin and feathers ; then she
went back to her kitchen, saying,

“ Well, there’s no mistake that I may nmever sin, Migg

Florence is good looking, magnificent good looking. T won-

der why some people is made so magnificent good looking,

and more o homely, so magnificent homely. 1 wonder why
God couldn’t have made us all good looking.” -

Bridget called everything she liked magnificent. It was
the only long word she ever used, and she thought it equal-
ly applicable to people and puddings, biscuits and bonnets,

“ Well,” soliloguized Mrs. Elliott, as she sat putting the

n than the draw-
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W'sofa cushion, “ I have had this girl
. T think I have more than fulfilled

all my obligations fto Dr. Wendon, real and imaginary.
There is nothing really pretty about her, and yeb somehow
people do like her, and men do take such strange freaks,

perticularly men of genius. I do get into such s fidget

cometimes about that will. No matter how tight you tie
Tabby in the bag, there’s mever any knowing when the cat’s
head may appear; and once give such a secret any airing,

like Tabby, only let her see the road she came, and she’ll
know well how to trace her way back again. So give a se-
cret a little airing, and you never know where it may go; it
may go back to head quarters. But ['d rather marry the
girl off than send her away. L never sef my heart on any-
thing yet without accomplishing it, but I don’t believe in.
intellectual wormen. I agiee with Lessing in Emilia Galotti
that I was reading this morning. La femme doit rire,
toujours rire ; cela suffit a sa noble mission sur la terre cela
suffit pour maintenir en joyeuse humeur l'auguste roi de la
creation.” .

When Mrs. Blliott wished to say or think snything very
wise, it was always gaid or thought in Trench. She prided
herself upon this. She sat up Jate that night. She had in
that evening’s mail received a letter that gave her much

uneasiness. She locked her door, and looked over old pa-
pers, and burned up several old and worn documents. She
lay awake almost ail pight, and the text ‘of that self-denial
sermon kept ringing in her ears— Withhold not any good
from him to whom it is due, when it is in the power of thine
hond to do it. -

last touches on her ne
here about long enough
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CHAPTER XXVIIL

. F-MADE MAN mD WORTHY HUSBAND. -
J,i .

x
' NEPENTHE REFUSES A SE

« There's such o thing as dwelling |
On the thoughts ourselves have nursed,
And with scorn and courage telling
The world to do its worst.” CurrER BrLIL.
an -offer, Nepenthe Stu-

« You ¢an’t expeet another such ‘
wasting mo little logic

art,” said Mrs. Elliots, coolly, after
and rhetoric in vainly trying to persua

de Nepenthe to ac-
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Could their lives be written ont, there would be some thrill-
ing accounts of self-sacrifice and self—%evotion. ‘ '

« A woman may be lonely, and, at times, unhappy, un-
married, but if she be married to an uncongenial man, she i_s
doubly miserable, twice as lonely, twice as unbappy as if
living alone. She may have had forty offers, and yet some-
body will agk, ¢ Why couldn’t she marry ¥ while it will be
said of the ugliest, crustiest, fussiest old bachelor, * I wonder .
why he never married. ' It ig very strange.’” :

 But Mr. Nicholson is a benevolent man, certatnly,” said -

Mrs. Elliott. “ I see his name on the list of all our prom-
inent charities. Were you to marry him, you might be

able to do very much good.” . : .
 Marry him !’ said Nepenthe; ‘he would regret more

the loss of a favorite horse than the death of his monhgr, whp
really suffered from his neglect. He is always offering his
services, yet he would never take one step out of his " com-
fortable path to save a hundred beggars from starvation.
" He’ll smooth down his luxuriant whiskers as he exclaims,
often audibly, more often mentally, ° no industrious person
need starve” 'Thig prudent, sagajious idea checks effectually

all his rising generosity. He comes to me with his new ~

neck-tie, his patent-leathers, his costly bouquets, and wants

me to be induced by these preliminary * trifles’ to promise .

to help him to offer up to his most worshipful self his daily
matins and vespers. )

« If he were never so handsome, wealthy and wonderful,
I could never tolerate him if he were selfish. The highest
order of goodness and of genius is never selfish. He always
says with his eyes, when he comes out with his new suit,
¢ Don’t T look well ihis evening, Miss Nepenthe ? Who can
vesist such attractions ? T have graduated with the highest
honors of the best tailors in the city. 1 am finished and
complete.” Were William Nicholson to robe me in ruby and
wreath me with diamonds, and place me in a house of pearl,
focd me on nectar and ambrosia, I would rather marry blind-
fold the first plough-boy I might meet. I would rather have
a possibility of a heart than a vertainty of unmitigated self:
ishness. 3
‘ . « A guinea on his counter's brim

A yellow guinea is to him,
That guinea he'll adore.”
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“ Don’t get excited, Nepenthe—there goes Mrs.
Jenking,”” said Mrs, Elliot}z, rising and goﬁlg to the W.{;z};‘::
She was only three years ngo a young lady, beautiful and
accomplished, but poor—no better off than yourself. See
what an elegant carriage, footman and livery—how splen.
didly she's dressed. I saw her the other day at Ball &
Black’s, and she was all diamonds, ermine and velvet, [
am sure Joshua Jenking makes an unexceptionable husband
‘yet I would much prefer Mr. Nicholson. Mr. Nicholson's
money 18 invested in bond and mortgage, the best of all
security—and Mr. Jenkins’ is all in bank stock ; and banks
may fail. Then Mr. Nicholson can’t be illiterate, for he js

‘one (;f the Bboard of Kducation,” , |

‘“ It may be possible for him to be one of that hieh] -
spectable Board,” said Nepenthe, * yet he does n%t {;rli'fe
his name remarkably well, He always says convaZescent
‘vmlgnt, and volumnious and tremengeous, and serup, nn(i
sperit; and I get so tired of hearing him say meetin’ for
meeting, and smilin’, speakin’, and larnin’ and " takin’ of it
but I do not envy Mr. or Mrs. Joshua Jenkins. Nnbod};
ever borrows money of him—he néver loses 2 debt—he pays
his servants low wages—insists on the wtmost penny due
him. He runs no'risks. He never reads—he can’t see the
difference between Byron and Dr. Watts, but he keeps his
thoughtful eye on the banks. His young wife was beauti-
ful, he rich. There was a brief acquaintanee, short engage-
ment, and a splendid wedding. Now she has ermine:: a.cl,ld
v:elvet, and d_iamonds. Ermine is a beautiful far. T should
like to wear it—it suits my taste. I faney it would be very
becoming to me ; and velvet is an elegant dress. 1 would
like a very long velvet eloak, a black velvet dress, and &
bl}:.e vélvet and a violet-colored velvet waist: and I do ad-
mire the flash and gleam of a diamond. I wish I had a dja-
mond ring. My hand has always looked lonesome to me with-
out gne. This life has so many dull, dark hours, I'd like to
have something so pure and radiant always about me, There
18 such a celestial, trangparent gleam in a diamond’s light,
mny eyes seem to brighten as I ook at one, and I feel the
sparkle in my soul too. Yes, I like diamonds. ‘

“_But.love is a softer ermine for the soul, a richer, more
radiant jewel in the heart; and my heart would be so-gold
and ache if it couldn't be clasped in the embrace of a faith

-
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warmer and richer than costliest velvet folds. I should
starve and freeze without love's little pearl set in my heart.
But Mrs. Joshua Jenking’ life must be dull. She has not

a single taste in common with her husband, and in society |

she can’t help being annoyed by his: blunders. If he only
knew enough to keep still—but he will talk, and he over-

acts and overdoes everything. He says the flattest things .

about nice days and pretty music. When I see thewm toge-
ther, I think of a fair lily of the valley planted beside a
cabbage. I have heard it said in every wedding there is a
loss. There was a terrible loss in that wedding. Poor
woman! His money can’t buy her happiness. His loves
are dogs, horses, wine and beafsteaks. Hers are musie,
painting, books, and flowers. When she was so ill last sea-
son, some one suggested having some beautiful painting
hung on the wall near her bed, to divert her thoughts from
her sufferings ; so he brought home one afternoon the en-

graving of Mary Queen of Scots, signing the death-warrant

of Lady Jane Grey, and Peale’s ‘ Court of Death.” These
were wonderfully caleulated to relieve .the gloom of the
sick-room. k

¢ If I marry William Nicholson, Esq., five’years to come
we’ll be walking together, like Mr. and Mrs. Jenkins, like
two ‘parallel lines, our heart-chords nevef meeting, though
stretehing on side by side in the horizo¥ of years.”

« He is a self-made man,’’ said Mr#, Elliott, dignifiedly ;
« that surely is in his favor, and heshas attained a fine posi-
tion among business men by his own unaided efforts.”

- «J’d rather he'd be a God-mwade man than a self-made
man,’” said Nepenthe. * Of A4ll things I dislike this self-
styled, self-made man, Sofne of ‘them aré regular bores,
always taking such infipife pains to show.you they know

something. They are-great show-cases on the walls of soci--

ety, just like the ;bd{v-eases in the small fancy stores way
up town. Hvery

or in a glass box, always out on exhibition—gloves, collars,
caps, laces, hosiery, handkerchiefs, undersleeves, all ar-
ranged conspiouously to show the full dimensions and style
of each article, to attraet the attention of passing pedes-
triaps. If you euter the store, yow'll find nothing, abse-
lutely nothing that you want. 1t is all in the windows.
You can’t even perhaps get a yard of narrow.pink satin rib-

\ing they have is stuck up in the windows’
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bon, or & paper of needles. They've ‘ had the articles, but
are out now, will have them to-morrow, if you can "wait'
So these self-styled self-made men are nothing but show-
cases, or shop-windows in the structure of society, Hear
them talk, you'd think they kept a variety store of know-
ledge. They say, ‘ I didn't get it at an University, or Col-
lege either.’ - '

““They’ve a good many ideas at second-

_came aeross Iots of knowlgdga in remnan:}l;i gﬁ?id.bun'ﬁlll:s
They haven’t used their eyes for nothing. What a show:
they can make in conversation. It is astonishing, From
head to foot they are knowledge all over. Their heads are
like patch-bags—you can’t find the piece of information you
wish, unless you empty the whole bag. They've a good
many remnants of knowledge, balf a yard or so on this sub-
ject and on that, and. they got ’em cheap too; and ever

opunion they advanee they begin with ‘ To my mind.’ ¥

“ When these self-made men get all rigged up in their
second-hand ideas, they strut around like the countryman
exclaiming, ‘ See my new ideas—ain't they wonderful, don’t
they fit ntee ' Then to finish their spiritual toilet, the
put on a cap which covers head and ears, and the ;:ap i);
Progress. This progress-cap caps the elimax of everything
they say or do. Every time you see or hear from them
they are over head and ears in progress. And first ym::
know they are professed conductors in the car of knowledge
driving in advance of the tardy age. This progress cap is
a kind of percussion-cap—it is always striking against some-
thing, particularly the crying evils of the times.

“ When this self-made man first gets the idea in his head
that this is an age of progress, how his eye twinkles, how he
rubs his hands together—he feels as if he could write swuch
an essay, and only let people know what an idea this pro-
gress is. . He likes the word development, he puts it in
everything he writes. He also puts in, * We live in a won-

d b h e
lit:lgf;l} age ;' and if he quotes any poetry it is usually these

< Fall many a flower is born to blush unseen,
And waste its sweetness on the desert air.’

And somé how his manner impli i 1

. plies that /e is the flower that -

might have been wasted on the desert sir, that e is t]eng gtz':xi
‘ 10 | ’
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. that was self-saved from the dark caves of- ignorance and

oblivion. .
« He'll read some book all learned men study thoroughly

| at fifteen, and he'll talk about it at the table, as if mobody

had ever heard of it before. Tf he happens to get hold of a
work on geology, he’ll talk of strata and formations every
day for a week. If he hearsa minister he likes, he says
positively he is the greatest mind of the age. Next time he
hears him, he gays he is thought by all intelligent men to

b the greatest mind of the age. He really thinks, this self-

styled self-made man, that he has struck a vein of pure
knowledge which these dull college plodders have dug for
years, and never found any really valuable information.
He knows just as much as those college exquisites, with
Kappa Alpha’s and Sigma Phi’s dangling ab their sides.

How he secretly wishes he could wear some shining badge
of his self-made-ship hanging at his side—an S. M., or some- ‘

thing indicating his progress in knowledge. .
'He says there's no use of digging and digging at the
dry roots of tliese Latin and OGreek grammars, making such
a wonderful classic foundation—it is all waste time. Why
he can build himself up in 2ll hecessary knowledge in one-
fourth of the time, without having all this cellar and sub-
cellar in the bottom of his head, which nobody ever looks

into. It’s a waste of brain capital—it is a dead investment, -

the paying such a premium for going through Greek and
‘Liatin grammars. g

« For myself,” said Nepenthe, * T would rather marry an
excellont blacksmith than a tolerable lawyer, a stupid min
ister, a rich miser, and above all a self-styled self-made
man.”. ‘ ‘ - :

« [ have taken a deep interest in your welfare,” gaid Mrs.
Elliott, with some pathos in her voice. ‘I have seen very
much of the world. I have taken some pains to bring this
matter about, and I am very much surprised that you should
hesitate a moment, or think of rejécting such o flattering

offer as that of William Nicholson, Esq.  His position and
resources are certainly everything desirable, and he would
really make you a most worthy husband.”

« A worthy husband of all things is what I do not want,”

said Nepenthe. * All stupid people are called worthy, wor-,
thy, worthy. Ifasll the men called worthy ¢ould be together .

5 NEPENTHE. | 9297

in one picture gallery, what a smooth-haired, smooth-
sm‘?oth-hpped, long-eared, girl-faced set they’ v\rou?éhbf:??d’
Fo: a lady of your supposed sense,’”’ said Mrs. Elliott
dryly, you have really some very strange notions of love
and marriage. I always thought you had some quecr streaks

- ‘about you. You are certainly ungrateful. I have shown

Mr. Nicholson much attention on your aceount. To me you
owe your present position and standing in society. I h};ve
long wished to see you happily married, as I said beforg, to
a worthy husband. I must add, in justice to Mr Nichol- *
son, that I think it a great condeseension in him to offe
himself to a portionless bride. There are other reasons Ir
need not name why it is a still greater condescension in
him to make this proposal at this time. The Nicholson
family are one of the first in the country. You would bo
introduced in that set, and be always sure of an elegant
home.. I rather disliked Mr. Elliott when I married him
yet I think we got on together as happily as most married

. people do, and he left me well provided for. Should Mr,

Nich i
foi'c;ugles.?,n,dm beforel you, he would leave you an ample
N “ I should hardly look forward to that event,’" interrupted

epenthe, ** judging from his present ample size and per-
feet hea}th; mc"leed, I am afraid, should I marry him with
zxzylgrisel(llfi felehngs, should that melancholy event oceur, I

uld hardly lament it as deeply as a b d, di ;
and }uconsolabhle widow is exppegted to',?reave - disconsolate

*“ 1 regret that you treat my advice and consideration f
your welfare so indifferently,” said Mrs. Elliott, in lan oofl-'-
?:tiﬁdttlf{)ne. .  § fctouldL improve you very much if youQ

uld take a few of my suggestions. I se
th;ngls in-you I could a{terf”'g se¢ & great many

“1 am not unmindful of any kindness shown me,” said
Nepenthe. “ You have given me food wlien hungry, 2 cor:x-
fortable bed to sleep upon when weary, a roof to shelter my
aching head. If T wept for sorrow, you called me impa-
tient ; if I mourned a loss, you told me others have mourned
heavier. When I burned my arm by saving you from the
flames, you reminded me that others had lost both arms. I
must needs be thankful that I had still two. If I lose one
1.'E,)rm, 1t s 0o consolation that another poor sufferer has lost

oth, If my head is bruised, it is no consolation to me that -
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another woman is lying in the next street all mangled and
helpless, almost torn to pieces from some terrible accident.
A .nusical ear feels most keenly the least discord, while

. another ear can imperturbably bear the most hideous jargon.

- There are many people in this world who would clothe and
feed us, to whom we could never tlv,hisper a sorrow, or breathe
a hope. If we are keenly regretiing some mistake we have
made, it is no comfort to have some one tell us we are weak,
foolish, injudicious, and ask us, ¢ What did you do that for ?
I could have told you better. I would have done very dif-
ferently.’ ” :

 We are getting away from the subject,” said. Mrs, El-
Yiott, coolly. « Do you expect to marry an angel ? I should
like to know what your expectations are, ‘and what you in-
tend to do with yourself.” ‘

« T want what every one wants;” said Nepenthe. -** I want
a friend. I long not for advice, counsel, opinion, eriticism,
polite treatment, A lawyer, doetor, editor, if well paid,
can give me much of all these. [ want something money
cannot buy. Money has great power. There is a pleasure
in being surrounded with elegancies, and being able to be-
stow gifts and favors. I am painfully sensitive by nature
to any defect in dress, furniture, living. I like draperied
windows, downy carpetls, fine paintings and statuary, and I

do not like this endless pinching and screwing and_stretch-

ing of things, to make them go as far as possible. I dislike
exceedingly scant dresses, shabby gloves, patched or sole-
less gaiters, ever-to-be darned stockings, dyed and turned

L o silks, black velvet bonnets done over for the temnth time,
© "% with bits of withered lace and old drooping feathers, and

L

home-made undersleeves, of this highly commended wash-
illusion, which after once washing reminds one of real /fu-
sion. ‘Those ironed-over bonnet strings, those imitation lace

collars, which once washed boast no more the soft subdued
{ look of real honiton, point or Valenciennes ; and then to

have but one best silk dress, which will always be either too
light for winter or tod dark for summer; and then if you
have one real fashionable dress, it makes all your other old
things—shawls, gloves, bonnets, look so faded and passé, and
then, if to economize, one make it oneself, it may pet like a
witch, and double or distort one’s tolerable pative dimen-
sions. It is written all over you, that you look as well as
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you can——and the Irish chambermaid and porter will leave
you to lift your own luggage and carry your own bundles up
stairs, as they whisper to each other, with a careless toss of
the head, ¢ O, she’s not a lady-—she’s not nice-dressed !’

«I never was proud of costly dress, but I do feel just a
little mortified, if shabbily attired.

“Then I have a longing to be able with my purse to
bring out hidden talent, to elevate erushed and gifted hu-
manity. I might be too proudly happy to have others look-
ing to me for comfort, for help, for relief. I have often
closed my eyes, and imagined what I would do if I were
rich ; and I have, when I gazed on suffering, ragged hu-
manity, or looked longingly on so many beautiful and pre-
cious objects, almost within my grasp, earnestly desired
to be able to relieve the one and obtain the other. I do long
to be able to be fed, housed and clad without begging, bor-
rowing, or being under heavy obligations to any one. Yot
much ag I prize money for the liberty and power it gives, I
will never sell myself for it, 1 would rather live on a
sanded floor, have only a deal table, sleep on a hard bed, and
wear my great grandmother’s ¢ linsey woolsey’ dress, and
have no friend to share my sorrows and feel my joys. I
must have a friend to love what L love, to worship what 1

‘worship, or be linked, by earthly tie, to no mortal man. I

prefer my own companionship to that of one whose fine
horses and full purse are his sole recommendations,”

“ But Mr. Nicholson has one congenial taste, he has a
turn for poetry,” said Mrs. Elliott. ¥ have heard him con-
verse in quite a poetical strain.”

“ One evening,’”” said Nepenthe, *“ when we walked down
by the cliff, where we have such magnificent sunsets, I think

‘he must have felt poetical, for I remarked, as he stood specch-

less, that it was a beautiful sunset.
f::  Yes, he replied. * Do you know what it reminds me
of ¥

“¢No,”" gaid L. , :

“ «It reminds me of the roge on the cheeks of beauty,”
said he, in a low, soft voice. Just then a cow came and
looked over the fence, and mooed ‘at us. *Oh? said be,
*isn’t that a splendid cow! 1'd like to own ‘such a fine
creature as that. I ha‘;;.e some cattle now in the coun#ry_
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which I'd like to show you, but I'd like to own that crea-
ture.’ \ ' . .

« While he looked at the cow, I stood by the cliff and
looked at the sky and sea, bathed in a flood of sunset glory.
He turned suddenly, for the cow had gone, and asked me if

I thought he could jump from the cliff without breaking his -

neck 7 I felt like telling him to try.

« He repeated to me one verse of his poetry once. He

#aid he considered it the best he ever wrote. I think it ran

thus : . .
i Time goes on, he runs a race,
He hurries on, he rides apace;
Messengers Time doth send,
Eternity is Time without end.

T would like a man just as well if he didn’t talk or write
poetry ; but if he couldn’t tell good verse from bad, or dis-
tinguish Byron from Watts, and was given to whipping up
snch syllabub rhymes, I would prefer an incorrigible dunce,
who knew enough to speak when spoken to, and leave such
poets as William Nicholson, Esq. to marry his muse for all

me. He knows no difference between the ﬂatt:est pla.t-i-'
tudes, the tamest placidities, and the tinkle of fairy music,

Ho asked me one evening if I had seen any of Mr. Anon’s
poetry—he thought that Anon made the best verses in the
langnage. He couldn’t remember }\Ir._Anons first name,
but he was sure it was Anon ; and if hé could find a well-
bound collection of Anon’s poems, he would be happy to
t them to me.
Pr?‘sfntold him I would. give twenty dollars for 2 handsome
copy of Anon’s poems, with his full name on the title page,
it would be such a rare book. At that time he took it into
his head that 1 was a great admirer of poetry, and- all his

_ conversation had & poetical spice, flavor and turn ; but as to,

real taste, he would rather any time see a fine paving stone,

than look at Tintern Abbey or the Rock of Gibraltar.”” "
* But you don’t know all Mr. Nicholson’s excellencies

. yet. ‘He has great firmness and decision of character,” said

. Mrs. Elliott. o . ‘ )

' « Tt doesn’t take long to fathom a man when there is no-

thing in him,” said Nepenthe. ' His vacant brow wears the

~ gign, ¢ An apartment to let.” I know he has, as you say,
great firmness and decision of character. So has many a
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mule you meet, carrying his heavy burden. He has the
pertinacity, the positive nature of a man enough to carry his
point, and have his own way, right or wrong; but he has
neither moral sense, enlightened judgment, nor sober reason
to control that will. I would as svon look up to and yield
my will to your brown dog, or your gray cat, as to that of
William Nicholson, Esq., sole possessor of one hundred
thousand dollars, well invested ; and either of the aforesaid
animals would defend and help me quite as well in the path
of rectitude and happiness, and comfort me better in afflio-
tion, Indeed I would prefer a respectable bark, or a com-
fortable purr, to his most eloquent strains of poetry.”

“ His manners are certainly gentlemanly,” indignantly in-
terrupted Mrs. Elliott.

‘¢ Mr. Nicholson has no delicacy of taste, no nobility of
character,” said Nepenthe, * and why he has chosen me I
know not—probably for the same reason that he would pre-
fer a brown house, or a white and black dog, to a gray one ;
about tall enough, about large enough, about poor encugh,
he says to himself, to suit my superior size, and to value
my superior wealth,

“Were I his wife I should submit silently to things in-
consistent and wrong, or resist his will and wishes when
greatly opposed to my sense of right—and no truc-hearted
woman wishes to positively and frequently oppose the man
she calls her husband.” '

“ But you could influence him,” said Mrs. Elliott : * you
could gradually induce him to think as you do—there’s eve-
rything in managing a husband.”

I don’t wish to manage a husband—1 have guite enough
to do to manage myself,” said Nepenthe. “I1 want a hus-
band that will fit me, not one I have to make over. So far
as I can see, this making husbands over is no very easy bu.
siness: like bread worked over too much, they may get sour
in the process, You can’t manage them as you would a
horse, with &its of advice and &ridles of restraint. '

“ The lords of creation are apt to be quite sensitive on
this point—and even a stupid, ignorant man may find out,
as somebody will be sure to tell bim, that he is the head of
the house.

I would rather be managed than manage—to look up to
my husband, than to be always looking after his failings, en-
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lightening his ignorance, improving his morals, and smooth-
ing over his mistakes,” 1'd rather undertake to be the gov-
erness of forty children than of one man of Mr. Nicholson’s
formidable size and indomitable will.” C

“ You are getting exceedingly nervous of late,” raid Mrs,
Elliott, dignifiedly, “you should retire earlier, be more
regular in your habits, and avoid ihe excitement of compa-
ny. I dislike to see a young lady so excessively and - disa-
greeably nervous—you should eontrol yourself.”

_* Nervous !’ said Nepenthe, * I wish the word were out
of the world’s calendar, it is so convenient. Men and women
too call everything they can’t comprehend, ¢ nervons.” What
dictionary defines half of its allowed meanings? ¢ Rasily
agitated, a colloquial use of the word,” says Webster: but
not a groan is uttered, a sympathy expressed, impulse acted
upon, anxiety endured, or accident befallen, but there’ll be
some cool mortals standing by, watching the style of the
groan, the form of the sob, and to see how hard she takes it,
as they shake their wise heads and exclaim emphatically, <O,
she’'s nervous—dreudful nervous.’ If any one is quite ill,
there’ll be hundreds of people to say ‘ O, there's nothing the
- matter, it’s one of her nervous spells;’ and if the nature of
the disease baffles the doctor’s knowledge and skili, he’ll be
sure to say to the attentive nurse, ¢ I think 1t is only a ner-
vous difficulty, Madame.’” And still haman nature grieves
on, and sometimes wails and dies after long eontinued pres-
sure of agony. So long as its depths are stirred, its surface
will be agitated. ’

“ The great deep of a loving, suffering heart must at times

be broken up, snd tears must fall, sighs swell upwards, -and
sobs break forth., When the storm comes and the clouds
gather, the deep billows of the soul must heave and swell,
and subside, and he who stands on the shore of comfort with
dry feet looking on, will mockingly say, ¢ How nervous !—
did you ever see anybody so nervous ? You should control
yourself.’ o o
~ * Many a discouraged woman toils on with pale cheek and
fading eye, while man says there’s nothing the matter, only
she’s getting nervous—while from her heart, béating fainter
and fainter, goes up to the Ear ever open on high, a silent’
testimony of patient, unrequited struggle, ‘and uncheered,
‘unappreciated toil. g ‘ '

1
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“ Who reproaches the ocean for its restless heaving, its
roaring and wild dashing against the shore, and who shall
hardly reproach, when deep answereth unto decp within the
humin heart, till its stirred sympathies dash wildly against
the shore of life. As well call tho tempestuous ocean ncr-

" vous, ag the impulsive, heaving heart.”

*“ You are nervous,” repeated Mrs. Elliott;  and what is

very unfortunate for a person of nervous temperament, you

must have read a great many novels. Pray where is the
site of your love in a cottage, and who is the hero of your
dreams ? Is he t¢ come from the greenwood, and you live
together so comfortably on the balmy air ? Air plants have
sometimes no root. This airy home and airy lover of yours
may never have root or foundation on mortal seil, Some
singing minstrel or limping poet perhaps already claims the
honor of your hand, and the first place in your so highly

. valuable and priceless heart.”

“One has long since had place in my heart,” said Ne-
penthe, coolly. « His words will never leave my soul—he -
hag been domesticated by my heart’s fireside a long time : T
counld hardly do without him. Ide was the first to tell me
long ago, when in deep trouble to suffer and be strong.

-When [ think of his peerless, consoling intelleet, I am al-

ways reminded of footsteps of angels. My acquaintance
with him has been one of the greatest pleasures of my lifo.
He i3 a poet, a true poet ; his' words are always beautiful
and appropriate, whether he talks to me by the fireside in
winter, or wanders with me by the seaside in summer: he
has taught me the beautiful language of resignation, and I
often feel when all alone ¢ a part of the self-same universal
being’ which is throbbing in his brain and heart.”

“ Where did you become acquainted with this paragon *
said Mrs, Elliott sneeringly, * and what is his name ¥

‘* His name is Henry,” said Nepenthe, *“and I hecame
acquainted with him at first at Dr, Wendon’s. He intro-

. duced him to me one evening while in the library. He al-

ways chooses the poet’s corner, and L must frankly acknow-
ledge he is as near my beau ideal as any liviug man—that

_1is, so far as 1 know him. Sinee that first introduetion, after

his pleasant prelude to our first pleasant interview, he was
very often my companion. He pleased my understanding




234 : NEPENTHE.

as much as he captivated my fancy. He has filled my soul
‘with dreams. | ' _
# Dreams that the soul of youth engage
Ere Fancy hath been quelled ;
014 legends of the monkish page,
Traditions of the gaint and sage,
Tales that have the rime of age,
] And chronicles of Eld.” ‘
¢ Your head is full enough of such things now, without
his filling it any more,” said Mrs. Elliott, really relieved to
find Nepenthe had some one in view. * But his name is
Henry, you say-—no very romantic name, Pray what ig the
other name of this beau ideal of yours ?”
"« Henry Wadsworth Longfellow,” said Nepenthe slowly
and distinetly. ¢ He is the hero of my imagination. Ihope
you may know him some day as well as I do—and long as
his name is, may his shadow nover be less. I owe a great
deal to him. Come some time into my room, and I will
tell you something he says. I shopld never get tired of him
though he said the same thing over to me every day. I
found out from him that , :

s Life is real, life is earnost,’ . ‘
—and each day I feel more deeply the force of his great

_ thought.”
“ You can marry whom and when you please,” said Mrs.

Elliott, rising indignantly, * I shall give you no longer sup-.

port or shelter. Your foolishly indulgent patron and friend
is now on a foreign shore, and you may yet reap the bitter
reward of your ingratitade and folly.” ‘ ,

Mrs. Elliott came back again with flashing eye, indignant
look, and elevated 'tone, to say, “ You are hypocritieal with
all your well-put-on amiability ; you havn't the least sense
of right, and are very headstrong.” C

Mrs, Elliott went outagain, giving the door a most em-

hatic close, till every window in the house shook.

“ I am not hypoeritical,” thought Nepenthe, as she walk-
ed 'back and forth in an exeited manner. * Why is it such
a terrible thing to have a way or a will' of one’s own, : The
flower raises or droops its head to suit its nature, the vine
clasps its tendrils in some native fashion. -Why can't each
heart, which has so many wild throbbings, and resistless
‘willings, have sometimes its way ? -Its inward bias, its at-
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tractions are native and strong as the clasp of the vine’s
tendril. o

“The heart needs no bruising, no breaking—only pure
air and clear light, and it will struggle up and blossom into
beauty. ‘Headstrong!  headstrong!” I hate that word
‘ headstrong,” I wish some autoerat would define the boun-
dary of that dispited territory, that ¢ unseen spiritual fence’
between independent principle and stubborn obstinacy.

“ Mrs. Elliott is one of those who always thinks her opin-
jon correct principle, wholesome advice, and mine is stub-
born obstinacy. How human nature gets pulled and hauled,
and mauled and scolded, and driven like an ugly bear or a
fiery horse—to gratify somebody's principle, or sense of
right ! That * sense of right’ hag so many shapes and forms
I begin to think it is a myth, or one of the lost sensés. Mrs.

‘Elliott might as well set the springs and wheels and com-

plicated machinery of her eclock in order, by going at it
with hammer and tongs, as to take the feelings of the heart
by storm. Oh, if the right hand could take the right key,
and carefully wind at the keyhole of the heart, the secret
spring of feeling would be moved'; brain, will, nerve, and
sense would act in harmony—the big wheels of thought
would keep good time, and the busy hands move tirelessly
around the circle of care. Then we wouldn’t always be
getting out of order, runniug down, or standing still. Bom-
bard the castle of the will, stormed and starved and be-
sieged, it is monarch still, and no sharp words shall tack
down basting threads for the guiding of its lordly way over

" the carpet of destiny.”

This was only a burst of indignation—it was not the out-
gushing of Nepenthe’s true nature ; like a tired child, she
felt like sobbing herself to sleep in a mother’s arms. She
never could battle or contend ; the effort was painful, the
reaction depressing. The lancet and probe of reproof were
never fit for her gentle nature-——but the wine and oil of
healing, and the balm and benediction of sympathy. Every
great heart has a throb of its own, every great will has a
will of its own.

Dispirited and sad after this long and tiresome interview
with Mrs. Elliott, Nepenthe sits alone and thinks.

That roof had been to her no home but a shelter, and now

:she had no shelter. She took up a book from the table, ac-
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_cidentally left there that morning by Florence. It was Shir-
ley. Nepenthe had never read it. She turns its pages
carclessly over, and opens at last the chapter giving an ac-
count of the interview of Shirley Keeldar with Mr. Simpson,
who tries to find who she loves. She is pleased to see any
resemblance between her situation and the fortunate Shir-
ley. : :
g Oh, if I were only rich !”” she exelaimed, I could be
more independent. The heart is the same everywhere.
Every human heart is human, but who shall eonquer its
love, or quell its hate ? ' This secret of my love shall never
escape me by any ordeal. i shall not be dragged out and
burned at the stake of ridicule. I will hoard and hide it in
the safe of my heart, and no burglar tongue or assassin hand
shall force the lock. He who has the key alone shall open
the safe, or the secret shall die with me; and in héaven,
where kindred souls like stars cluster together, my soul may
find its twin wanderer. Here this Jove can never go back
in my heart and die, - o '
¢ As if a .rose should shut, and be a bud again.’”

Florence Elliott’s love for Carleyn was becoming the rul- |

ing passion of her life. Madame Future had lain aside her
veil and talked with her face to face. '

Florence would once have spurned the idea of seeking or

‘receiving such counsel; she went at first out of curiosity—
now it had become a passion, the woman seemed really to
enter heart and soul into her cherished plans.

It was an avowed opinion of Florence's, that it was .no
greater sin to expresg wrong than to feel -wrong: she be-
Tieved in expressing what she felt, if convenient. Her love
and pride were both gratified in receiving attentions from
the distinguished young Carleyn.  She was beeoming more
and more beautiful since her first consultation with Madame
Future, whose directions she implicitly followed. Through

her, Floreuce had found out Carleyn’s private tastes, likes,

and dishikes.

He loved poetry, flowers, and simple dress, and these
tastes she cultivated mést assiduounsly—buying poetry, sur-
rounding herself with rare flowers, and wearing them as
her only ornament in her beantiful hair, and she dressed

~with the most elegant simplicity.
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~ Many marvelled at the great change in her style of dress.
I'J—JIO Car}leyn’s dazzled eyes she seemed like a radiant vision.
mgéve%a!easant to have such a beautiful wife for a living
She sat alone in her room one evening, after h
] s er ret
from a party, and recalled his every loolf. word and toneufxg
she thought, * How pleasant to have him watch my face, ,and.

- say, ‘There, that's a beautiful expression—I'll" put that

down ;' and then to find another beautiful expressi
put that down-—to have him trot ail these exprlzassio:&n;bti%
in his head, till at last he comes out with a beautiful fin-
ished portrait—to bave my portrait sent to the Academy of
Design, as in the possession of the artist, Frank Carleyn—
No. 10l—and go myself, and have admiring visitors ask
:Whose it wag-—-aud have some one tell them, * Tt is the art.
ist's beautiful wife’—* The artist’s bride —that sound
well.  Yes, I will be his wife,” she said, © or and sh:
arose, walked back and forth in great excitement, and then
paulse_d a,dmomIent b]:fore the mirror. “ Thank God,” she
exclaimed, “ I am beautiful— :
foris symotrio” ‘ iy features are perfect, my
Madam Future, divested of sybillistic dress, manners,

* tone, surroundings, dark curtains, obscure lights, colored

vials, charms, glasses—-elaborately an
sometimes goes into society. She?rv Iovgs :jﬁ%ﬁggl{)e:;‘ r{ll){l?hi
suits well her purposes and plans to enter sometimes the
crowded salon, musicale soirée and reception. If she stoops
to mingle with the common throng, as she callg society, it?s
zg nfltth(imt some mystery in its secret net-work, to find out
ter-chgr?:n .or counterplot, and thus gain some e¢harm or coun-
You might look in many a face, and meet no suc
Madam Future’s. If it rested upon you, you felt ashifeﬁfldgi
thg full blaze of a brilliant chandelier, as if every salient
point in your character were illuminated. Her look scemed
to fathom you~her eyes burned like consumeless fires, If
%yes fadé that weep long, no tears had dimmed her eyes.
No, she never wept. The fount of tears had dried long
;;llife].l dEvery sorrow she had known, every disappointment
o | a T(!m]y formed some strange accretion round her
oart. 12t heart never melted to tears. Gathering yoars
of osgification, it turned to stone. As her tears froze away,
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her revenge grew and burned and fed itself within her heart.
She said she never in her whole life had been deceived but
once.

The next evening after the party, Florence was guided
by an unknown hand, through the dark, up many flights of
stairs, into a cireular room, where all the lights weré extin-
guished. Looking through a long glass properly adjusted
by Madam Future, she said, “ I ‘see a room—a clock on the
mantel. I can plainly see the hand pointing to eight.
 There’s a vase of flowers, and there are rare books on the

table—and there is Carleyn reading, and Nepenthe Stuart

sits at work by the table. She Jjs knitting something—it
looks like a chain. He stops reading, looks up and talks.
Now he smiles—reads on again. She is looking up, and
_asks some guestion. They stand at the window together—

<" he points upward. -

“ Yes,” thought Florence, “ I suppose he pays her some

slight attentions out of pity, she tries so hard to interest

him."’

« (lontrive,” said Florence, ¢ to whisper, or to have whis-
pered these words into Carleyn’s ear : ‘ Low family, doubt-
ful origin.” Say also, * She is éngaged to Mr. Nicholson.”

“ Yes,” said Madam Future, taking the piece of gold
from Florence’s hand, ¢ there’ll be a bal masqué on Wed-
nesday evening—I'll be there—I can tell him something
that will make him think.” :

Carleyn sat alone in his room, with a copy of Hyperion in
his hand. He had borrowed it from Ilorence Elliott.
Turning the pages ecarelessly, half a sheet of folded note
paper fell out. There were on it a few verses written
faintly with a pencil. They were in Florence Xlliott’s hand.
He had heard her say one eveuning, that she had a careless
habit of leaving things in books very often, much to her
mortification afterwards. The verses were signed ‘ F. E.’

“ Florence has deeper feeling and nobler conception than

I have given her eredit for,” thought Mr. Carleyn, as he

read the poetry carefully over. ¢ Her few defects may be

owing to early indulgence, and her great beauty; and she
loves flowers too. How beautifully she arranges them. 1
am always sure, if a person can write one good poem, he is
capable of writing more, many more, if excited by any deep
. emotion or powerful feeling. If there is any pure gold of

~ could hardly. know h
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thought discovered in the soul, there must be a valuable
mine somewhere in the spiritual strata.”

Florence resolved to go to the great reception the next
evening, charmingly dressed, and determined, if possible
to fasten the chain she was quite sure she was firmly rivets
ting. Never did she bestow such pains upon her toilet
never linger so long at the mirror. Never was her hair so
artistically arranged. Never did her cheek bloom rosier
ber eye flash brighter, never were her lips rubier, or her
volce sweeter. There was not a touch to add, a charm to
give, as she threw her snowy opera cloak over her fair
shonlders, and went forth to the final conquest.

Madam Future, splendidly arrayed, went also. You
¢ er, o transformed by elegant and fash-
lonable dress. Her long, wavy hair, beﬂutifﬁlly a,rrg.nfggg

gave her at least a stylish appearance, as she moved with
- high bred ease among the crowd.

-J}ny high-minded, ideal-loving man, to gaze on Florence
Elliott’s lovely exterior, would say, she is a lovely woman,

a true soul and pure heart, must glow in such radi
and inspire such beautiful lips! 8 radiant eyes

N

CHAPTER XXIX.

THE MUBIC BOOK OPEN AT THE WRONG PLACE.

* There should be no despair for
__While nightly stars aI:-e burm};xogu;
While evening pours its silent dew,
And sunshine gilds the morning.

“ There should be no despair, though
May flow down like all)-iver H ugh tesrs
Are not the best beloved of years -
Around your heart forever "—EuiLy BroxTx.

Tux party given by Mrs. Norwood was attended
two thousand persons. The entire house was thrown open
for the entertainment of the guests. The first floor waspde-
voted to dancing, the band being in the hall. In the pic.
ture gallery the panorama was kept moving in the evenan
The upper floors were arranged for conversation, whist k.
The basement to refreshments, billiards and bowling. "The

by nearly
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Iarge number of carriages which thronged the gtreets made
access to the house tedious and difficult, The whistle of the
outside guard, as usual, announced arrivals, which cauged
the doors to open as the visitors approached.

.They had all gone to the party at Mrs. Norwood’s—fash-
jonable belles, and exquisite beaux, matrons and maidens,

were slready promenading, chatting, dancing in those bril-

liant parlors. - : . : \
Tt was a cool autumn night. The wind had a sound of

winter, and the sky was dark and gloomy. Nepenthe sat

‘alone in Mrs. Elliott’s large parlor, looking drearily out

through the half-open ghutters. It was her birth-day night,
A strange feeling of restlessness came over her, a disgust
of books, of work, of solitude, a longing for social life. The
measured ticking of the clock was poor relief to the undis-
turbed stillness reigning throughout the house. . Nepenthe’s
usual quiet, contented manner, was gone. She paced rest-
lessly back and forth upon the downy carpet. ‘

«1 am alone,” she said bitterly. ‘I love music—I love
society. How I would prize one heart that really loved me.
0, if 1 only had a mother, a sister, or even one friend ! Is
life always to be a game in which I can take no part ? How -
grateful T would be for the ecrnmbs of happiness that fall
from the bountifal table of others’ lives. 'And now I have
no home—I know not where to go to-morrow. And [ am
called Nepenthe—strange name for me, who am to drink the
cup of loneliness and sorrow to the dregs.”

Nepenthe walked to the window, and a few large drops of
the rapidly gathering shower fell on the window-sill.  She
approached the piano and seated herself, to pour forth, half
unconsciously, her murmuring in song—singing, as she
turned over the leaves of the music book : .

‘] feel like one who treads alone .
Some bangquet hall deserted.” |

With eyes swimming with tears, she saw at the bottom of
one of the pages, these words, sung so beautifully by
Dempster : - ' .

i Be still, sad heart, and cease repining; |
Behind the cloud is the sun, still shining.
Thy fate is the common fate of all,

Into each life some rain must fall, -
Some days must be dark and dreary.”

&

. ner of the sofa. He heard as
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Nepenthe sang it all through, with exquisite pathos, She

paused, almost choked with ieg isi i
to whisper forth its wild choru;s:’ 2 the vising wind secmed

“ My heart still clings to the mounlderi
Ti,nre hopes of youth fali thicko?ndt?f(;ri; als)g,St'
And the days are dark and dreary,”

Before her suddenl st '
y stood a vision—mo, not a visj
a .ta],il manly form, and a pair of dark eyes :Were aa"l.slon, Ibuf;
™ Iatlslurp;llsed’ embarrassed look, gazing at her
“ ought you were at Mrs, Norwood’
: > ‘ 8, My, .
:ﬁld she, equally surprised and embarrassed aSrShCarieyn,"
e first thought that came in.her head. , e uttered

‘I am going to Eur - ” sai
withIher o § minute[;I.)e to-morrow,” said he, afbell- talking
“1 wish you ‘ bon voyage,” said Ne
o € H th L
gﬁggtgeau?e, znth ?,I.few remarks upon Izialr(: r:éi':flt;?n?;mi?r]f -
J s for intendi i
i rave 1ng,v he left, intending to set sail the nexgb
‘“He came hoping to find Flo
scug nger(:ltthfe, as she sat on the
in her hands. “ He may be absent two ve i
\il‘)e&utlful sights, enchanted with brighty e;t:ss: ffl?gtiniupfo?
ﬁmﬁs.r He w111. forget me entirely. But how weakgI-m3 ¥
Aie has never thought of me, while he is the only ig z;m.
manly goodness I have known.” y idead of
She had controlled herself so 1
way ;; her feelings,
“1if any one calls, say I am engaged,” sh i
aret 2 gaged,” she :_sald to Mar-
aghme. e closed the door and shut hergelf in the parlor
Margaret walked qui
g quietly out, and
looking out of the front dojcr)r, Whenrl M:.to%irfgr na Ao ap
th?‘steps again, saying, yR oume up
I left a small package in the parlor.”

“ Walk in, sir,” said sh o b :
“ she is in there” e, opening thie door a little wider ;

The little package had remained undistirbed on the cor-

. he opened th
pressed sob, and the words, « I wishpI ]El:.d nesrelt'i %(;an}’ o

The sentence was unfini
' nished v ;
tearful eyes and sad face. as Nepenthe started up with

11

rence at home, I prosume,”
sofa with her fuce buri(;d

ong, now she would give




949 ) : NEPENTHE.

« T beg pardon for intruding, but I eame back for this
i wokage,” said Carleyn. o | |
htﬁ: Eiemegd ’agitated,' g’gt drew near ::fdsloia a.l‘.'l:i ;::P?rg:;:
' ou in some sudden Sorrow, he. *1
Ililislt] tywl(l;uld induce me to withdraw silently; and y;té
' Elsru 111 I know not the cause of your sorrow, I kno;}v_ g?’n
a :vognan, with a woman’s heart. Idcam:i 1:161;31 ;o ) nl —
aid this, the door opened again, walk
Wﬁ?a};f- .SN;eholson, Esq., with bland fim11e,1 n:zl?; rget;l;éle;
: ! o ,
it- of shining broadcloth, new patent leat
ggwu?:lii? such sige, color and shape, as to remind one of a
| fr:lsh cauliflower :Es it cgu;estﬁrori:{i:tlgel:araie;. wld Bridget
t went down to tne » and_told b
hMa;gsagsre Mr. Nicholson had come courting this tm}el,l hl}
; s?s:ro fizxed up—*“ and then he had such a big~ burch o
w ' .
ﬁo%irsénthe was certainly surprised and sorry_‘_thlat c;]r:) ntgarz.?
pai'ticpular evening he bad done }1191' th_lsdpim;&cuh?:s El]ioti’:.
the truth flashed upon her min Mrs.
zl:]:tg ;};i%abl; eoncealed from him her recent positive refusa'l
" hi flattering proposal, |
of %::.Sk?ne;{t for graﬁted that such an offer would fso{;)s %}:ﬁ
ratefully accepted, he had the air a.nd_maunet}' omse o-
]gmowledged lover—treating garlsyn 25@ if ihe zlai‘:;:ing i
is i iew, should have the advantage 1n g,
g;:j ;)I;S}g:a?:;e in giving Nepenthe atteution. Beeing the
ia en, he asked for some music.
plaﬁg Og)rft]l];eh%:fp}exed, vexed, and distressed, Wﬁs gl::tdh tg
1a ;)nd sin’g’ to relieve her embarrassment. .”ebw;s sﬁe
Eeryto sing “ Thou, thou reign’st in this Bosom ;" bu
told him she couldn’t sing it without the musie. Marearet
OWhile she was singing a swe_et‘;l S(.‘].:tc]? tso?gi;i, weiggsay-
i unceremoniously with a basket of tlo , S5
‘ ?ﬁg e“lluigpz-e;rix-e the flowers Miss Florence wished you to ar
’ ble to-morrow.” ‘
ranPgStffggt}éﬁe:: a;ide, Nepenthe sang a few sc:fgs, I?;?g:éiez
i ' iano and cox
.w difficult pieces, and then left the plano and ced
i?:agl ilf; thI; flowers—{inding 1t extrgmely difficult to en
tertait% two such visitors at the same time.

s When I see flowers,” said Carleyn, “ I am reminded of -

: little boy then,' and
t boquet L ever owned. I wasa :
’t(;)ltllea.ﬁ\:?sit (;(()l my uncle in the city. He always indulged me

‘here this evening

-
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in every wish, and on my birth-day offered to do anything
to please me. We took a walk in Broadway. We went to
a florist's,.and he bought me a beautiful bouquet. There
were a great many heliotropes and violets, mingled with
other flowers. I was delighted with the flowers—and then
1 coaxed him to take me to see the hospital—the place he
had so often visited. T often wondered what became of the
little pale girl I saw there. She had dark brown hair, and
large dark eyes. She was so thin and pale, she really looked
unearthly, with her face lighted up with those large dark
eyes.”

T What did you do with the flowers ?”
without seeming to notice the last remark,
© “1I laid them on the little girl's pillow as T came away,”’
said Carleyn. “ Poor child, T knew she could have very

~ few flowers in the hospital, and then, poor thing, I felt sorry
* for her. She was in the care of a cross-looking nurse. T
know T wouldn’t want such eyes to watch me if I were sick.”

- Nepenthe said nothing more, and Mr. Nicholson looked
bewildered, as if the conversation had taken s strange turn.
“ I hope it will be fair to-morrow, Miss Nepenthe,” said he,
(he had never called her Miss Nepenthe before,) “ and then
we’ll have a nice ride. I want you to see my new horges.”

Nepenthe had lost all her quickness of thought, so she said
nothing, absolutely nothing to this last remark.

Both gentlemen soon after left, and Florence and Mrs.
Elliott came home about ten o’clock. Not finding Carleyn
at the reception, Florence had no wish to stay.

That evening was the first time Nepenthe had sung or
played since she came to Mrs. Elliott’s, and Floreoce had
no idea that she had any mausical skill, taste or knowledge.

** How strange,” thought Florence, as she came in the

said Nepenthe,

- parlor, after Nepenthe had gone up to her room, * The

piano is open, and here is a song I never sing—and it is =
song Frank Carleyn was asking me to sing only the other
day. T was going to learn it, and was practicing it before I

went out; but [ am quite sure I put it up, and that I left a
waltz on the ‘piano.” :

Ringing the bell ‘violently, and summoning Margaret,

she said, in an excited tone, “ Margaret, has any one been

“ No,” said Margaret, frightened ; *“ nobody but Mr. Qar-
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leyn. You know I always let him in. 1 thought he would

wait until you eame home.” + when T was out.”
« You know I told you to let no one 1o ‘whe o after
« T didn’t know you were out ab first, ma a.ni, a]hmew ou

wards T Jooked up stairs and down, and then 1 - ¥

must be out.” , .
-« Well, what did 11‘1; sa%'! ? T
1" aid he wounld wait awhile, | ; ‘ .
Fllj:ezee Elliott was not a fine mnge;‘,_though shgl epol;yhei%
well : and she knew.the song upon the piano was One
ites. ; - . C .
fat?ipiittie after he came in,’”’ said Margaret, * ik::r};iet.ai
piano, and some one singing ; so I thought you mu
' " | . l - i - q 3 :
hoT?A.re you sure, Margaret, that 1t was my plla(;m .1 J;V%s::é :1-
it the piano next door 7 Are you' sure no1 ady lien been
here ? Mary Hume comes sometimest and p aysS\Lvlve o
' he always sings these sweet songs. hos
the keys and humsya, tittle, and often looks ovlt_ar lth% music ;
but s,hgsr glides in and glides out again, like a little M’I;y;:;,aid
« There's been no one in the parloé t{us evening,” s
: « hut Miss Stuart and Mr. Carleyn.
Msgg{;r:}faw lt)}‘:ese names didn’t sound pleasautly together
in Florence’s ears. '
« Margaret,”” said she.
T3 H ?” . ) ,
“ hN%vZT let Mr. Carleyn in again when Iam 011111;;; o Lot
« You have often told me, ma’am, when ke ca led, 0
him wait ; and I really thought at first you we;e m.r This
“Florence walked back and forth, excited an a];.\g gt This
was the first suspicion she had had of N ?})en‘i:i e1 u s
ability to sing and play. Pretty business, B.‘sfmlx kS aoe;ﬂe e
enthe Stuart’s singing and playing for Fran, S5 ca{ls'
Iéhe is always out of the room when I am home, and. ,

i lete ruse.
: t she should be. It is a comp
"Elde ]ia;:;‘orgii;r;em'i‘hen to think I told him she se wed for ns,
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gone, and 8

intimating that she was a seamstress. He’ll begin to think,

. - > ‘e B
there’s some mystery ahout this, at}d p}ystery Wﬂlkexcltehe
man’s ouriosity any day. As for singing, I never knew s
could sing.” o

«« How came Nepenthe Stuart to be in the parlor ¥’ she .

" said, an hour after, to her mother.

WM et - r—er AT pp——c
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* I wished her to sit there,” said Mrs. Elliott, ¢ while wo
were gone. Since that silver was stolen the other evening,
I feel & little uneasy if I go out and leave the parlors alone,
The truth is, 1 am afraid that Bridget is not quite honest.”

Florence Elliott had a new reason for disliking Nepenthe,
No one, not even a child, should come between her and her
plans,  Sing for %iim ?~——how dared she

Poor innocent Nepenthe! Once more, in angry tones,

- she heard Florence and her mother talking in French,

and she was the subject of their harsh reproach. ‘¢ How
dared she sing and play, in my absence, for Carleyn #"* gho
heard repeated in loud and angry tones.

“ Did Miss Stuart remain long in the parlor after M.
Carleyn came in ?"” she asked of Margaret the next day.

“I don’t know, ma'am. I only went in once, to ask her
to arrange those flowers you bade me tell her to fix to send
to the fair to-morrow. 1 didn’t know he was there then, or
I shouldn’t have gone in. She arranged them, and they are
all ready for you, in the parlor.” ‘

“ How provoking ! thought Florence again. * He s al-
ways complimenting me about my taste in arranging flowera.
Now he’ll think of course Nepenthe Stuart does it all. These
men only want a few things to find out more. I'd have
given a great deal not to have had him know about these
flowers. He is so fond of flowers, and says so much abont'
their artistic arrangement. Well as I know Frank Carleyn,
he is so true himself he never suspects any one~but once
show him a little cause, a little deceit, and he will suspeet

~everything. Drop one stitch in the chain of such a man’s

confidence, and before you know it they all go, and the elas-
tic cord will break, or shorten forever.”

“I do love him,” thought Nepenthe, as she turned unea-
sily on her pillow that night. *If he were dead, I could
think of him calmly—but if he marries another, how ean I
be happy *—and L could be so happy with him, His looks
and words are so dear to me, T never shall forget his plea-
sant voice when he said, before I sat beside him in the car-
riage, ' I shall be happy to take this young lady under my
charge.’ And then, ke gave me those flowers at the hospi-
tal. "Ie little thought I was the pale girl, and he lLas not
forgotten me as I was then. Those flowers made me fecl ag

3
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it God was ne‘arr_me ; though I was shut up” in the hos-
pital, without friends, as if He would clothe me, with my

little weak faith, just as he did those beantiful heliotropes

and violets. - But distingnished, courted, flattered as he is,
how do I dare to think of him? I must hide my weak, fuol-
ish Jove. ’'Tis not because he is a distinguished artist thab
1 love him—'tis for himself alone. . If he were only poor, I
could go with him anywhere in the wide world, and ecling to
him through all. If he were poor and unknown, and I rich,
he should know and feel, as I now feel, that our two souls
are kindred souls. I can enter into his thoughts, his hopes.
I know I could cheer him when sad, cling to him through’
all trouble and danger. But I should be too happy if I
were his, It would be too glorious a dawn after my long
night. God help me to forget, to banish him from my heart

—to still thiz love. Yet love is a holy and beautiful feeling. - |

1f T were a man, and he a woman, I would woo and win him.
T knbw I could—but I must forget—my heart is aching, and
my heart will almost burst. : '

“ Forget, did I say? Do the stars forget to shine, the
rivér to murmur, the wind to whisper, the ocean to heave?
I might have stifled this love omee, but it is too late
now. [ have only to hide it, to eover it up as a beautiful
ruin in my heart. I cannot crush love—iv will rise again—
or drown it with tears, or put it to eternal sleep, Love is a

elairvoyaut dreamer, a somnambulistic sleeper. But I have
a shelter to seek to-morrow, and what have I to do with love?

Bread must be earned, and water must be sure.”
~ (larleyn sat in his room that night, thinking. “ Yes, she
must be engaged to Nicholson. No man could be such a
- goose as to be so marked, pointed and demonstrative, only
“to a woman he loved, and who he knew loved him. But yet
I could not see anything in her manner to him that evinced
_ the least of that ardent affection I should want the woman I
loved to feel for me. But the learned compute that seven
hundred and seven millions of millions of vibrations have
penetrated the eye, before the eye can distinguish the tints
_of a violet. What philosophy can ecaleulate the vibrations
of the heart before it can distinguish the colors of love 77

-t

NEPENTHE.,

CHAPTER XXX,

MR. NICHOLSON RESOLVES TO BE INTELLECTUAL.

“ Christian faith is a grand eathedral with divi i i
! ! nel star
Btanding without, you see no glory, nor can possﬁtﬁ;tlilﬁ'ﬁflgi‘z?i{;grsg

standing within, ever i
splendo’i-s."-—MAuBLEyI:'I":JUrN(?f light reveals a harmony” of unspeakable

“Tue girl is intellectual ; yes, intellectual. T belj
ca,!l it,” sa,id‘Mr. Nicholson {o himself, as 11(; gnt (:Llelfg tlltlliy:
u_rlm_ls]y furnished room thinking about Nepenthe ; “ and
shc.a is rather serious-minded, too, I should judge. IfzI were
going to buy or sell an article, I shonld know ?ust how to go
to work, but this is 4 kind of thing L have never done bge-
fore, ask a woman to marry me, and I hope I shall never
have to do it sgain. ¥ shall lose all respect for her if #he is
such a fool as to refuse me ; but then, young ladies don’t al-
ways make the best choice. They dou’t always know what
iz for their good. I am rich and good-looking, fine-looking
I suppose, at least, I think so when I stand up by that slen-
der, pale Carleyn. He has no color in his face, and he js
not substantial-looking. I wonder if he is much of a wman.

"I suppose he makes good pictures, but that is very light

work for a man, very. 1 guess, after I'm married, Tl
have him take a portrait of Nepenthe and me. I’d like to
encourage him a little. He appears to me a very well
m?allnlr;g youn%msit)n.:[ Tl '

‘I have no doubt I shall suceeed in getting her in t
end, but I want to make short and sure v%ork gf i‘{;.r 1.'[n Slttl;(f
pose, if you want to get a woman to love you, you must try

-and like what she likes. I ean slick myself up and i
. § walk
- and out of a room gracefully, talk abouyt the I\:veather, &::

but that is not all. " I must be intellectual ;

mtellec_tual. I rather think that will taklej yf’sii [r::llcll%tllig

last serious and deep work there is out, the one that is the

most popular, and go and talk about it with her.” |
Mr. Nicholson shuts himself up three hours and reads
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Renan's < Life of Jesus,” filling his head as full as poséible
with the main ideas and most striking things in the book.
He goes round in the evening to make Nepenthe a call, and

after talking about books gencrally and new ones in particu--

lar, he ventures some deep remarks on the subject of mira-
cles, and clearing his throat with a slight wise kind of a
cough, he begins with— .
“ Don’t you think, Miss Nepenthe, that most of the mira-
cles in the Bible were intended to be—to be—taken in a
figurative sense ?” ) '
““Phey’ve a way of figurating everything off now,” said
Nepenthe. “ Maybe, it was only a figurative Eden, a figura-
tive Adam, a figurative ©creation,’ a figurative ¢begin-
ning,’ and perhaps a figurative Deity after all; and the
book that my mother lived and died by may be only a fig-

urative book. It may be a figurative comfort, a figurative

trust after-all. Tsn’t there anything real ? I never can for-

get the words of that hymn they used to sing in the dear

oid church at Northampton when 1 wag a child—

"+ Wirm as a rock Thy truth shall stand,
When rolling years shall cease to move.” -

«Those words I used to hear many a sweet Sabbath
morning from that clear-voiced village choir. ‘They are as
plain to me now as'if they floated on my ear only yesterday.
Watts may be the great millennial prophet poet laureate, at
that last glad b:%ght morning when a kneeling world shall
bow—

«: Bofore Jehovah's awful throne,”

and-— .
« ¢« Farth, with her ten thousand tongues,’

—ghall sing to that dear Old IHundred this anthem of the

universe.”’ . .
¢« Thege miracles in the Bible,” said Nepenthe, ¢ are like

‘those ¢ calendars of home, whose rubrics are colored by our

hearts.” I read them when a little child in Paul’s Life of ‘
Christ, Paul, who was so good an Oriental traveller and

scholar. I eannot worship Renan’s Christ becausehehasgiven
him, with all his sweetness and superior nature, a Jesunit's
cunning and craft in allowing him to pretend to work mira-
cles in spite of his lofty nature, because, as he says, if he
had died before he pretended to work miracles, he might
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have been dearer indeed to God, but his memory would
never have been preserved among men.

* It seems to me, when we seek tv ‘ ook atter truth stars.’
we must ‘ put out ’ such little reason ¢ candles ’ as this.””
) “: Well,” says Mr. Nicholson, quoting his author exactly,

‘it is in the name of universal experience that we banigh
miracles from history.” I suppose, that is, they aro contrary
to the laws of nature. Many &hings in the Bible are con-
trary to the laws of nature.” ) '

“1'd like to know,” said Nepenthe, “ who dares to say he
knows or has read half the laws of nature. There’s ever so
many volumes of them way up on the highest shelves of ere-
ation, and most of us never get tall enough to reach up to
those books piled up on the top shelves, and in my opinion
the firm old Bible is the best Jadder wo con climb to gt to
any of them. Kvery time some new thought comes up, or a
new expression of an old wonderful truth, somebody sereams
out, * That's not so; that’s contrary to the laws of nature”
because they have not found it in the few paées they have
read of Creation’s great code. Half of us have only learned

the ﬁrist large letters of nature, woven in with the big th3-
tures in her first primer. We can’t begin to read in e};s
readings yet. ' | d

“It will be along time before we translate the deepest
!inest, most intricate, passages in nature’s cloquent ples;d:
ings, supplements, digests, her affirmed, recognized or un-
written, but beautiful and perfect laws—laws she promul-
gates many a day as she opens with a morning-glory for a
text, and stands in the great blue pulpit above, and closes
with a holy star for a benediction. , '

. “Ido not like Renan’s Christ, because it is, in my opin-
lon, contrary to the laws of human nature to represent an
incomparable, m_lsurpassable, unrivalled, sublime type and
m_mlilel of l}umamty or human divinity living “face to face
Pr::udg()d’ perpetrating a grand sene?E of striking, starLI‘ing

“ This is contrary to all our universal experience of mor-
tal goodness and greatness. One exposed deception, one
suspected fraud, imposition, hypoerigy or humbug dethrones
for us from its loftiest pedestal on the shrine of our revercnt

admiration, our most sesthetic and faultiess earthly idol. A

thing we can’t tolerate, but rebuke with scorn in a servile
. I+ "




250 " NEPENTHE.

“inferior, we can’t allow.to stain and soil the glorious robe of
the kingly, sovereign soul of the Prince of Peace. Nearer
to men, dearer to God, is our sublimest ideal—not farther
from God, dearer to men. o o

«« We can't like this Jesuitical gleam, this sardonic hg.ht,
playing around the pure, radiant aureol that halos the im.
age of Christ in every little child’s worshipping heart.

“ Things men call miracles,e marvels, impossibilities, in.

“oredibles, may be according to some profound laws of na-
ture, which our poor mental speetacles have mnever read,
studied, or even glanced at. "1 often hear ignorant boys and
stupid men talk about the laws of nature, as if they 'had,
swallowed whole the immense immortal digest of ¢ Creation.
We’d better try to search more and grasp the heavy books
on the topmost, celestial shelves, before we dare to say to a
truth or thought clothed in a new, strange, sta.t:t.lmg dress,
* 3o back to the tomb of doubt. Let us wait till some
learned judge cites,|clearly and correctly, the exact: statute,
the infallible authority, before we excommunicate a bold,
bright thought that comes to seck communion with our best
thoughts and join the great congregation of martyr truths,
whose once stifled eries have been long changed into words
of sweetest music, thrilling the world’s restless heart. -

« Tf 2 man hasn't a whole thought in his head: if he is stu-
pid, damb, silly, blind, if he don:t know_ anythmg, whe:_a a
veat soul towers up before him saying, ‘This sublime
thought has flashed upon my deep studies like a new ftar in
the sky of my soul,’ this imbecile fool will cry out, ‘ Hang

the truth ; barn, starve, choke or drown it. That is contrary °

to the laws of nature.’ You may so cage and shut out a

bird from the light, that it can’t sing, or so tie'a vine that it .

* can’t grow upward or bloom. 8o you can 5o fence in a truth
from the light and air that it can’t grow er thrive—but the

-poorest dpology, the most miserable dilipidated old cage in |

which to enclose a sublime truth is that old stiff wooden
fence made of the laws of nature,

« | like to jump into the car of investigation and leave the

old stage-coach of doubt behind, and say to_the antiguated
wiseacre who standson redson’shighest, muddws_t bank watcht
ing for the old rumbling, ricketty coach of experience to~com<}
along, which has been driving, with its one lame horse od
reason, every day for years from the ark to the flood an
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back, I'd say, ' We'll give you a very grey wig and gown,
and elect you Lord Chief Justice of the Supreme Bench of
the World’s Fools.’

You take ous of the Bible the living breath of inspiration,
~and it is like the Van Jayen in Spitzbergen, as Lord Daf-
ferin tells us—* like a river larger than the Thames, plung-
ing down hundreds upon hundreds of feet ; every wreath of
spray and tumbling wave frozen in a moment stone-stiff—
rigid as iron, awful, everlasting death-in-life, staring up at

. the sun and the stars in their courses, and never meetin

the Norland winds and the washing waves with the thunder
musie of its waters.

“ All the French cloud-wreaths woven around my moth-
er’s Bible will melt away at last in truth’s clear sunshine.
A soul must be bathed in sunshine to write that which can
never be written correctly by mortal pen, the Life of Jesus.
As well might we try to inlay in our heart’s mosaic, sor-
row’s tears, or photograph for our albums the evening star.

“ The meek, majestic life of Christ is the sweetest violet
in the world’s heart—its only real heart’s-case, and Renan’s
clsar, graceful, graphie, picturesque, delicate, brilliaut, ten-
der hand, with hig rich, life-like, tropical coloring of Orien-

- tal thought, would rob the most glorious of glorious lives,
‘the fairest unfolding of the sacred heart, of the deathless

living perfume of inspiration’s sweetest violet.

* To give us a life of Christ without its transparent, pure,
single, sublime motive, prineciple and aim, loftiest and trucst
~—ig to.leave us beantiful violets in our garden, but take
away the peerless perfume for g‘zhieh the violet is 5o dear,

‘“ But almost all the clergymen buy Renan’s book and read
1t t00,” said Mr. Nicholson, very much taken aback by Ne.
penthe’s reception of his first intelleetual remarks ; « and if
they blame, they praise it too. It has, you must grant, a
most perfect style.” o

Just then there was a loud quick ringing at Mrs. Elliott’s
front door, and soon a whole surprise party of fifty masque.
raders rushed in and took possession of parlor, piano, libra-
ry, chamber, dining room and kitchen, It was domino all

over, up stairs and down,

This nocturnal assembly at last disrobed themselves of

~their long divers colored mantles, caps, and wide sleeves,

and amused themselves until midoight with dancing, cha.
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rades, and other diversions ; and Mr. Nicholgqn, very _g_ood
at dancing and charading, put off Renan’s spiritual or intel-
lectual domino, which he had heen wearing sll the evening,
which was altogether too long, large and wide f-'or hlm—?and
pever put it on again, because he feared Miss Nepenthe
didn’t like it.

As he stood by the table about twelve, eating some lemon '

iee, jelly, and cake, Nepenthe thought, Mr. Nicholson is
. himself again.” .

CHAPTER XXXI. .'

DISCLOSURES.

# The bleak wind of March

" Made her tremble and shiver,
But not the dark arch_
Or the black flowing river ;
Mad from life’s history,
Glad to death's m({stery,A
Swift to be hurled—
Anywhers, anywhere
Oug of the world.”

Tt was 4 dark stormy night, dismally the wind howled, it
rained in torrents, when a loud knock was heard at Mrs.
Elliott's door, and then a suceession of quick impulsive raps
ag if some one were in eager, desperate haste. .

« Sure ma’am, and no one would come to-night, and so
late I exclaimed Jane, a8 she paused a moment before she
opened the door. ' .

P.“ Is Miss Stuart within 7’ said a bare-footed beggarly-
looking boy. I want her to come to street right
awa "’ ) - . -

“)TIt is impossible for her to go out this stormy evening,”
caid Mrs. Elliott. * If the eage iz urgent, she can come
early to-morrow morning.” ]

“)I)h, ma’am, but that will be too late,” s:}lfi the bc:y—

_* let her come now, and here is a watch 1 will leave till I

* return,” and he held out a valuable gold timepiece ; * take

this, ma'am,” said he, < till T come back with the lady, but
let her come now.” ' . - .

. Almost afraid to follow her ragged confiu.ctor, yet im-
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pelled by some strange strong inclination, Nepenthe went on
through the gloomy streets, and as she hurried along and
passed under the street lamps, she saw moving swifily by
her, with downcast head and veiled face, a form like Mrs.
Elliott’s—and the lady, whoever she was, walked like Mys.
Elliott. At last Nepenthe reached a small house, and fol-
lowed her silent but fleet-footed guide up the narrow stair-

- case into a small chamber. Throwing aside her damp shawl

and dripping umbrella, she was led by the boy to the bed-
side of a pale-faced emaciated woman, with long black hair,
and large hollow eyes. The sheet was suddenly drawn over
the face of the woman, and as syddenly thrust back.

“ You are Nepeuthe Stuart,” 'said she, gazing at her with
rlaring eyes, “ I should know the likeness anywhere—come
here close to the bed,” and taking a little dark-colored vial
from under her pillow and swallowing a few drops, she said,
“ I have much to say, and these are my last words.” Then
holding up a small package, she said, * Here is something
that belongs to you, but do not open it till you get home.
Here is one letter directed to Mrs. Caroline Stuart, your
mother : it was written long ago. I knew it would be writ-
ten. T watched at the office. I took it out. It enclosed
money, The money is still within it. The letter asks anx-
iously about your mother. I answered that she was dead.
It also asked anxiously about a child. T answered the child
is dead., A fortune was ready for you then, but I had rea-
sons of my own why no child of Caroline Stuart should re-
ceive one of those hated dollars. Had your mother re-
ceived one of those letters before her death, it might have
made her happy-—it may be, she would have lived. I hated
her. I hate you still, with those clear bright Stuart eyes ;”
but skhe added, ** The soul, if material, must change every
twenty years, as the body does; so then no one can be pun-
ished for crime committed twenty years ago, because he is
not the same person—he has lost his identity. I have com-
mitted no erime since, though 1 have tried and failed.. Iad
T earried out my designs, I would have had you long since
beyond the reach of human voice or human knowledge. I—
stood over you when asleep—I—"

The woman struggled to speak again, She lay still, fell
into a deep slumber, breathed fainter and fainter, gasped a
fow times, and died.
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Nepenthe felt relieved when safe at home again. She
could not get asleep till near midnight—and then, as the
clock struck twelve, the old vision that once haunted her
midnight dreams walked through her room again, and stoed
by her bedside, but now it was all clad in white, but still it
had the same long, black, wavy hair. '

1t was morning at last, and Nepenthe awoke ‘after one

* brief undisturbed morning nap, unrefreshed and sad.
 The next afternoon, as Mr. Belwyn was walking up street,
a ragged boy came up to him, saying, ‘

“ Are you a dominie, sir ? are youa dominie 7’

“ Why do you ask me, my boy ¥ said he kindly.

« There's & woman dead round here, and we want some
one to say prayers.” : ‘

‘Many of the clergymen had left the city dreading con-
tagion from the epidemic, but Mr. Selwyn had no such
fear. He followed the boy to a house where a pale corpse
lay coffined. It was not quita the time of burial.

Ile sat down a moment by the window, and moved his
chair near the table, when something lying on the edge of
the table fell. It was a'little box. It opened in falling,
and there fell out a chain with a locket attached to it. 1t
had an old-fashioned case. He took it up and looked at it.
1t was a correct likeness of himself, a miniature painted on
ivory years ago. : ,

« How came thiz here 7’ he uttered in an involuntary
whisper. |

In the bottom of the jewel box lay a torn and folded pa-
per, beginning, ** In the name of Ged, Amen” It was a
part of a copy of his own will, made more than twelve years
ago. 'There was algo another fragment carefully folded and

~ lying on the table It was a part of an old letter written in
a woman’s hand, and it read thus: . o
“ We lived together happily ; there was never one cloud

"+ to darken our path. One morning I stood at the door when -
he left the house. I shall never forget it. I kissed him

good morning. He turned back and said, ‘ I'll be home car-
-ly to-night, Lina.’ He always called me Lina. I remem-
ber at night getting his slippers and_dressing gown ready,
and preparing his favorite supper. He liked violets always.
I had a little bouquet of them on the table. The fire in the

grate burned brightly. It was a cool day in Uctober. He
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came not at six—at seven, O God! he never came again.
I saw him no more. I heard nothing froin him. He left
his place of business as usual.

“ Twelve years have flown, and I have never heard z
word. Two months after he left, Nepenthe was born.”

Some of the events of our lives are so wrapped up in
mystery that we try to forget them. This death and burial
of this strange woman haunted Mr. Selwyrn's mind; he
couile ﬁndhnostrace of her history. o

epenthe Stuart’s mind was also left agitated, perpl

and harrassed. Why had this woman sgo perseg)utex:ieizg
dead mother? Why so watched and haunted her life ?
She had never made an enemy by a harsh word or rash
deed ; and yet, parallel with her existence, had ever been
the hatred of this implacable enemy. -

_All that could be found of the strange woman’s recent
history were a few vague rumors that she had lived in that
place only three months; that she slept with two bolts at
her door ; that she always had a box under her pillow at
night ; that the day before her death she was walking about
apparently as well as usual; that she died on the twenty:
EI_‘:E, and she had often said she would die on the twenty-

The woman had mo known relatives, so Mr. Selwyn's
anxious conjectures could never be cleared up, never be
quieted, never be silenced ; .and yet over the dead he read
slowly, solemnly, and humauely, « Harth to earth ; ashes to
ashes ; dust to dust.” So had turned long sinee his young

- bright hopes to mocking dust.

The hand of his little clock on the mantel moved on to

- four. Mr. Selwyn took home his likeness, feeling that he

had a right to it, as there was no other to claim it. As
he sat in his room writing, 2 man with an organ commenced

playing under his window, and at last Iitle images came

daneing out as the man played, to the great delight of the
surrounding children.

_ As the organ played Mr. Selwyn wrote on in his old

" jomrnal: “ 8o we turn away at the wheel of life, burden-

some, heavy as it is, almost weighing us down; yet some
sweet music may grind out of its very discord harmonious
trills of happiness, little chimes of joy-bells, some friendly
polka or some sympathetic waltz. They awake, thrill, and

Pl
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depart, without our bidding and without our willing. We
“turn this heavy wheel of life, hoping to see something open
and bring out little forms of happiness dancing as if to meet
us—but there opens ever only darker dancing shadows and
deeper revolving mysteries, till through all the stops and
pipes and organ swells of the cathedral soul ascends its
despairing migerere.” ,

A heavy cloud was gathering overhead, and wrapping, as
with a pall, the sky so bright only an hour before. Mr.
Selwyn looked out, and he could see no blue sky ; he sighed
bitterly : “ So is my life,” thought he.. * The blue sky of
its early morning is all cloud-covered. I have one little

.vain hopé left. Will it ever dawn? Will I ever see it

realized ?” - ‘ L
He involuntarily took up a book of poetry from the table
before him, and read, as his eyes rested upon a page :—

« The light of smile shall fill again
The lids that overtlow wifh tears,
And weary hours of woe and pain
Are promises of happier years.

«There is a day of sunny resti,
For every dark and troubled night,
And grief' may bide an evening guest,
But joy shall come with early light.”

~ Carleyn came in to see Selwyn early the next morning.

The bed was undisturbed, the embroidered pillow frills

were as smooth as when they came from the Jaundry the

day before, the tulips were spread out as stiff and bright as

‘when Margaret first-folded over them the linen sheet accord-
""ing to Mrs. Edwards’ very particular directions. '

“ T'm afraid you’ve been watching ghosts again,” said;

Carleyn, kindly, as he glanced at the bed and -then: at his
giend’s sleepless, weary eyes; “ yowll think youself mad,
© Selwyn.” o ‘ :
| never had such .a night before, Carleyn,” said he.
"¢ There are moments when the power of clear thinking and
strong imagining comes over me ; the weary body may long
for rest, but the worn soul lies not down like a tired child
to dreamless slumber, but walks forth along the coast of
thought, where the * tidal driftings of the heart come and
go, and with clear eye looks off the battlements of reason,
looks off and listens to cateh the sounds that boom across the

ot

_ghore eternal, gazing back, defines each faintest outline of
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the shadowy past, judges mercilessly some almost forgotten
sin or wrong, sereams like a night bird over each hillstop of
memory, or wails like a ghost around the ruins of the heart

We vainly lock up oar sins and our sorrows in the eternal
safe, for there comes, at times, a fear they cannot be for-
given ; even though-a divine substitute has been made, even
under the very shadow of the Redeemer's eross, they will bo
our sins still. Through them we have suﬂ‘ered: we do suf-
fer, and we fear we will suffer. Some nightly touch of the.
clairvoyant soul, whose spirit-rapping must be heard on the
vf'alls of the heart, will open the gate of tears, and the grief-
tide rushes in and overflows the last green leaf of comfort

while whispered tones recall the dear lost face, the sweot,

silent voice. When the elairvoyant soul thus patrols ra,p:

ping here and pausing there, the strongest hearted and

proudest man may tremble and weep. You have never had

to dig up and explore the tombs of the past, and pore over

the old half worn inscriptions of lost hopes, lost friends, lost

loves. Majy you never be 2 kneeler at the gate of sorrow, a

bent and bowed worshipper at the tomb of regret, 2 lone p,il(-
grim in the desert of despair.” ’

“ I wonder what made that man walk so last night,” saj
Mrs. BEdwards, as she sat in her front basement ncglt]bti,nn 83111%
a new kind of tulip. * If he only had such a toothache as [
had, he might walk ; but he scems well. If a man has mone
e?ou‘gh, and health and clothes, I can't see what should kce};
him out of his bed. I never knew a man before that wouhli
grieve and keep awake and think all night as a woman will.”

There was a bundle sent to Mr. Selwyn the next night
Mrs. Edwards said that he was up later than she had known
him to be for wecks, and he was evidently reading some
writing. She had just looked once more through that eon-
venient crack. As she sat, after breakfast, embroidering a
palm leafin her muslin band, she said to Miss Kate How-
ard, ** that Mr. Selwyn never looked so bright and so hand-
some. She did wonder what had got into thé man. She
began to think that he was going to be married,” but that
evening he ‘astonished her with the intelligence that he was
ig'Ql:!lg, next week—not to be married—but going to Eng-
and. -




NEPENTHE.

CHAPTER XXXIL

DlARKN-ESS WITHOUT ; LIGHT WITHIN.

And lead me on: B
The night is dark, and I am far from home;
e Ti! 101];1 intf Otlllo;t ask to see
Thou my feet, I do no; \ .
%ﬁ?apdist:fnt sc}e;ne ; one step’s enough fo me.”

« Send kindly light amid th’ encircling gloom,

Mg. SELwyN is in England, and be hears, as he sits qui-
etly iI‘l his room one pleasant morning, 3 manly voice sing-
- Ing— « 1 all the irksome night,

! t}r}a&vs‘-aa s to me unknown; .
1 travel like & bird in ﬂlg‘}l‘t.
Onward and all alone.

He listens l; he hears nothing more, bu& soon t?:,liilomci;%
and a gentleman walks out. He1s no —
d?l?:rop:;:-s:)f feet lgeep pace with his as he goes through the
gall atlx}d descends the stairs. Mr. Selwyn ‘llxec-;lus Soimsee o;e
« This way, doctor ; there are trunks piled up ¢ t? thy
iﬁz’stairs at your right hand.” Mr. Selwyn llf})iqks 0111(3 ‘:? oﬁ
" gtreet door closes and sees two g(glﬂe}nluen wgnr . el:gs lfade gver
ite side of the street. ne has a
};};: :?gg siﬁds;arries a cane in bis right hand, and he has the
y he other gentleman. . o .
" lfll?t 22 ;hgeautifugi morning, the windows are open, apd th:
air ils still. Mzr. Selwyn hears one ’of' the ggnt::.ien (is;;xgrt,d 2
; H [ ) -8 . ;
e to the crossing, “ Here’s a cur d
:?;llrl?;:;k slowly along here, for the men hiwe }?een_ fixing
the road, and the stones are a little out of p act;. .
“ The,rough path in life seems the safest- for me,

swered the other;

SHR';;IG is a doctor, and ig blind,” thought Mr. Selwyn, as

they passed out of sight. ¢« How hard to be blind such 2
beautiful morning.” .

%ig on the smooth roads we are apt to -
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Just then there is a knock at his door. 'Tis & woman with
a basket of clean linen.

“Is Dr. Wendon in ?" she says, setting down her basket.

“ This is not his room,” said Mr. Selwyn. '

“Oh !” said the woman, I Lave made a mistake ; but he
had this room last month when T came. It may be that he
has taken the next room. They told me I should find him
on this side of the hall.” ‘ f

“ I saw the gentleman in the next room go out a few mo-
ments since,” said Mr. Selwyn. :

“Iought to have come earlier. Mr. Leaden comes to
take him out mornings about this time,” said the woman, as
she took up her basket and went down stairs,

“I don’t belicve that man was always blind,” thought Mr.
Selwyn. * He does not waik as if accustomed to walking in
the dark. T am thankful, that in all my affliction, I can
have, in loneliest hours, the companionship of books and na-
ture.” '

In about an hour the gentlemen came back.

Dr. Wendon opens his door, while the other pair of feet
descend the stairs again. Mr. Selwyn can hear him moving
slowly around the room, as he puts his cane in the corner,
opens and shuts his wardrobe door, and at last moves his

" chair slowly up to the window and draws a heavy sigh. By-
and-by somebody opens his door without knocking and says,
“ I have come to read to you thig morning, doctor, What

~will you have? the morning paper or the last of Jano

Eyre

“ I dreamed last night,” said the doctor, * thatI was at
home with my mother, in the old farm-house. I thought I
was a child sitting at hor feet, She was reading to me out
of the Bible. She put her hands on my head just as she
used to 'do, and looking into my eyes, said, earnestly,
* There's only one book, Walter—there’s only one book,’'—

" and then she said, “Thy word shall be g lamp unto my feet

and a light unto my path,’—and she made me repeat it till I
could say it correetly, and she said, ¢ Don’t be so troubled,
Walter,” as she opened the Bible again and read. ¢ Thou wilt
keep hini in perfect peace whose soul is stayed cn Thee,”—
and she taught me that, too. Then she read something more
about the Lord’s being an everlasting light. I wish I could
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remember it. | I regret T did not read more of the Bible

when I could. . o '

“ I had an elegant copy of the Seriptures lying on an em-
broidered erimson velvet mat, on 2 htt.le t.able in the corner
of my parlor ; but after I had written in it the date of our
marriage, and the advent of our little Violet, I seldom con-
sulted. its sacred oracles.” :

Mr. Leaden repeated slowly,  The sun shall be no more -

i day, neither shall the moon give light unto
:Ezelzggfltbgmﬁor& shall be unto thee an everlasting light,
and thy God thy-glory.” ¢ Thy sun shallno more go down,
nor thy moon withdraw itself, for the Lord shall be thy
éverlasting light, and the days of thy mourning shall be
enge'gfie Bible,zto me,” said Dr. Wendon, ¢ is like the \Ivell
of Sychar, deep, and nothing to draw with. These promises

H 3 L]
ari'nigguml;g:.e a claim to them all,” said Mr.‘L_eaden, kim.ily.
No eclipse need hide your soul from this spiritual sunshine.
¢ These things have I spoken unto you, that in me ye might
- have peace.”’ ‘Thy word is very sure, therefore thy servant
loveth it.” ¢ These things have I spoken unto you, that my

joy might remain in you, and that your joy might be full.” .

ing ¥ hat | fol-
e has put you on the darkening waves, that iyou may
low the I;;uiding light hung out astern. Only bhelieve, and

you shall hear a voice as you take a hand streteched out to

. you from out the dark, ¢ Peace L leave with you ; my peace

I give unto you: not as the world giveth, give | I unto
LR} ] *

yon:.I onee read in a book,” said Dr. Wendon,  that there
was no real trouble, so long as we can have God for our
friend. I know no earthly philosophy can comfort or make
me happy, afflicted as 1 am, If there is such a thing as
peace, L would like to have it, As I stul_cnble along my
dark way, I wish I could walk and talk with God, and 1
would mnot be so perfectly desolate. I read in the Bible,
when a child, about Paunl and Silas singing praises in prison,
and it seemed to me very strange. My soul is in a dark
prison, and I cannot sing praises. I cannot see how God
communes with man. It all seems dark and myster;ou's to
me. Right before me I can feel
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‘ The great world's altar stairs,
That slope through darkness up to God.’

I c’fannot'go forward without some hand to lead me.”

Mr. Leaden was called away, and the doctor sat slone by
the window till almost sundown ; and at last his pent up
heart burst forth in the words of that beautiful hymn :

#¢Though like a wanderer,
The sun gone down,
Darkness be over me,
My rest a stone;
Yet in my dreams I'd ba
Nearer, my God, to Thee,
Nearer to Thee.?

He struggled long with doubts of his own fitness and of
God’s willingness, as he walked back and. forth during the
long evening, and at last he knelt down and prayed like a
tired child at a kind Father’s feet, and this was his prayer

“ ¢ Just ag [ am—though tossed about
. With many a contflict, many a doubt,
Fighting within, and fears withont,
O Lamb of God, I eome, I come!

Just ag T am—poor, wretehed, blind,
Light, riches, Liealing of the mind,
Yea, all I need in Thee to find,

O Lamb of God, I come, 1 come!

Just as I am—Thou wilt receive,
Wilt weloome, pardon, cleanse, relieva,
Because Thy gromise I believe,

O Lamb of God, I come, I come!?

Just 88 I am—Thy love unknown

Has broken every barrier down ;

Now to be Thine, yea, Thine alorie,
O Lamb of God, T come, I come!”

Morning came at last, and as the sunshine fell on those
sightless eyes, these words floated into the illumined ease.
ment of his soul, like a chime of heavenly music :

“ Immortal light, and joys unknown,
Are for the saints in darkness sown.”

y As he rises, and goes about his room, alone, as before, he
sings with radiant face :

“Thy will be dona! I will not lear
© The fate provided by Thy love;

Though clouds and darkness shroud me here,
I know that all is bright above,”
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CHAPTER XXXIIL

PRUDENCE POTTER’S NEW DISCOVERIES.

« () prar! T am clear beat ont. I wonder if there are
any more stairs ?” exclaimed a sharp, impatient voice, as a
straw. bonuet with green ribbons, a brown shawl, a gray bag,
and spectacles, were seen slowly ascending the fifth flight of
Mrs. Edwards’ stairs. © Well, well! what can’t be enred
must be endured ; but I guess my rheumatism won’t be any
better after this. I never thought I’d get up-so high, but
T'd climb twenty pairs of stairs before I'd pay six dollars a
week for my board—but that mortgage money will all be
lost if I don’t stay and see about it. '

« Here,”” said she, suddenly turning round and addressing
the Bridget behind her, who had been showing her the way
up stairs, * Here,” said she, ** just read what's on that card.
1 must have put my best spectacles in my other pocket. I
was so flustered when I came off.” 4 :

Bridget takes the card, and reads—

~«Tgap, Foce & Crar,
Attorneys and Counsellors at Law.”

« Trap, Fogg and Craft, is it ?  Well Mr. Fogg gave me -

the oard, and he says it is a stiddy, respectable firm. Well,
T must stay here until this business is done. If Priscilla’s
husband hadn’t died until Spring, I might have stayed
there, and saved paying all this board. Itis a good plan to
visit when you can, and save pajing your hotel bill.” ‘

« Here is your room, ma’am,” said Bridget, throwing wide
open a door at one end of the hall ; and turning round, she
went down stairs quickly, as if glad to got back to her bed-

" making on the second floor, where she could smell of the
nice young gentleman’s Lubin and soap, and try a little of
his fragrant pomade, and see how hig new pearl-backed stiff

_brush would feel on her auburn curls; and examine the
pictures in his last magazine, and chat a little at the window
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with yellow-haired blue-cyed Mike, who is trimmi
grape vines in the garden opposite, and who has ;;ggizgdo
to ﬁfxrr{)he;, if Margaret won’t have him. '
iss Prudence stands up erect, and looks ar

;slhen, l:;'s Sl'leh fohlds up her shawl in the old folds, sl::l gg;*sat:;g
tlf;r:ewi;:gtalzn:,gld smile on her facle, * Never less alone

When the bonnet and green ribbons a i
the bandhox, and covere%i carefully wit;ethitoﬁggnaw?)gkx
handkerchief, to keep out the eity dust, and the pshawl
wrapped in a newspaper, and laid on a shelf in the closet
and she has put on her high-crowned cap, with a frill all
around it, and ber other spectacles, she stands in her door
and looks cautiously round. * I wonder if there is any men
folks up here ?” thought she, as she began walking agound
on tiptoe, and looking into the half-open doors of the rooms
?n that floor, hThey were all servants’ rooms, except the
aogllf;cci{p.goeute ers, whose door, as she said, wag « open on -

With one of her comprehensive glances, she
_the slogmg windows, the old Brugsels ca:rpet, ii: oiig-f?afls(l:s
ioned high square mahogany washstand, with a piece of .its
marble top broken off, the single bed, the cracked glass over
the bureau, the trunk in the corner, with the initials, * N. 8.’
n ]?rass tacks, the rows of nails at the foot of the b:ad \;viti1
their well-mended, carefully preserved dresses. All the
furniture had been costly when purchased, and once graced
the more elegant rooms below. There was a large oil paint-
ing standing upon the floor, leaning against the wall arll)d on
the easel near it, an unfinished copy of the same ];ainting

' with an ivory pallet beside it, with newly mixed colors.

Miss Prudence walks up and looks in the glass
Wways puts on her cap with remarkable precisigon but?:l;g cil
is ong-sxded, her curls longer on one side, her x;leeve drawg
up. She stretches down the curls, draws down the sleeve
pulls the collar around, and draws down her mouth on one -
side, as she says, “ Why, how did I get everything so cata-
cornered ?”  But the more she adjusted her collar, curls
and dress, the more crooked she was getting. The glass
was crooked. It had been purchased long ago; for- itsgele-
gant frame, as many boarding-house mirrors are, without
regard to their true reflections. In most of the élasses in

3
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that house, your dimensions were either elaborated or elon-
gated, twisted, exaggerated, or distorted. People like to

look as well as they can, and have at least a correct esti-

mate of their outer selves. o

On the bureau is a well-worn Bible, with the name * Ne-
penthe Stuart,” written in a delicate hand on the blank leaf,
and by its side is a vase filled with fresh violets ; on the
table is a baskes, just large enough for a neat little Iady to
carry about with her. That trunk ig' the identical trunk
once placed by Carleyn in the bottom of his carriage. Pru-
dence walked about quietly, and started suddenly as she
looked ‘at the bed, for there lay asleep the young occupant
of the servants’ room, with an unfinished drawing of a violet
in her hand. The drawing was correct and artistic. In the
folio beside her are many sketches, and among them, an ex~
act copy of a certain lay figure always to be seen in a cer-
tain Toom at the School of Design, with which the young
ladies have g0 much amusement.

Miss Prudence walks softly out as she sees the sleeping
young lady, saying to herself, * Well, well '" Here’s some-
body fiddling away her time ;" and th}en she steals back into
her reom and shuts the door, taking out_her unfinished pair
of mixed stockings and knitting away. You could buy stock-
ings all made at the stores for half the cost of that yarn, and
-yet she laments over the idleness and folly of the picture-
making young lady in that room ; while Nepenthe, who 13

really not very fond of copying, 18 _to be puid twenty-five

dollars each for two copies of the picture on the easel. But
Prudence wishes she could manage for her, ag she sighs and
~says, « What can’t be cured must be endured.”

« Well, well,” says my aunt -Lydia, to whom I have been

reading my story thus far, don’t go on saying auything

more, Minnie, about attic rooms—we all know how cheerless
arc those rooms in the top of city boarding-houses, with only

apologies for windows’; and you needn’s tell about her pale .

face and large eyes. All the heroines in novels have pale
faces and large eyes, growing mp and thinking themselves
so plain-looking, yet they turn out exceedingly handsome
after all, And don’t put in any more moralizing or fine
_ sentences. People can always read. enough of them in
books that are written on purpese. I always skip them ina
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gtory. It is the plot we wé,nt'. not i iti |
conversations, or elaborate disquisilggil;.t lfullhxn::lnlg ,n(:: ll:mg
Nepenthe Stuart, as poor as you make her out to be. e ror
got away fr?m the Elliott’s, and into the School of Desi g
for you can’t get any kind of a room in the city, un) Sou
pay welllve shdlggs a week for it.” I umiess you
* Well, aunt ydia, be patient, and i
the morning after N epenthg sang’and p{a;:lélfssléa{?;l o
li‘t;egecafetfr?m the lawyer Douglass to her, informinzlix’e:
. o]
o dege :ssedo. two hundred dollars from Miss Sugan Simp-
“ With this money she resolved to s
spectable quarters for lodging, and furrfi:iirfgehgsizgﬁs; rg-
attend the School of Design, and learn some of the ny
arts taught in that noble institution; that when her T‘?ﬁy
%)l:lee Sqfhdollla;‘s ];vas} gone, she pould sustain herself, eishelr a?:
the ;a n(:?l y(.) esign, or by giving instruetion in some pri-
* There is a benevolent lady who hag gi i
and money to the institution, {hat her ;gr::;e:ifﬁ) ﬁl:v? :nlr:e
-associated with it ; and she has a specimen book, in il i 12
ench pupil, after being a certain time at the insticution mi:
a specimen of that which she can do best. After Ne :a:?&: .
had been there a few months, her specimen was realF ¥
sidered the most beautiful and perfect by all the a J;-co'n.
tive eyes which looked over the pages of the specimmllJ %0?3(13:3;.’
Nepenthe’s hired room was in the top of Mrs. Edwards’
lf}ouse. She went there the morning after Mr. Selwyn sailed
bor Edngla,nd. She lived on smoked beef, boiled rice, brown
lrea , ?rackers, bo_lle:d eges, and all those nameless relish-
ess artioles upon which ladies with' slender purses, without
cooNks‘ al?d k;]tchens, usually subsist, S TR
Yeither the Elliott’s nor Carleyn kne
vanished. Tlorence felt much ielievef vg]lf: ew:};eolrxla{i

- Taore the sole attraction and queen supreme of her elegant

home. Had she heard of the sudden i

me ‘ ; or tr 1

this innocent and friendless Nepenthe, not o;%lizalde:;a gifi"

reglr;et would have disturbed her selfish heart P o
i was not until Nepenthe Stuart’s vacation in the .

mer that Frank Carleyn happened to see the specr;meln l?f;llii

alz_lld then found out how and where she had spent her time

tho last few months. Under the beautiful painting of a

L 12

. ‘i'
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group of violets lie read, in clear, distinet le\tters,'Nepenthe
. Stuart. And one of the young ladies, having begged a copy
of some verses of Nepenthe’s about her first gift of flowers
in the hospital, had shown it to several of her intimate
friends. The verses were so beautiful that one of the numer-
ous friends who boarded with %aﬂeyu showed it to him, and
he managed to copy them for himself ; he was delighted to
find the name of that little pale girl at the bospital. The
original copy of the verse was in the same handwriting of
those beautiful lines he had found folded in the Hyperion
belonging to Flerence Flliott, to whose fair hand he had
attributed the writing of the poetry. He understood it now
—Nepenthe had written both. They were the same metre,
the same style; but yet, there might be some mistake :
Nepeuthe and Florence might write a similar hand, or Ne-
penthe have copied them for Florence. Florence was too
noble to stoop to such an imposition; he had condemned
her rashly and wrongly. There are minds in themselves so
noble and honorable it is hard to get them to believe that an
apparently high-minded woman would stoop fo an ignoble
or mean action. He asked the young lady who first showed
his friend those verses of Nepenthe Stuart’s if she had any
more of Miss Stuart’s poetry. :

« T have but one other piece,”” and she showed him an
exact duplicate of the copy of verses he had found in the
volume of Longfellow’s Hyperion which he borrowed from
Florence Elliott, = ‘ , :

He sighed as he said to himself, *Mr. Nicholson will
have a very sweet wife ; she sings and plays with great ex-
pression, and she writes very beautiful poetry ; and -mow I
wonder who that tall, elegantly dressed, hollow eyed woman
was 1 met at that reception. She seemed to know all about

Nepenthe Stuart, for she spoke so positively of her. being

soon the wife of Mr. Nicholson. That woman must have
been handsome onee; her eyes are radiantly bright, yet
fearfully hollow. Yet it is a queer place for Mr. Nichel-
son’s expectant bride, in the School of Design. One would
think %iés wife need to perfect herself no more in any branch
of seience or art. She knows a great deal too much for him
already.” - .

~After this, Carleyn and Florence were often seen together.
He was becoming one of the first artists in the city. He

\
L
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was young, good, gifted, handsome, graceful
plished. Everybody thought he was egl;gaged t?)ndb‘liii?;:
Elliott, and many said what a beautiful wife for an actist
Hti;oulg‘ﬁpodel {ﬁs ideals from her. '
rs. Klliott, though a very fine looking wo an
look worn and worried ; somg,rthing tmub%ed hn;:n, é)l(:%“;l::l’
frequent and long consultations with Mr. Trap from which
she came out with a heavier cloud on her brow than ever
She would sit by herself, silently thinking, for days, ay if in
a deep, troubled reverie. Ever since Nepenthe's myistori-
ous d:sappearanc_e, she had been anxious and uneasy ; while
Florenc?, who neither knew nor shared her mother’s troubles
was delighted that the girl was out of her sight. Mrs,

Elliott would have gi
.Nepenthe had gone. given much to have found out where

——

CHAPTER . XXXIV.
THE NEW PRIVATE IN OOMPANY G.

“ For when we may not do, then wi
A lo, will wa speken,
And in our aghen colds is fire yreken.”— il:l}lcﬂn.

WHEN I see a head of beautiful curls, T i
they adorn some plain face, for T have s:aena:; ?npz:n;ro oil:i‘it:lif
ary looking girls whose hair curls splendidly, as the school-
girls gay, but there never was any curl in dharity Grouge’s
hair ; nobody ever suspected such a phing, nor do I supfosa
that was the reason of her plainness.” But she never tried
to curl it; _she said ““ Let well enough alone,” when Mr
Vole mischievously asked her one day Why she never
curled her hair.” He always liked to see brown hair curled
—wavy and brown ought always to go together. '

But ** somethig must be going to happen,” Mr. Vole
said, ‘,‘, for Miss Charity was really trying to éducate some
curls.” True enough ; she had her hair done up in papers
for three days, and that was the reason her meals were sent
up to her room. Mr. Vole frund it out some way.

. ‘I wonder whel_l we are to see those curls,” said he to
] l1]1mfself one evening.  Migs Charity must be going to

.a:;e & companion.’” That was the phrase she always

use wPen she spoke of any of her friends marrying.
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Wednesday morning the curls were all right—thirty-two
of them, long, émooth and glossy. She had broshed and
combed, pomaded and fussed, twirled over her fingers, then
rolled them over a stick ; they were real bona fide curls, and
so she came down to the breakfast table. I thought Mr!
Vole would nearly crush one of Kate Howard’s little fairy
feet—he kept stepping on her toes and looking so express-
ively. * Good morning, Miss Glouge ; and how do you this
morning ¥ said he, “ Have you been ill1? You look vERY
_well this morning.” ‘
Kate Howard was almost convalsed with laughter. She
stnffed her kandkerchief in her month, and kept wiping her

face with her napkin, and fidgetted in her chair, and tried -

to become absorbed. in a dignified conversation with old
‘Mrs. Vole, who sat the other side of her. Mr. Vole stepped -
on her toes again just as she was getting respectably straight,
and whispered in a low tone, * [ guess Miss Charity is go
ing to have her vignette taken.” _
~ Miss Charity went out quite soon after breakfast. Mr.
'Vole stood by the window with Kate IHoward, who was
seolding him for making her laugh so. She should have to
change her seat at table. As Charity went out Mr. Vole
* said, « Miss Gouge always walks as if she was afraid she
would be tob late for the cars—or as if she had some im-
portant business to transact immediately. Did you see that
new green velvet waist? and all that display of jewelry ?
Won’t she make a pieture? Did you ever see such a nose ?
Thin at the top, as if Qwre wasn’t flesh enough to cover the
bones, and the end is large and rather fleshy ; the olfactory
commencement is dearth, and the end superfluity.”

« She has such cold, clear, staring grey eyes,” said Kate,

¢¢ T feel, when she looks at me, as if I were being dissected,
body and soul, as if I ought to be wicked, if I ain’t.”
. “Yes,” said Mr. Vole, * she has sealpel eyes, as if she
could take you all apart and put you together again a great
deal better than you were before. The mouth is cold, eriti-
cal, gossippy ; it always looks as'if it wanted to say *what’s
the news ¥ and the chin is sharp enough to eut window
glass with,” ' : .

Mr. Vole was more than half right. Charity had gone to
sit for her picture. She had made an appointment with the
artist ‘Carleyn. ‘She wanted to be taken in a cloud, and yot
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she wanted the green waist to show. Perhaps Carleyn
could compromise the matter, and show a little of the elouds
and some of the green, too. " Mr. Vole thought it too bad to

 Gouge out a cloud so,

© Quite tired and out of breath, Miss Charity climbed the
stairs and reached Carleyn's door. She paused a moment
to adjust her curls, smooth down the folds of her green
dress, and arrange the corners of her mouth and droop her
eyelids a little ; then she knocked gently, but the response

- was only an ominous silence. Carleyn had actually gone ;

the studio was closed,

. If anybody said, did, or looked anything that Miss -
ity didn’t like, or with which she dign"t agree, she Zallgga{t
}‘nsulbmg_‘her. It was a queor construction of the word.

How did Mr. Carleyn dare to insult me so 7 gaid she, an-
grily, “ as to go off without fulfilling his appointment.” ’

If you would think Miss Charity’s eyes sharp and eritieal
when in a serene state, what would you think to see her an-
gry ? They had a stab you, shoot you, knock you down
look, and her voice was a combination of sharp steel and
lond thunder. It was enough to make a quict gentleman
trer?ble and a timid woman shiver ; but she often said, “ 1T
don’t want to be amiable. I don’t like amiable pet,)ple.
Carleyn is treacherons and perfidions. With all his cat-like
softness of manner, he is really a hypocrite,” said she, in.
dignantly. ’

How she wished there was somebody there she could

- scold! She had flattered herself that her portrait would be

hung in a conspicuous place at the next exhibition of the

~Academy of Design—perhaps in the very spot where this

year had hung that wonderful Nepenthe, which had so be-
witched everybody, and about which the critics never would
get tired of talking. Then those curls—that three days’
tnlzulatlon—-were all for nothing !

Sobal'leypthad gone, and so snlllddenly, that few knew where
me great emergency must have called hi i
from his beloved gease{. W peremplortly

The next week, ag Prudence Potter stood in the post-
office, waiting for a stamp to put on her letter, a gentleman
by her side dropped a letter he was just about to hand to
the clerk to mail that morning. Prudence picked it up, and
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somehow managed to read the -supersoription—she had on
her new spectacles—it read thus: '
Frank Carpiyn,
Company G, Regiment,
New York S. M.

CHAPTER XXXV,

AMONG THE MISSING,

“ Theirs not to make reply,
Theirs not to reason why,
Theirs but to do and die,

‘Into the valley of Death
Rode the Six Hundred.”

- Tr was just six months on the 15th, since Charity Gouge
found Carleyn’s studio closed. -

" On that evening, had you passed by Mrs. Edwards’

boarding house about eight o’clock, you might have seen her

- standing at the door.

T am go tired,” said she, as she rang the bell, “ 1
conldn’t walk another step, but this has been one of the

happiest days of my life. I havnt thought one moment

since morning of Mr. Edwards or boarders eij.her,”' as she
sat down completely exhausted on her d?ortep waiting for
Bridget, who was unusually tardy in coming to the door. .

« Bridget and Margaret are both out,” said Miss Kate
Howard, as she opened the door. ** Why, Mrs. Edwards,
how tired you look'! Come in and lie down on the sofa, and
let me take your bonnet and shawl up stairs.”

«T am tived,” said Mrs. Edwards. * I never afe a mouth-

* ful of breakfast, I went off in such a hurry. I lay awake all
last night thinking of those poor sick soldiers, There they
were, more than two days on the bare floor without any beds
or covering, and I don’t know how many hours they went
without food.” But what could I do, with my hands full, and
my boarders, and so many things to pay all the time, butter
thirty cents a pound, and sugar so high, and nobody to take
care of me -if I get sick and helpless ? Prudence Potter
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saya I had better et the soldiers alome, and let the rich
people take care of them. But I don’t believe the world’s
going to be all taken care of by rich people, but I didn’t
know as I ought to go; but just as plain as I can hear my
clock strike, did those words come to me in the night over
and over—that text of that self-denial sermon I heard once,
¢ Withhold not good from any one to whom it is due, when
it is in the power of thine hand to do it,’ and this morning I
knew that I oughi to go. '

“ As I gaid, I didu’t eat a mouthful of breakfast. You
know I meant to take a great pail of boiled custard to those
poor fellows. 1 wouldn’t make it of grocery milk, and I
thought our milkman never would eome, I never knew him
so late. I was in a great hurry to cool the custard, so I put
the warm pail right on the ice. I never was such a goose
before, and of ¢ourse the pail soon slipped off, and I lost ai-
most all'fy custard in the bottom of the refrigerator, I de-
clare I could have had a good cry about it; so I took the
little milk I had left and made more custard, and only had
three pints when I might have had at least three quarts. I
took some sandwiches made of those raised biscuits and that
nice roast beef.

“ I was glad I took that bag of lint, they nceded it so

. mueh, -

“ All the time I get I mean to scrape lint, or knit stock-
ings, but net of that horrid coarse yarn. I should think it
would take the skin off their feet, if they are like the feet
of other men. I am not going to make any more tulip quilts
or embroider any more bands, 'While these poor fellows
suffer so, it isn’t right to spend any time or money either on
things we can do without. . '

“1 went through all the wards and talked with nearly
every man. There were old and young——some educated
and some ignorant ; some as fine looking and gentlemanly-
looking men as you'd meet anywhere.

¢ I feel 50 sorry for some of them I don’t think I can

- sleep to-night. If I could only have given one of my bis-
- cuits to every man there. As I had had no breakfast, L

saved out one bisenit to eat myself about noon—but one
poor half-starved looking ma., with wistful eyes and emaei-
ated hands, asked me if I couldn’t give him a biseuit—so I
gave it, and 1 havn’t eaten anything, -

K
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- # T took along some butter, and was glad of it, there were
go many poor fellows at dinner time sitting up in their heds
eating a piece of dry toast, without anything on it or with
it. They-havn’t had any butter, and hardly any tea or fresh
" meat, : ' ‘

¢ Mother Government may be a very good and kind mo-
ther, and provide every thing, bui somehow her boys don't
get it. ‘
& If one of those gentlemen were sick at home, they'd
have to have every thing just so—the sheets just so white,
smooth and clean, the room perfectly still, and every possi-
ble delicacy, care and attention given them. A man is

-three times the care of a woman when he is sick—and more

depends upon good care, good nursing and good food, than
upon medicine.” T L

- ¢ Xt is too bad,” said Kate, “ when a man is sick, he
ean’t be home and be taken care of.”

« They won't let them go home,” said Mrs. Edwards,

 until they think they are going to die, and then they keep
them drooping and dying about three weeks, waiting for
some permission or some kind of paper.to go to Washington
and come back. By the time the paper is exactly right, the
poor fellows are too far gone to be sent home. 1If they are

sent, they die on the way, and it isn’t the war that’s killed

-them-—it is the hospital.” A

“ 1 believe after a while one of the privates won’t be al-
lowed to sneeze without sending toW ashington for permis-
sion, I'd rather trust a brother of mine on the battle field,
than have him languishing in a crowded, cheerless hospital.
I met Charity Gouge to-day. She was in deep meurning,
poor thing, Her only brother was killed. in the battle of

Fredericksburg. I did feel sorry for her, she almost wor-

shipped her- brother. He was a noble fellow, and there
wasn’t & bit of Gouge about him. The Gouges are a queer,
. miserly set. and nobody likes them. 4 ‘

* 1 doun’t think Charity can help being disagreeable, Poor
thing, it will be some time before she wears those elegant
green dresses.” .

“I wanted some milk porridge,” continued Mrs. Ed-
wards, ¢ for those diarrheea patients. They needed some-
thing beside dry toast and strong coffee—so I went out
about noon to beg, borrow or buy a little milk, I walked

L
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all around the place, and after two hours’ trying, got about
two quarts. Nobody offered to let me make it at their
houses, and all looked at‘me as if I was begging cold vie-
tuals or old clothes for myself.

“ One wealthy lady, with three servants and an elegant
house, told me I could probably make some at Mrs,
MecBride’s.

“ Mrs. McBride was an Irish woman who lived a little
wlrlay off, and I eould tell her Mrs. Exclusin told me to go
there,

1 did go to Mrs. MeBride’s, and though she was an
Irish woman, and poor, with no servant, and five small chil-
dren, her heart was larger than Mrs. Exzclusin’s grand
house. She gave me flour and salt, and cleaned her only
little iron kettle for me to make it in. .

“ I never shall forget Mvs. McBride, and if one of her
bright-eyed, rosy-cheeked boys ever lives to be in a hospi-
tal, 1 know he'll be taken care of. I am sure kindness to
the sick is rewarded in this life, and,”” continned Mrs. Ed-
wards, “ the men couldn’t lhave looked more delighted or
grateful for a cup of nectar or ambrosia wreathed with dia-
monds and pearls, than they seemed with that one saucer of
milk porridge. They ate like hungry children, though
hardly streng enough to raise the spoon to their lips. If I
could have had fifty guarts instead of two!

‘ If these men had stuid at home they might earn enough
to keep them in luxury, It is cruel to starve and stint them
so. Some had six months’ pay owing to them, and couldn’t
buy a piot of milk if they wanted it, for they hadn’t a cent
in their pockets. When they were near Carlisle, they paid
a dollar or a dollar and a half for every loaf of bread they
had, so it didn’t take long at that rate to exhaust what little

.money they took with them into the army.

* As I was distributing peaches to the men who were al-
lowed to eat them, one poor fellow who stood up near me,
with a big shawl around hig shoulder, held out his hand for
a peach. - As he took it, I saw gleaming out from under the
shawl, a heavy iron chain binding his hands together. It
frightened me a little. I didu’t know but the man had been
doing something criminal, till one of the men told me he had
brain fever and was insane, Poor fellow ! he was the finest
looking man there. Not letting him see that I noticed the
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chains, which he evidently tried to conceal under the shawl,
I gave him another peach and stood still snd let him talk,
He of course was allowed to say what he chose, not being
held responsible for hig words, yet there was a good deal of
method 10 his madness, '

. *1 gave the men little packages of loaf sugar to keep .
by them and use in their tea when they had tea. I gave
him a package and turned to leave. I looked around and
saw him with the paper open in his hand, eating up the
sugar. o

“ Why,"” said I, “ do you like sugar ?”’

“ Yes, ma’am, and T havn't.seen any in a year before.
They think we privates have no souls. The doctor says
I ought to have fresh meat every day, and I havn’t had any
for a week. And this coffee—I can’t drink eoffee—it goes
to my head so—"" Just then he coughed. * Last night 1
caught cold, ns there was a window pane out close by -the
. head of my bed, and when I was asleep it rained in, and the

sheets and bed got very wet. I1'd rather die than be here
in this place and-look at all these sick people; why,” he
added in a whisper, * they are most all of them crazy.—
But do you know there’s going to be a battle to-day 7" and
" he shivered, * the rebels are here, and I must go and shoot
them, but don’t put me in the Chickahominy swamps again,

" it makes me shake so0.”

“ That man is going to rave, lead him out,” said the or.
derly to two of the nurses. They were inexperienced young
men, members of the same regiment.

“ Who is this insane man 7 | asked. - 3

“ Hig name is Carleyn, and he has been unused to exer-
tion or fatigue. I doa’t believe when he enlisted he was
strong enough to march with his knapsack as far as the fer.
ry. Ounce, after having only one hard tack to eat, he march-
ed thirty-five miles in one day, and he fell exhausted three
times in that day’s march.” ' :

“¢<Y wish I had a lemon, my tongue is so dry,’ said a
corpse-like looking man, on the cot bed just in front of where
I stood.’ ‘ ,

-« ¢ Can’t you give that man a lemon 7"’ said I to the order-
1y, ¢ it won’t hurt him—it may do -him good.” -

# ¢ Nothing will do him good—the man is going to die, any-
. how,’ gaid the orderly. "

—
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“¢ Do give him one, sir,’ said T, ¢ it may be of some com .
fort to him.’ ,

‘“* I will, to gratify you, madam,’ he replied, in a eivil
but very eool tone, as he went off and came back with a lemon.

‘“ The poor man looked so glad to get that one lemen. It
was the last attention his poor worn out body required.

“I looked back once more, to see the young boy, only
seventeen, on the cot just by the door. He wag ill with
lung fever. My heart ached for him. I promised him some
chicken tea next time I came, as J put the three peaches I
had left in his hat by the side of the bed. He is my Ben-
jamin, Somebody ought to pet him, thought I, as I looked
il_t his clear, mild blue eye, and saw the patient smile on his:

1ps. ’ .

“ Siz months more, and some of those men were back to
their regiments, some had died. The poor man who was so
anxi us to have the lemon, died the next morning after I
saw him. ‘ ;

“* But this hospital,” added Mrs. Edwards, “isn't a type
of them all. Tt is one of those improvised hospitals, so de-
fieient in eomfort, system, and convenience.’

Kate Howard reads in an evening paper a report from the
last battle field, Among the missing are the names—

Riczarp Dovcrass,
FREDE’RICK Howarp,
Frank CaBiLEYN.

Among the six hundred who were sent on in advance to
make that perilous and almost hopeless attack, poor Freder-
ick Howard was not missing, as the evening paper said.
In the Morning Herald he was reported killed. He was
Kate’s only brother, Among the remnant of that noble com-

~ pany, he never came back.

i

# Cannon to right of them,
Cannon to lett of them,
Cannon behind them

Volleyed and thundered; |
Stormed at with shot and shell,
While horse and hero foll ;
They that had fought so well
Came through the jaws of hell,

_ All that wag loft of them,

et of six hundred.
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‘When can their glory fade?

O the wild charge they made

- All the world wondered!

Honor the charge they made,
Noble #ix hundred.”

OHAPTER XXXVL

BAd‘ONI.&N ‘PHILOSOFHY ILLUSTRATED IN A LITERAL WAY.

* The heart—the heart that's truly blest,
Is never all its own; ‘
No ray of glory lights the breast
That beats for self alone.

And though it throb at {;fntleSt touch,

Or sorrow’s faintest ca
"Twere better it should ache too much,
Than never ache at all.”

« Through passionate duty love fiames higher, .
As grass grows taller ronnd a stone.”--PATMORE.

Winter and Spring passed slowly with Nepenthe, but
midsummer came at last, There Wwas a vacation in the School
of Design, and she went in the country to spend a few weeks.
She'travelled over the same journey along which she once
rode under Carleyn's protection. The mountains, the bridge,
the river, Mrs. Titus’ house, looked so familiar, and thexe
was Levi Longman, as large as life, standing in front of Mrs,
Titus® door, Hard, eold, cast-iron features like his, seldom
change. There was no wear and tear of fecling or sympa-
thies in Aés case, His broadcloth was of one long-established

fit, bidding defiance to elegance or taste. Still he taught

the young ideas in Titusville how to shoot, and to shoot up
straight, without branching out in any centrifugal or fanciful
direction, His circles of thought and instruction were aZZ
_square—he couldn’t make anything, either of solid reason
¢ or solid wood, without having a line and angle in it some-
where. He was a character. If you could see him walk
only across the street, you would never forget that striding,
straight-forward, angular walk. His motions were all angles,
If there was a line of beauty, he always moved in right
angles to it. ‘ ' o
And there was Mrs. Titus, sitting in her little front win-
dow, looking out as usual for the coming stage.
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Nepenthe soon became domesticated with a pleasant fam-
ily, and was really attached to the children belonging to it.
There was one, the youngest, pet and darling of the house.
hold, always bringing her bunches of elover, dandelions,
ribbon grass, cowslips and buttercups.

One day, as she sat sewing in her room, she heard the
voices of some young girls talking merrily in the adjoining
room. One of them had evidently been visiting the city,
and her companions were asking her questions about the .
news and the fashions. It was a lively chat among light-
hearted girls. ‘

“ Did you hear auything, Nellie,” said one of the oldest,
“ about that young artist, Carleyn, who took Ernest Titus’
portrait *”

* Hear anything! I guess I did. Every body was talk-
ing about him, But, girls, you needn’t set your cups for
him any longer. You had better let your minds get eonsoli-
dated down, as Miss Prudence Potter used to say when we
curled our hair for some party, or begged her to let us go
off sleigh-riding with the boys. You must hang up your
harps and walk on the bridge of sighs, for they say he is
going to be married soou to Miss Elliott, a great belle in the
city——Miss Florence Elliott.

“ L saw her at the opera one night, in one of the private
boxes. She had on an ermine opera cloak, a white hat and

- feathers. = She was elegantly dressed, but somehow I
shouldn’t think of marrying her if I were a man. She

looked so haughty and proud, as if the air ought to be sifted
for her special breathing., But it is & generally understood
thing. She is certainly very much in love with him. I
went out a greal deal while 1 was in the city. I was only
there ten days, and Jane says she thinks I saw more and
wernt around more in that time than she does in a whole
year. People who live in the city think they can go around
to see the stars and lions any time ; so some of them go very
seldom. But we country folks-do up everyihing in a week,
and it is pretty hard work, being out so late every night.
“ I went to one wedding reception, Florence Elliott was
there, dressed in white satin trimmed with point lace, with
white natural flowers in her hair. There was a great crowd
there, There were a thousand invitations, There were
threo ushers—every thing in style. I never saw such a
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profusion of flowers. There were flowers in every possible

place, recesses, niches, or tables. I lost my aunt once in~

the crowd. As I was a stranger, | felt awkward, and stepped
back in a recess behind some curtains to look at some flow-

ers. Hearing low voices near, I looked around, and I could

see Florence Klliott, and hear her talking very earnestly in

the conservatory. She had some violets in her hand. I

heard 2 gentleman—-I suppose it was Mr. Carleyn-—say to
her in 2 low tone, with earnest manner, ‘I have come t?
urge you to fulfil the promise you half made me yesterday.’
My aunt came for me just then, and introduced me to a
Miss Kate Howard, a very lively young lady. But I am
gure of one thing---Florence Elliott is completely fascinated
with Carleyn. I passed her with the same gcntlerpan once
after that in tth crowd, when he seemed to be ‘inquiring
about some absent person. I heard her say, ¢ I don’t know
where she is staying now. I believe she ]_Jag left town. 1
suppose you know she is engaged to Mr. William Nicholson,

I am sorry for her sake that she has such a very unhappy -
temper.. We took some interest in her, because she was

poor. :She will do very well to marry him. Nepenthe is a
girl of quite good natural capabilities, considering her ori-
- gin;’ and then, as she said this, she flirted her fan with such
a queenly air, and coquettishly twirled her.bouquet.

“T saw her once before, a year ago, at the -Academy of

Design. She was beautiful then-—she is more beautiful
now. Her complexion is clearer and brighter, her form
more full, and her voice sweeter. 1t seems as if a8 beauti-

ful soul must dwell in so fair a temple. But she'll never .

make Carleyn happy.

« When I was at school four years ago in the city, she was

there too. I was one of the small fry, and of course of no

account—but then T had my favorites among the big girls, .

as we used to call them. At school she was sellish, impe-
rious, domineering, extremely overbearing to all those she
thought not rich enough to move in her set. She had to be
the leading one in all the charades, tableaux and private

theatricals, or she would take no part. She was in a perfect -

rage once, because in one of the dramatic readings the part
of Portia was not assigied to her. No man .can ever change

her, But where do we see a couple with both equally -
agreeable ? Refined men of real genius and real worth are

i
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apt to get haughty and unamiable wives. But it must be
her beauty suits his artistic taste. .I should think he of all

men would admire a beautiful face.”

Just then Mr. Titas came in with some large bundles in
his arms.

“T saw an old New York paper to-day, Eliza,” said he,
to Mrs. Titus, “ and I happened to read the marriages, and
the very first one I read was Frank Carleyn’s.”

Mrs. Titus actually dropped the bread she was toasting,
dropped it into the fire, as she exclaimed, “ Are you sure,
Timothy ? And who has he married 77

“1I think it was a Miss Ellet, or something like that.”

* Ellet—no,” said Mrs. Titus. ** Wasn’t it Elliott ? The
girls were talking to-day about his paying some attention to
a Miss Elliott. It must be she.” -

“ Perhaps it was,”” said Timothy, “ but I think it was
Ellet. Any how it was Carleyn—T¥rank Carleyn. 1'm sure
‘his name was plain enough ; the lady I’m not so sure of—I
never heard her name before.”

“ No matter what her other name was, she haz a better
one now, and I hope she deserves it,’” said Mrs. Titus ; *“she
is a very happy woman to get him. I never shall forget
how feeling he was when Ernest died. If he should go to
housekeeping, wouldn’t I like to send him some of my nice
cream, and some of the big blackberries you get on the
mountain, Timothy.”

* And some of our nice Lawtons too,” added Timothy,

“ Yon must be mistaken, Nellie, about seeing Mr. Irank
Carleyn at that reception in the city,” said Kate Lamont.
“ I am sure Mr. Carleyn joined the army mote than a year
ago, He may have married Miss Elliott before he went,
but he couldn’t have been in the city when you were there,
for it was just about that time I read his name in the Times

. among the ‘ missing,” and this morning there’s a Frank Car-

leyn, company @, reported ‘killed.” It may have been
some other Carleyn you saw at the reception. I think there
is a Mr. Charles Carleyn in the city. He may be a cousin
of Frank’s.”

Nepenthe felt as if her soul had been stunned and para-
lyzed by some great earthquake. Her heart stood atill. She
couldn’s move to close her door without being observed, -so
she sat still,
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« 0,” said Mrs. Titus, * don’t say Mr. Carleyn is killed,
T won't believe it until I have to. If he had been a good
for nothing drunkard, whom nobody wanted, and nobody
needed, he’d gone through a dozen battles and come back
alive, without having one hair of his useless head injured ;

but men whose lives are worth hundreds of others, a bless- -

ing to everybody, must always be among the missing or
killed ;" and Mrs. Titus could say no more, for she burst
into a fit of sobbing. S : ,

Just then one of the little girls came in with a bunch of
fresh flowers, and laid them on Nepenthe’s lap—columbines,
anemones, and evening primroses. * Desertion, forsaken,
inconstancy,” thought Nepenthe, as gshe took the flowers,
whose language was only an echo of the language of her
heart, which was beating violently:

“ Do come and play with us, Miss Nepenthe,” said the
child, pulling her dress, & only just a little while,” she
eagerly added, as she saw Nepenthe about to shake her head
and say, * Some other time.” |

« Do come, just this once !"” said the child, and Nepenthe .

went out into the litile shaded yard at the side of the house,
where a group of children were playing under the apple

trees :
* I'm waiting for a partner,
- I'm waiting for a partner;
80 open the ring, and let her in,
And kiss her when you get her in.” |

As Nepenthe joined the ring, the children went round
and round in merry glee. Nepenthe's eyes were fixed on
the ground. Her thoughts were at hard sober work, while
she was playing with the light-hearted children. She did

"not notice that some one had slipped up from behind, and
joined the ring, until she heard some one from the middle
of the circle, in a familiar, manly voice, singing,

“T'm waiting for a partner,
I'm waiting for a partner;”

and in one moment Frank Carleyn seized and impris-
oned both of her hands, and drew her within the cirele, and
kissed her, to the great delight of the children at seeing big
people joining so heartily in their play. He looked pale,

more shadowy and spirituelle than ever—but it was Carleyn
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Just then a big wagon drove up to the d i
the signal for the littli folks to pill)e in, as (:Ke’ya:vt:: lso‘;:s
off whortle-berrying. They all went but two little %nes?
wfh;)hsail down on the door step to read over aloud the stories
(()} ianz Kﬁ;le ;n the Bramble-blfsh, Blue Beard, and Jack the
* Blue Beard,” said Carleyn 'to Nepent i

book from the child and looking over theppiet?xiéstﬂ{:\?é c?x:g
of the-ﬁrst stories I read. After that, I can remémber‘ ho
we children huddled together around the hearth IissteninW
at nightfall to tales of robbers, ghosts and murders till we
were afraid to stir, Jest in some dark closet, or loneiy cham-
ber, we might meet a robber’s eye, or see o murderer’s
hand. How the shadow of something on the wall of the
dimly lighted chamber assumed dark and terrible shapes
and we drew the sheet close over our eyes and foll aslge ’
to dream of pale ghosts and midnight robbers. The selrt)':
same chill ereeps over me still, at the thought of those
bloody deeds we then in faney witnessed. Blue Beard
seems even now a half reality, and the hero of the bramble-
bush, who performed in so brief a space the wondrous feat
of losing and winning his eyes, is something in my fanc
evenInow, half real, half fabulous. ¥
- “ It is stiange how theé thing we really believ i
our childhood, and we really saw in fanc_g keeps (:gilltli'geo;?
minds as a kind of fact. These first pictures of the youthful
Imagination were actually carved and stained on the walls of

~ the heart, to which all after pictures seem faney sketches

or like handbills posted up new every d
: y day, to be torn d
to-morrow at leisure by sober reason. The early toy-b(?;{;]:
il;e thg :ﬁd masizters‘,i whose pictures longest hang in the gal-
ry of the soul, and every holiday we brush off th
years, and find them bright still.”y ¢ dustof
“ Santa Claus will always seem to me' like something

_real,” said Nepenthe.

“© £ : : , 3 .
Yes,” said Carleyn, ¢ he was an immortal, ever welcomo

-hero in the land of my childhood. We exile him in after

years from the land of facts, yet still is his portrait i

Jfast colors by the heart’s ﬁregide. Like thepwanderi:;l}%;vn
We still see his imaginary form each Christmas morning as
we _hea.r the rattle of miniature drums, and the clang of li,lli-
putian trumpets. Sinbad the Sailor has started floating
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 masts and swelling sails across the sea of many a young

imagination.” '

“Yeg " said Nepenthe, ¢ and the Children of the Abbey
has waked a good deal of romance in many a young girl’s
head ; and that illustrious Man of the Moon, so talked abous
in childhood, whose jagged eyebrows I actually saw when a
child, is still a real picture in my mind. I often see him
glaring ominously over my left shoulder, some lonely even-
ings.” . ' ' :

% And poor unlucky Friday,” said Carleyn, “is still to

many, not good, but bad Friday—and I myself, I will own

it, would & little rather commence a journey on some other
day, although the journey I ence took ona Friday in a thun-
der-storm, ended very pleasantly after all. I often think,”
gaid he, *“ I'd like to be a child again, and live onge more in
that realm Jit up with Aladdin’s lamp, so wondrous wise with

. mysteries and haunted by fairies, who kept eur thoughts
like little Micawbers, always waiting for something to turn
up. But,” said he, locking up at the western sky, “ we are
going to have a beautiful sunset. Let us take a ramble over
the fields and then down the lane, where there is a fine echo,
and in an hour or two we can see the sun set over the water.

‘There are & great many bright things in the world for grown
up people to enjoy. We have our ideals still.” .

« But we never find our ideals, say many practical expe-
rienced people,” said Nepenthe,

~ « That is not true,” said Carleyn. * I’ll show you mine,
some time.” . '

They rambled half an hour, and at last they came to an

~ old well, deep and moss-grown, under a beautiful chestnut
tree. ' - :

« The philosopher says we can find truth at the bottom of
a deep well,” said Carleyn. ¢ Look down, Miss Nepenthe,
and see how deep this well is.” ‘

‘As she bent over and looked down the well, ¢ See,” said
Carlyn, as he looked over her shoulder, * there—there 1s
my ideal, reflected in the bottom of the well ; and my ideal
is zruth itself. 1 hope it will never vanish away and leave

" 1pe, as children’s ideals do.” o

He drew her away from the well, and they sat down uu-
der the trec. As he wenton twining a wreath of oak leaves,
he said, “ There is another well of affection in the bottom

%
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of my heart, where I see reflected the i | i
) im
Whenever I look down into my heart, I seig:h:fslis(rl;gealt:
that[lieauuiu] image, I wish I could draw it” °
“ Here they are! hero they are! we’ve found th
ialsdt,wesltln;flsin;eg af %roup of noisy children, hurrying Eom tl?:
old Ll outi 0 reath, with basketg and pails full of ber-
“ Bee, see, Miss Nepenthe, how many I’

‘ . , t," i
foremost one ; * and these are for you,”y shgeaﬁgled glﬂafr‘}ditr? .
a cup made of two leaves filled with berries to N:epemheg-

** and these are for you, Mr. Carleyn,” said Mrs. Titus’ or-
phsIm mese, ht?ntlimg him a basketful.
won c’ari _the simple-hearted children really th !
Neplenthe s brimming eyes and blushing cheeks aﬁd bgr?ggltllt
s;.m es were caused by her excessive joy at the sudden sight
ﬁago mzltln{_ ult::iel:):pfcted blfrries. Certainly her eyes never
such light before ; the dawn of happiness i
:lolehez.igul ; Shi walked on home with I})iPr.'sl.nk (}":.I:fe;r(: m;:g
children, who were tired e h
SIqufl:]ly s oy rere nough for ence to walk as
‘he wreath of oak-leaves was twined around N
0 ; epenthe’
:ﬂoomer. That night, by moonlight, Carleyn showede ep:ns.!.
¢ the depths of his warm heart—he finished the sentence
50 unceremoniously interrupted—he asked her at last the

.ong question in love’s short catechism, and we leave her to

say what you, fair reader, would say nnder iti

circumstances, and the best wish weyean makemtl'ﬁi'l y?::lmtflz:]ié;
and gentle as you may be, is that some time some noble-
gifted and good man may ask you the same question Carleyn
did Nepenthe, that you may give the same short answer, aﬁd

- have as sweet, bricht drea i
! 8w brig ms on your pillow that night, and
. ke find in your image ever after this ideal of truth, \%hen he

looks into the clear depths of his manly heart.

- NO}: until ,Nepenthe became his wife, did she reveal to

hran how his image had so long been imprinted within her
eart, and that she was the little pale girl at the hospital,

‘on whose pillow, years ago, he had lain those beautiful flow-

ers. And now to her, life seemed pill i

the air never before so.fragrant. Lit.lzle (:3‘;?1(; \:{;:l:: g;:t?i:?'
down in her heart, so fresh and green, after that sad showe%
of hopeless tears;, such a rainbow spanned her soul, - And
that promise of Frank's, to love, cherish and protect, was a
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' vhi i otatn of sorrow shotld

dge that while he lived the fountain of sorre )
;?\fer? Ir?:o%e quite overflow the sfpl?ngi of ha];q;:::;;arsqial.e aff];l}l;:

tled quietly in the ark of his strong m rt,

:}gilgqgu:rid% Wity him life’s roughest tempest and higheat
bilioffl:;' ot to tell you, reader, that Frank Ca.rle.yn hﬁ.d a c&)u-
g1 killid in battle, of the same pame a3 hlms'et'f ‘ i}nnda-'
great many people thought for weeks 1tlwas okt;r a‘;l:;;iﬁxew ds
1t he was in the hospital for several weeks, | with
El:lat‘ ffigﬁtful‘ brain fevgr%hof w]:mh la:es vj‘r;: l;;klézs pg:ils%n!:;
i the ; and then, too, soner,
;g:::'; I‘;&qgegﬁnthe field wounded, two whole days, without

-

food. It was there Kate Howard read his name in the even-

e pape‘r i‘ Private Trank Carleyn, missing.”

—————

CHAPTER XXXVIL

CARLEYN'S IDEAL.

How wisge in all she ought to know,

wnse ! |
How tgnorant of 21} l‘I)‘;slls ANGEL OF THE HOUBE.

- ‘ y turn be t\hlne,
S()“let hing bl‘lng th goods, 151 fa.ll' re
If thﬁll HAST -

. - . ;
Is she rich, young, handsome, and highly connected ?
« Ymportant questions truly,” said Carleyn. oo
“ Were you appointed a committee of tlllnvestillga :])1 % g; n
i i decided negative to them all—
might return with a e o T know
i t answer with monosyl 1!
;Ei qSueels:v:;ot? syIc;:aa]:;On:t actuated by mere idle curms;lty, s;
T will answer you candidly.  She is not nphd, tgu: vgrs: I
think of her as poor, there comes to my mind tha bv e
the Bible which I used to hear repeated so oftel’l %r al !
inister— rich in faith, heirg of the kingdom. ; almos
l:']:wefeuce her simple rare beauty altlld affluent lo::ugilez?&er
i ere she still younger or e,
«« She is young, but were she 8 ounger or mach 0 dors
] iration and affection conld not diminish. |}
]ilsysi‘j.o(}-?t;riilth thoughts, her soul with feelings, rich, deep,
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exhaustless., No, she is not poor, 80 highly gifted by Na-
ture with dower richer than Eastern princess ; without her
I am poor, but in her presence earth and air are clothed
with radiant beauty. I have found my ideal wifo at Iast,
and in the loveliest of frames.

“ I know not how she is connected, and care not to trace
her history. I believe, in spite of dark whispers often re. -
peated in my ears, that naught but pure and good ever
claimed alliance with such as she. Without earing to inves-
tigate her earliest history, I am willing to stand by her side
and share her destiny, without knowing the fate or history
of any who may claim relationship to her,

“ She is lovely, and gifted enough to move with honor
and grace in any earthly circle.  No position can elevate
her.  She will elevate every duty she performs, every posi-
tion she fills ; and she is fitted to shine hereafter among the
spirits of the just made perfect in heaven. \

“ It shall be the aim of my life to make her happy. The
trials through which she so early passed have given a sub-
limity and a sacredness to her character which makes me
well nigh worship her. She is at an infinite remove from
those gay butterfly creatures which haunt watering places
and parties.

“ I could not enshrine upon the altar of my heart an im-
age 30 decked.

“ The life we live is too brief to spend it with one who
has no lofty prineiple, no truer aim or object in living, than
to show and shine, dazzle and attract.

“ Like a flower in a shaded, lone valley .she was lovely
and beautiful when alone, neglected and unsought—the only
woman [ have known in society whose aim was not some-
times, or all the time, effect.”

“If,”” said Selwyn, “ she ig the picture hung up in your
heart’s studio so long ago, I long to see the lovely counter-
part.” ' :

““ I have not,” said Carleyn, * wedded my heart to s hand,
a foot, or an eye, but she seems all soul.. I koow not by
what avenue she found the subterranean passage to my heart
—before I knéw it, I was surrounded by an influence I
could not, would not resist. I have hoasted of my insensi
bility, but the touch of that little hand thrills my soul, and
makes a child, a happy child of me.”

i
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' Yes,” said he, walking the floor, *“ T thought . once, in.
deed Miss Elliott herself gave me the impression that Ne-
penthe was engaged to the wealthy Mr. Nicholson, and then
I found out how much I really loved her, and how essential
she was to my happiness ; then I found out I could not live
without her.  Yes,” said he, walking back.and forth, * she
_ will make me wiser, happier, better.” '

« How did you find out that Miss Stuart was not engaged
to Mr. Nicholson 2 said Mr. Selwyn, with some curiosity in
his manner. ' ' - ‘

« Migs Elliott told me positively that she was,” said Car-
leyn. * Of course I believed it; and to strengthen my be-
lief in her engagement, some one, (I have no idea who) ac-

tually caused an opened love-letter, pretended to be written

from Mr. Nicholson to Nepenthe to come accidentally in my
way. , ,

¢ thought it strange, but supposed the letter a veritable
document and authentic, as the writing was certainly like
Miss Nepenthe’s. But one day I heard Mr. Nicholson
muttering angrily to himself something like this—that he
should never be such a fool as to break his heart for one.
little woman if she didn’t want him—he was sure there were
«s many good fish, &e. Then Mr. Vole told me afterwards,
that Nicholson had been refused by somebody, he ecouldn’t
find out who, and he was really a little sore about it. He
was still surprised that any sensible woman could refuse his

_ great fortune and his well-dressed self. - To him it was un-.

accountable. He at first thought the refusal only an evi-

dence of diffidence, and renewed his offers ; but he had to

believe at last that even a portionless girl did not want him

for her hushand.” o _ - ' -
“ Then you mean to marry her, and give up all the fine

chances. There’s Florence Elliott, 2 beauty and an heiress

if rumor speak correctly—you have already a favorable

lace in her heart.”

"« Florence Elliott is beautiful, radiantly beautiful, but I

never feel like clasping her to my heart, or confiding in her.
I think of her as a.wonderful fine painting, with its great
¢ sweep of hand and dash,” but not as a beirg I long to pro-

tect—not as a woman with a gentle, loving heart. I eanmot

agree with Pope— :
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“ If to her share s '
Look to her face,omﬁlp;ggllfril"gggseﬁ%bm all.”
Grace i in her step, but not ¢ heaven in her eye.’ "

“ 1t would be a good thing for you to marry a rich wife,”
said Selwyn. ' ' ,
“In my ideas of marriage,” said Mr. “ poli
has never entered. I amggi"ad I can s;pp(g?ilgyv[vli’fe. pﬂmﬁ:
a pleasant thought that I can have one being dependent up-
on me alone for care, protection, and support. v

“ In entering the holy estate of matrimony no such sordid

~ considerations should be thought of. There ate many mar-

riages in the world without love. I am romantic encugh to

- marry for love, and I am vain enough to think she will marry

me for myself-——what I really am.”

“ How iy it, Carleyn,” said Selwyn, “ that you never ack
at .all conceited—never elated with the distiuction'you have
gained ag an artist, a distinction very flattering toa young

" man

“ My mother taught me,” said Carleyn, * g ti
2go, a maxim she had learned from an 01)& i)ool?—l-?nﬁot“zfﬁ
the good you can in the world, and make as little noisc about
1t as possible,;’ and then I have in my own mind an ideal
80 much lngh}r than any standard to which I have attained
that I have no feeling of vanity—no inclination to boast:
and my heart is so far from reaching its standard of right'
113{;51 i;st_a,tn.c:i.'uu'(l of mora:?1 W}c:rth. I know and feel every day,

at it is a very good thing to be < it i
o T gogd." g to be great, but it is a far great-

Carleyn writes in his journal that night this sentence—

* Dim the blaze of science, hush the voice of sone. vei
. > ) , veil the
face of sculptured beaunty, hide the loveliest embo%iment of

the artist’'s 'idéal, remove all the rarest, choicest, and costli-
est productions of genius, and the bereaved world would

. not be half so-deselate as if deprived of goodness, lives pure

and conscientious, principles of moral worth, deeds of every
day piety—those silent invisible influences perfect and pe-

rgl'il_lgal, preserving pure and clear the turbulent, fountains
of life,” ‘ |
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CHAPTER XXXVIIL

- THE HBART AT MIDSUMMER—FROM THE LIFE.

oat High Priest above, alone,
?1:1 {e%ﬁple of %he heart hath throne;
At inmost holy shrine He bends,
In twain the mystic curtain rends.

onderful thing expression is! Tt makes some
plglnt:;zeaév];eautifnl, :aiomeg b.eautiful .featm.'es ugly. S?me-
times a worn and weary pallid face, lit by its strange glory,
will wear 2 saintly, a martyr-like, an aqgehc glow. ‘
« T dom’s like his expression,” we say, as we meet sqmg
repelient face, with perhaps an Apollo cut of featm;;s% an 1
gather up our spiritual garments, and hurry by, as l1 to es
cape some moral contagion, or flee some deadly ma anal.d .
Have you ever had company, reader, when._y(_)ﬁl cou tn ‘;
make anybody talk, or sing, or dance, or play ; t:; youi ar
up at last, suddenly and desperately determine to.t%ethgp
something o entertain them, for there they all sit, wi ir.

clean collars and silk dresses, and don’t stir or say a word.

You try Copenhagen, and Proverbs, and Stage Coach, and at -

et them thoroughly wide awake, you set them per-
}'?)i;itgggthe very graceffl original and astonishing eYOhlltml])lS
of * Queen Dido is dead.” After deciding qoncl_uswg y 1 ly-
manual, cerebral and pedal logic how she did- dle., t -‘: co
lars and silk dresses begin to assume their stiff mfn‘c;e
again, and some one; N0t you, for you are afraid to brea  the
rich repose of your new mahogany and ma;x‘blea—lsom: 1:)132
starte blind man’s buff, . Chairs fly, bpoutene rattles, ak_e
tremble, and you think you hear a faint sound of h(;rea _u;g
rosewood. You at length cunningly WANCUVTe them into
the more sensible and suggestive game of < What is my

Thought like 7 which brings out in mirthful flashes the

it i he gay cir-
ad erudition and metaphysical acumen of ¢ 'y
E{Sf::ouﬁd y%h, who can ‘boast, many of them, of sixteen

years of girlhood’s theughts.
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When the girls are all gone, as you put the chairs up in
their old places, all but one poor unfortunate, whose broken
back you hide away in the extension, to await its morning’s
dose of Spalding’s marvellous rheumatic glue, you extin-
guish the lights, and sit and think and wonder.” What s
thought Iike ? Thought, Feeling, Expression! They make
up life’s world—they give us calm sleep, peacefu! dreams,
or frightful nightmare, and an aching pillow. They can
make sweet bitter, and turn twilight’s serene rest into mid- -
night’s turbulent tempest. :

If T could only have caught and copied the expression on
Carleyn’s face, as he sat reading in his mother’s Bible, this
first verse that met his eye as he opened the book. It was
marked by her pale hand with a pencil, only a few days be-
fore she died : ¥ Withhold not good from any to whom it is
due, when it ig'in the power of thine hand to do ity It
was the text of that self-denial sermon he heard when £boy.
It brought back a tide of golden memories. Go where he
would, the words still whispered to him their clear, yot im-

. perative echoes. As he read them slowly aloud, there came

a look into his face, such as man’s face seldom wears, It -
was a blending of will and purpose, regret, resignation, no-
bility, faith and enthusiasm in one single soul-ray—for ex-
pression is only a soul-ray. The face is like a window shut-
ter in the dark, through which thought’s prismatic colors
gleam. Sometimes you almost see a faint violet purpling
the east of the soul—though these mysterious soul-rays have
their genuine heat and noble expansion, but no vision or color,

~ yet visions colored with wondrous beauty—those beatific

soul-beams—walke in ug, as they gleam out from loving hu-
man faces. ‘

T thought as I watched the stars last night, coming out one
after another at evening’s reception, our souls are like con-
stellations instarred with thoughts, moving around the great
Father-Soul, wearing their incadescent noonday glow as they
turn towards, or eclipsed in midnight's shadow as they turn
away from the full-orbed Central—or wandering out of their
predestined path far from the sphere of true attraction—
falling like once radiant aeriolites, heavy and cold and dark
to the earth, '

It is a beautiful proof of the'immortality of the soul, that

" 0o imagery like that of stars and suns and skies and clouds

13
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i ‘Like the
i ' imly shadow its beauty.
g ;ts t%::{’rs%h‘ge?, th);se vibratory soul wav:ls,e m;i:ﬁ
e b cele]?l rmony in one beautifal diatonic 'Etc  with
with sphera auniséns, its multiplied oc.taveiz-l‘, lliegnating. |
o gvas of melody, and so mysterious ydast rmating
e I: :iﬁi&oznd mute silence, break the profounde
Bwee |
. | i}
e Bm‘l'l.‘nt search the records of the Churcllar(;f :23 ;}ou
You mli re Carleyn had a pew for five 'y'bl ’congrega-
cension, W} ed his name ; but among that invisi If' o,
o o i: of the Ascension of Great Souls, : is houghss
tion, t’?'eogur;d communed. His was 2 heart.t o:v (i gy(m
worshlppfe taconsolation and care taking ; one h:d o by
1 m;:i and fearlessly turn, when pui,1 o aeide
could fl'Mlh youl and thrust back into your'she ke S0
?lomgggzgsniil il you despairingly wished you ‘
e ) ‘
crustaoen, 50%) : n%: nl;leet, mine them never 80 dﬁz{:y; ::ﬁ
Some m‘;;iv% and fire-damps ; up-turn the Weﬁia,l o
e Sm*ke?i owll find not a fragment that has a.g al, & iy
strata, an y'te low ; but Carleyn’s soul, stu‘;1 1t,r 1})9 bo it
min a:':t:; ?;u‘tgould, there was the ring of the true 1
tho 1 lleam of the pure gold. ‘ - dow, readbr, some
el ever looked out of your W T the
i y'ﬂl ?ter-noon in April, when a shower 1“:’ eg vonthe
balny, o on emerald, the sky a clearer sagpdu' ’fmm the
bty deeperb low? So these words of wisdom rom the
Tivs ¢ mO}.‘;e rurga%her had fallen like Apnl lienﬁad tions
e tIe ’I:sboyish soul. Duty’s clouded Stﬂ oo
e e o hire, faith’s parched lnllsuici1 p2  deopor
211(:;3:{31' 1ii%ﬁ,pwitﬁerihg ruby hogz;b:ii lsmiaugigzogl ot
: i aring 4 ngiog 10
e o Oii?;gpgggzstfrabsisoriver was w.méimg alcmg t]ﬂle
i peace;e clear, overflowing an.d beautifn .1(1 ketoh and
Ly ¢ and thought. - If artist only coul sketol in
e fsla'i %n‘a ood man's noble and beautlfuﬁ sou“,mid-
ghade andl ﬂl:e an%. radiant the picture, t,akent B;n i(;l;’ & mice
wondor i]r-a er of kindness! The heart a midsumer
from th S‘:t? w' Everybody with a heart would : u:icy X
fzomEtggshcfaésic and scbolasti;, aestheat;?l pz;?in E.léqchilus, uld
I : it often. c :
in%erflonfdazgaﬂ:fi;;p;&; 1;nosi'. illustrious galleries, might
rt’s fam ) m

+ - dery—don’t keep lookin

- the shutters, and say for once,
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strive for the first opportunity to exhibit it.

4 All sovereigns
gladly claim this new Coly

mbus, long voyaging with the ajr
fleets of fancy, discovering and revealing at last this terva

~ incognita, this long talked of first view of the heart. No
* diadem so impearled as to worthily crown the happy artist
who could successfully execute this great picture. With

wreaths of living emerald, the University of Time would

confer upon him the immortal honors of the world’s poet
laureate.

Reader ! lay aside your knitting, crocheting or embrai-

g at that clock on the mantel, put
off for to.day that calling, promenading, shopping, lay aside
until to-morrow that new dress, whose elaborate braiding
and endless fluting puzzle and weary you, and make
your head and eyes ache so. You can wear that black silk
one more Sunday, and . besides it may rain, and if you are a
modern genteel young lady, you never go to church when it
rains, 8o far as I can Judge from the Jooks of the pews, it
isn’t fashionable—few besides good old deacons go. As for
our gable porters and weather.proof Bridgets, they go, but
of course they are no patterns for us. But it js pleasant to-
day, and don’t sit with that frown on your brow, waiting for
that trouble which you are sure is coming in to-day’s express
train of evils~—don’ stop to bundle u

p so warmly and nurse
80 persistently that little homely, hungry, noiisy regret, It
may die of itself if you let it alone, Lock the door, close
you are not at home to Care ;

don’t open the door, no matter how she thumps and pounds

and rings and knocks,

Trouble will sometimes go away discouraged, if you keep
perfectly quiet, and say not at home to her. Let Care go
off for once without coming in. She’ll go somewhere elge.

She has a long list of visits to make before night. Care is
always calling around till dark, and sometimes she’s out all
night, disturbing people with her doleful serenades, I
know, for she has kept me awake many a night. Leave this
bread-and-butter world awhile, and come look with me at an
old pieture, which has hung in my soul for years.

Reader, you are the only person to whom I haye ever tried
to show it, and I suppose you’ll never speak of it, or betray
the confidence hetween ws. It is among a collection of
paintings strietly private. Sometimes it looks like photo-
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{ i ink it is an original

h, and then at other times I rea}ly_ thin i
g;ill?xe greatest of Masters. I found it, ea:rly one mormnl;g,
as I was clearing away some of the rubbish in my soul’s

e it hangs
garret ; and as I can never move 1t from where 1 gs,

just wait a moment, while I brush away the dust, let in the

igh unfold the canvas, and try to show 1t.to you as
gtgi;g:jka: dto me. If some fameus artist could bring it _ogt,
it might make a sensation in the arb World—}aut as’ for
me. I have never handled a pallet or touched a brush 1111' ml'y
life, and I'm too old to begin now. Yet I can sketch a 1ttlg
from nature rudely and crudely with the stump of an t‘l)l‘ ,
peaeil ; but I can see if I can't create.l,,a,nd I have ;eeg is
piciure in-all kinds of lights. I have’ gazed at it l_yhtawn(i
light and twilight, moonlight and. star}lght, dreamlig ¢ a'r:;jj
daylight; real light and ideal light. l ve been. (;harme-ﬁm !
its shadowy profiles, its wreathed ignettes, its ma;lglfl hc:ellll

fall lengths, with their clear, striking -and gracefu ;_g ,
low, and mezzo reliefs. T can see thom as plainly on a clear

day, when there’s no fog about me, as you can the green |

i ne steps of that house across the way.
bll]g?)i’z:t; t;rj,ou c,anl’)t waste time looking at it ; you glwhys
read 2 story right through, and skip the poetizing a.nb_ mo;:
alizing. That is not the way you take lite, in o;le 1gt.s
gar pill, and all at once. Life hfms ity epies, nove ,'.0301 mg
and  brilliant ; all the better for its calm quiet period ;shant
semicolons of rest between. A book is a Jouraey, with 1o

all picturesque mountains, refreshing shade trees and glow-

ing sunsets. | -
gfl‘hel:e’s many a dusty road where you tradge along un

‘ reason’ , in Thought’s old gray overcoat, till
d:fl r?:i:;): ;l];] 011;:;1 nt-hrough th% cool trees to the green fields
i d flowers again ;. and see how life’s story is coming 011)113,
aid Grod’s great book of nature has many a rough sto_nyd y-
path between its cool green epics and fragt'aem:;1 _episo t?ji:,
You enjoy a good breakfast and an exce%len.t ( 1ﬁncﬁ-, ;
would you like to hear'the dinner bell ringing all the aﬁ{
long, though a perpebi;al 311(1 never so deliclous a repa

iti w?l . )
Wg]r)eo;’v:'ag:“i]ﬁ .sslr:::llll Tv;)orry and fidget to get the first seat in
the crowded car of life, that you may be the first to hdurry
over the ferry of thought, and ride up the great Broa Wgy

T T e e S
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of excitement. Better he last at
“mever attend a levee of soul.
Don’t say it is too ideal or too transcendentale<you have
worked go lonig through busy Saturdays and toilsome Mon-
days, what if you should spend one whole day grouping and
bouquetting soul-flowers, chasing busterfly fancies, or gath-
ering sweetbriar thoughts.  You’ll work better after a holi-
day in the pleasant groves of dream-land. You won’t meet
with any flirtations- or adventures, but you may sit and talk
with cool refreshing thoughts, and wreath. with fresh wild

flowers some dear little orphan memory you'd almost for-
gotten, )

& milliner's opening, than

f' I never look at anything beautiful but I long for some ono

to see it with me, whether it be sunset gold, or meadow
green, or morning purple. ‘

There is the heart’s great Italy, frescoed with Transfig.
urations more glorions than Raphael’s * holier Christs and
veiled Madonnas,” and beyond Reason’s gnowy Alps, where
cold truths hang like icicles. 1In the distance towers the
great Mont Blanc of the'soul, the savage and inaccessible
Future, with its crags of ice and granite, along whose over-
hanging cliffs you can place one hand on perpetual immeas-
urable masses of great glacier griefy, and with the ¢ther
pluck joy’s sweet violets and resignation's beautiful rhodo-
dendron, the rose of the heart’s Alps. You can look down on
Yesterday’s ice-slides, and off at to-morrow’s avalanehian
sears and abysses, or turn and gaze far away into the tropi.
cal elime of soul, its beautiful conservatories, with sunny

" beds and fragrant borders of tube-roses and heliotropes, ja-

ponicas and orange blossoms, while Poesie sits weaving them
like pearls in her coronet of song, round the oriole windows
fadeless morning-glories twine, and at midnight’s darkest

hour faith’s night-blooming Cereus unfolds her snowy petals,
filling the air with her peerless perfunie, ‘

In tropie elime of soul, that hidden fand
Through sorrow’s evening late, night-blowing flowers expand,
In trouble’s deepest dark, faith's radiant Cerens glows

. With Fortune's orient morn, the starry petals close.

And the passion flower, “ grand with imperial purple and rich
with ethereal blue,” blooms with its erown of thorns—and
hdrd by are the green fields of contemplation, where hungry
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‘thoughts feed and refresh themselves, and patehes near of
cultured soil, where little growing cares and duties furnigh
daily food for the roving, restless soul; and far away across
the meadow of will, runs laughing along among the sober
trees the little brook of impulse where wild water lilies
grow ; and yonder is a square, closely-trimmed Jawn where
no stray child of faney ever plays, and Regret’s grim sentries
patrol night and day, and keep Hope’s frolicsome children
- off the tempting grass, '

There is the Hall of Conscience, his register office—where
Truth makes his impartial affidavits, and Justice records all
the deeds of soul. Just in front of the Hall of Conscience is
the fountain of tears, almost always playing with its wreaths
of drooping spray; and mnear, half hidden by dark cypress
and bending willow, is the sonl’sgsolitary chapel, and in jts
holiest of holies sometimes glowfi the radiant Shekinah, sure
symbol and sacred shadowing of presence divine, and the
oratorio where

Thoughts like kneéling nuns behind the grate of time,
In soul’s high altar sing, the office pure, sublime.

There Faith chants her midnight mass for the repose of the -

unquiet soul, and erowds of worshipping feelings bow in
meek, mute devotion, or rising sing thewr united Te Deum,
“their happy Gloria in Excelsis, and in the digstance, tower-
ing above mountain and cloud, rises the stately dome of the
soul’s Valhalla—palace of immortality, with pillars, entabla.
tures and arches gleaming with ‘gold and glistening with
pearls. Inits lofty royal observatory hang chandeliers of
festooned stars, and there are perfect and complete quad-
_ rants and octants, achromatic and reflective, night and day
telescopes, where without agitation and disturbance the soul
takes her glorious observations, her unobstructed views of
heaven ; while in Valhalla’s halls calmly repose heroie
thoughts, which once nobly fought and conguered in battles
with cruel errors, in the long contests of ages; and far off
along the shore of destiny rolls Emotion’s turbulent Atlan-
" tie, and yonder roars Passion’s great Niagara, while at in.

tervals bursts impetuously, from Doubt’s immense voleanic

chimneys, dense smoké, lurid flames, and oyerwhelming

lava. .
Onece more, as the canvas unfolds, you'll sec some starry
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promontory of soul, and look off into the i
behind, into the deeps of eternity beyongeepjgagge eterzl P
gaze at speculative meteoric dream, or fathom some ng] tm
physical mist, lest a great, full-orbed truth pass the di \ at"
the soul, unnoticed, unmarked, forever. See thouchts 2(: i
kle out from the misty via lactea of ages, and uncgunizedWIn-
bulee of dim faneies flit in the dim jdeal beyond e
As we gaze through the stained windows of our ¢
tained souls mto the depths of these trooﬁing thoughts I;r-
shall find f.ihell..‘ true parallax? Who measure tﬁe éc)wl30
Rroufd perihelion to unereated light ? Whe eonject?lrz
; ;gses g,rbh.est aphelion, its immense sweep through distant
" Lol for a clock in the soul’s cathedral &
with hieroglyphic hand where truth beginwe{mf:fm;a:n 31'15)8
gresses, and where ends. Alas ! the hands of the clock fviil-
point to the hour of midnight; it has mot yet struck one
truth sure, clear and loud, and the soul mournfully weeps in
is_ympz}thy with the ¢ throbbing stars,” that it is so long, that
ike light from distant stars, truth’s radiant rays are vears
coming to onr visible horizon, Climb on tiptoe as we ywill
and peer through eternity’s keyhole, we shall only approach:

“but never touch, the full-orbed truth.

Could artist find mountain- ‘
. peak tall enough f. :
close to the star-lit skylight above and there :ﬁme,gr studio

He i)atient kneels to art, and bathes in b
@ P : . eanty”
Till face to face he talks on inspiration’s ml;gni’founﬁ,

there achieve this chef d'euvre, t} ' ‘
I 1 ) : » the study of the heart fi
hlfe, he might victoriously die, his name .vyvritten in starlirglll];
above Michael Angelo, Correggio, Raphael or Murillo, hig

eagle fame nestling forever a y
Mighost oyrin g mong the golden clouds of art’s
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CHAPTER XXXIX.

ASTROGNOSIA.

« Like the swell of gome sweet tune;
Morning rises inte noon; - ,
May gli%les onward into June.”

enTHE STUART i quite busy a few weeks before the
Wegifng—not in trying on elegant silks, heavy satins a.m:
embroidered muslins, laces and flounces, b‘ut' h.erll_manuslcnlg
is really being published at last. ‘Every evening she DP{; &
over several pages of her proof. There is a strange exkcl é-.
ment in seeing anything of hers in print. She nevel:d new
how it would sound until she reads it aloud. She hides it.
hurriedly away when Frank comes, for she is keeping it a
precious seeret from him. She adds, ehanges, crosses oui{;i
corrects at night, and in the morning early she reviews an
reads again, for by seven it goes to the stereotypef 8. X
This first child of her fancy is very dear to her; it 1s_;lf, e
ereation of her own heart, weeping her own tears, smi 11}11g
‘her own smiles, and breathing her own soullife. As s ci
thinks of it with real affection, and dreads the catting st};fed
of sharp criticism, she vainly wishes she had never launche
such a little, inexperienced l?ark _out on the stormy,dcapxl'll-
cious Atlantic of public opinion, in whose turbulent depths
hide fearfal sharks and devouring lwhages,, wa.t'chmgrfo't prey.
She thinks dolefully of many » poor little book once care-
fally launched, and sailing off on the same perilons ltlrt:g;rai:g(a,,
silent forever, through some sharp critic’s sharpest thrust or
iest broadside. : a ]
he??;:lsayb'share the fate of many a light novel-craft, gaily
trimmed and fully manned, floating down, and lost in the
great Gulf Stream of Oblivion, But these reflections are
too late now. Such clouds of fearful r.nayl?‘es always da;ken
the sky, when our little hope-crafts sail silently away from
atehing sight.
Oul:‘vft is too. 1atge,” thought Nepenthe, “to put pussy back

_—— T e ——
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in the bag. There’s no tying her up tight now, to smother or
drown her.”

Once plumed her airy wing, if she find no green loaf of
sympathy, the dove of fancy can return no more to the shel-
tering ark of her native heart. The world, with its opera
glass always in its hand, is a poor home for a new book ; and
a freshman author must be fagged and drilled, and held
under the pump of ¢riticism, to have cold water poured on
his breathing thoughts and burning words, by those wise
sophomores who have had their eye:teeth cut long ago by

"some similar cooling and refreshing process; and thus they

pay back the grudges of their novitiate.

But if Frank should read the book and like it, she will
preserve her spiritual equanimity whatsoever blast the uncer-
tain trumpet of fame may blow in her startled ears.

But at last, as she rolls up the sheets of her proof, and
sends them away, she forgets for the time her littie book—
for the years of her lonely life have rolled away, and new,
bright pages are unfolding in her history. It is the eve of
her bridal. She reads over and over again in her happy
heart, the beautiful dedication of her own life to her artist
lover, as it is firmly bound and brightly elasped with his en-
daring affection.

Under the cover of his strong protection, she reads in fan-
oy, in new letters, her new name, in the press of Time,
waiting to be stamped with the signet ring and sealing kiss,
‘ Nepenthe Carleyn.’

The two volumes of their single lives will to-motrow be
bound together. Not to be Volume first and Volume sec-
ond, but onE pleasant biography, illustrated with such beau-
tiful engravings as love only carves.

“* God grant,” said Nepenihe fervently, * that each daily
life-chapter may be begun with some sweet strain of melody
and closed with some dewy benediction, that when on the

last page of this precious Biography shall be written

* FINIS,’

- we may sit down together on the banks of the river of the

water of life, and review with pure pleasure the truthful,
happy, and elevated pages of our short history—stereotyped
in its eternal plates,” ”

She stood by the window at nightfall, and looked out on
God’s great starlit roof, the only roof whick had sheltered
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her when there was no spot in the wide world where she
could repose securely at nightfall, sure of a home and shel-
ter for the morrow. : ‘ :
Waiched ceaselessly by no earthly eyes through all the

changes of her tearful childhood and lonely maidenhood, she
had ever been like a waif—sometimes at rest, then drifting.
out alone on life’s stormy tide. She looked out with brim-
ming eyes upon the ever watohful, constant stars, which
shone long ago in the old windows at home—those dear,
faithful watchers were watching still.  The only influences
which had followed her through life were the ** sweet influ-
ences of the Pleiades.” . The only bands which had linked
her fragmentary life together, were ¢ the golden bands of
Orion.” the never failing light on her hidden path, the gen-
tle light of stars, ‘

~ Her faith had looked up more than those who have earth-
ly loves and guides clinging ever around them. -

On this eve of her bridal, the whole sky seemed giving &
grand joyful illumination, chanting one radiant bridal march
on its reachless range.

« Where every jewelled planet sings

1ts clear eternal song
Over the path our friends have gomne.”

P

She knew nothing of dactyl or spondee, metre or measure.
‘Without measuring or scanning from the De Profundis of
her full heart welled out these lines. '

There was a mingling of sadness in the gtrain, for no
woman with a soul can launch out on an unknown sea, even
with a chosen guide, without a deep strange gaduess, almost
a fear, to link her life and trust frecly and forever with an-
other’s,

| ASTROGNOSIA.

Strange, quiet, patient stars, ye've looked down on life's ill,
Through sll the wrongs beneath, and kept your counsel still ;
Clear-syed and bright, through nightly deeps patrol

Hiding your thoughts profound from human soul.

On in your calling bright, your mark is ever high,
Nothing shall cross your tramp, yé sentry of the sky;
Tempest nor storm nor cloud shall check your stately beat,
TFaithful each lonely hour your tireless bivouac keep,

e T T T et
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Found ye in arsensl divine, in ages lon

Your evening chant, your ni S oo b

Fl:om living erystal ,r{ver, E:tgrgt%));r ﬁ;tthﬁgrﬁa?i;?mhed srmor ot
Klm.iled your deathless flaming to light the ages Or-le’

For joy at earth’s creation waved you those tnﬁ-ch‘;:lixi h

And formed that glad procession to cheer the gloomy gk}?

Your lanterns o’er the restless waves of stormy 1if,

JShow many a far-out ledge, on sorrow’s surgh{ s:a,.

Your guenchless lights burn steadfast throughgthe éa k
To gulde, from traitor rocks, some spirit's way-worn ;m,-k

When trouble’s icebergg, cold and grand
Befors dismantled spirits stand .
Ye Pharoi of the fatherland,

Light safe along grim peril's strand,

Most blinded by the mist of fear i
‘ r s, exiled on isle of time
$¥,r0ugh gathe.rmg.showers of falling tears, we see but f"aintl ghi
These c%mnd,ehers in hall of Heaven. with starry festoons Iu{n o
at guide o’er sapphire threshold, the spirit homesick Jong "

”Sl‘?fithin .its curtained chamber my soul lies folded round :
o coming comfort's tootstep doth eross its threshold bmjmd ;
ls)own to the tented spirit like angel from afar, ,
At::(a.lls ;!n'ough the mist_y.r twilight some watching, radiant star ;
And :hmes through falling tear-drops till sorrow’s stone hath ;'olletl
Tn ‘ro.ugh the.apen peace-door flit wings of sunset gold ;

he spirit sheds its grave clothes and walks again in life ’
Serene as star ascended, looks down on mortal gtrife. '

Come forth, each shrouded spirit ! all i ¢

In rocky cares and sorrows yghave a gﬁigﬁeﬂeﬁﬂ urnal gloom,
In.cavemed'wealth it hideth, and buried darkly lie.s-

It is not dead, but sleepeth ; it surely will arise. !

Look up ! the stars are shining in yonder quiet skies

F\rom convent of 8t. igo your monkish spirit hieg. '

Along the roof of nature, sbove old science’s floor,

Our loftiest hopes like gi
giants walk, as through enchanted d
Ascend the tower eternal; where starry bells shall chime eon
L

When on & world expiring shall fall the dirge of time,

————
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Has failed, forever failed, all mortal rhyme,
To count the changes of a starry chime;
Nor spesch, nor 1anguage a’er was found

* "o translate pure suck liquid sound

This bright vignette on nature’s page,
Revered in verse through every age,
Eloctrotyped by Triune hand,

" With hidden plates in silent land.

These lovely thought's in nature's broast,
Have ne'er a mortal volume blesged ;

Too bright for poetry, too beautiful fur song,
Al the ideals fafl. to paint the starry throng.

Att veils her face and kneels in reverent tears, '
‘While puzzled scienge, knitting up the sleeve of years,
Drops all her stitches ag ghe counts agam ; .

Sets up her decades, tries in vain, .

‘With tangled speculations, bafled tries,

P'o ravel $the long mystery of skies.

Like sentinels at intervals ye stand
Along the borders of that frontler land,

" YWhere finite ends, and infinite is spanned,
And ever engineering on your golden track,
Fresh light on mortal path ye're sending back.

Dear face of friendly star ! you only smile good-night ;

Mid bresking hearthstone links and waning household light;

When loved ones tell us long and last adieu,
Your au reveir you whisper kind and true;
Low through our lattice 1n some foreign clime,
Sing soft voices, auld lang syne.

Bright beads on strings of ages, the rosary of tie,
Guarded by ancient Sages, as amulet sublime,

NEPENTHE,

As on each virgin star they gazed, each pure and radiant face,
Rehearsing Pater Noster lines, perfection, beauty, grace;
Who counts the starry chaplet, where’er on earth he be,
Must offer from his kneeling heart his Gloria Patri.

And we, another prayer send up, unto the Bpirit, Son,

That we, like stars in duty’s path, may shine unfailing on;
And toiling up earth’s cloudy heights inay to our zenith rige,
And find our true celestial point, above in paradise ;

Trace back our longitude from earth, on Joy's meridian high,
Counting degress of happiness along the radiant sky.

Oh! conld the starry ladder our yearning spirits climb,

And reach the topmost skylight where lamps eternal shine ;
In yonder great Valhalla put on our starry crown,

And join the bright procession that moves the ages on.

There come at times such longings to be what we are not,
‘We wish with sad despondings we had some brighter lot ;
Like thee, oh star unchanging, our loftiest endeavor,
Seems ever onward moving, yot standing still forever.

*Twill not be stumbering long ; in wider range
There’ll be a waking soon ; we all §hall change ;
These mantling folds of care shall backward roll,
Till beckoning stars call up to longing's goal.

We'll greet again bright stars when earth's dark nights are oer,
And dawns the spirit’s higher life on the immortal shore;
Then morning stars shall sing oncs more, and shout for joy again,

As whiteclad souls through pearly gates pass up the golden plain,
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 CHAPTER XL.

i
MR. JOHN PRIDEFIT GOES TO THE WEDDI NG.

& it together, with the skies,
W'Flf;tstggdfaat skies above us;
‘Welook into each other’s eyes,

And how long wili you lovens?

The eyes grow dim with pm})hecy,
The voices low and breathless, .

Till death us part! O words, to b,?
Our best for Love the deathless.

. . 4
“ ‘bridesmaids ? What did the bride have on !
H.owﬂdfﬁv ;l?:na%pear ? How long was her trail 7 What dl%
the bridesmaids wear? Was she married with a ring?
How many were at the reception ? How many ushe.l;ls E't::aref
there ' ~All these questions asked Mrs. John Pri 1:31 ho.
her husband when he came home one evening, and told her
he had stepped into Trinity Church and scen the artist
Frank Carleyn, who took her uncle’s portrait, mg’r’rleq;{ .
“ Why didn’t you come home for me, Johun ¥’ sai ";18
disappointed wife. I wanted to see the dresses so mucl .
1 likr:a to know what people wear, and at such a time people
k as well as they can.” ) ‘
o ]gecausé,” said her husband gravely, “I only h;ard of
it ten minutes beforehand, and I knew you couldn’t dress in
i t .’, - . - & . "
te?‘nﬁli?luyii go in that rig ?” said she, looking at him with a
i d expression.’ S
dls:?lggftainlslr}.‘ I went with the dust of the desk on'my co;t
" sleeves. I have been in court nfi:u:lg :3:11 day. Nobody
d at me, they all looked at the bride.” -
100‘15%\7:11 }]'ﬂsaid lsrlrs. Pridefit, in a more good-humored tone’:
¢ What did the bride have on *——you haven’t told me yet.
¢ She had on something white, I believe—something
Wh‘l‘t%irhat is the reason, John,” said his wife provoked,
.% you can never tell what a lady has on %
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“ Well, well,” said Mr. Pridefit, apologetically, * every-
thing is ashes of roses now. If her dress was ashes of roses,
it must have been the ashes of white roses ; for I am sure
it was something white. Almost any lady looks well in full
bridal costume.” Her charms are heightened, or defects
softened, by attractive and airy dress; but the poor bride-
grooms stand upon their own merits—they look about as God
made them—no veil to adorn, no illusion before and behind
and around. But this groom needed no help to make himn
look handsome—he is a fine-looking fellow, and the bride’s
face was like the face of an angel.”

“ Well, how many bridesmaids were there 7

“Ican’t gay. I know there was one, and something white
too she had on; but T must tell you something. We had
cards two weeks ‘'ago to this reception. I was at home when
they came, and to tell the truth, I lost six hundred dollars
that day, so I forgot all about the reception cards.”

Mr. Pridefit saw his wife Jooked more disappointed about .
the reception than the money, so he added in husky voice,
“To-day is the fourth anniversary of the death of our only
child. O Eliza, Eliza! Life has been tame to me since
that ;”"—and so it had. Uunder his pillow, night after night,
had that little daguerreotype been hidden—the Iittle lips
kissed again and again ; for never had John Pridefit loved
any living thing as he loved that little, laughing, open«
hearted, affectionate child, and she ouly three years ago was
drowned in a eistern, not far from her father’s country
residence. i : ‘

But Mrs. Pridefit was Mrs. Pridefit still. Her heart still .
clung to *“ pomps and vanities ;” she regretted even now she
could not wear her light blue moiré antique at the artist’s
reception. '

Little did she know that the artist’s bride had once re-
ceived so ¢old a reception from her hands and heart, when
taken up half dead from that cistern, only ten years ago.

“ Who gave away the bride ¥’ said Mrs. Pridefit.

“ When the clergyman said in his eloar voice, * Who giv-
eth this woman to be married to this man,’ a fine-looking
gentleman came out from the crowd, and gave her away,
They say his name is Sclwyn—he is a great friend of Car-
leyn’s. The bride, I think, has no living relative, so this
gentleman gave her away.”
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. ! . .
« That was strange,” said Mrsl Pridefit. Were there
no relatives standing up with them ? And where does this

Selwyn live? Is he a stranger here ? ' Tf it hadn’t been for

my heuralgia I would have found out myself.”

« He has boarded some time at Mrs. Edwards’, and is a |

particular friend of Carleyn’s. That’s all I know about i$,”
said Mr. Pridefit.

« You never can get any news out of a man,” said Mrs. -

Pridefit. But the next day she called on: Charity Gonge,
and she learned that some unknown friend had furnished
the bride’s trousseau, and sent her an elegant white satin
‘wedding dress, with twe flounces of point lace. At the head
‘of the flotnces was a wreath: of tuberoses and geramium
leaves. With the dress was a bridal veil of point lace also.
The bride was said~to be portionless ; but she was dressed
as richly as any wealthy bride, and her hushand furnished
nothing. . . _

Miss Gouge thought there was some mystery about it. She
had even goe so far as to question the dressmaker, but she
either could or would reveal nothing, only that Mr. Selwyn
ordered the carriage, and he was the last to say goodrbye
when they left for their wedding tour, 7

v Well,” said Mps. Pridefis, < when the bride repeated
the words, ¢ With all my worldly goods I thee endow,” Mr.
‘Carleyn must have felt liberally endowed. 1 was married in
white silk; I have always been very sorry that I wasn't
married in white satin.” \ o ‘

While the carriage bore Carleyn and his wife off on their

pleasant journey, in a little white-curtained and striped ear-

peted room in Titusville, sat one evening a rare couple—
Levi Longman and Prudence Potter, Levi had concluded

to buy a part of the lot belonging to Prudence, so he came’

one night to inake the terms. He flavors his conversation

.with common sense, sober reason and cool judgm?nh, as he

sits in his high-backed chair, tipped against the wall.

“When business matters are disposed of; in: her laconic
way, Prudence draws up her chair a little closer, and asks
« How that blind doctor in the city recovered his sight?”

In his wisest manner,'and most deliberate tone, Levi an-
swered, *“ All the efforts of surgery and medicine, blisters,
moxas, nux vomica, belladonna failed in his case—and then
‘electricity was judiciously applied. I ean’t describe the
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exact process, but it was in some way by e i

tro-puncture, directing the electric auza igaﬁiﬂlt,o%?eg : lig-
drawing it from them during the imsulation of the pa‘ti{;nt,
taking small sparks from the eye-lids, or integument round
the orbits. I heard the doctors talk about passing down fine
needles through any of the brauches of the frontal and supe.
rior maxillary nerves, and a slightly pricking sensation Ii)n‘-
dicating the nerve is pierced, a galvanic current is the
passed along the needles through th h

nerve.” e branch of the fifth

Prudence looked puzzled, as if
now than befoie she asked:
her spactacles at Levi, as sﬁa
that beat all 1"

she didn't know any better
but she only said, looking over
e stopped her knitting, « Don’z

f

CHAPTER XILL

THE RETURN—THE SBURPRISE.

“Oh never again, while th i
_ g i ¥y weal iz my eare
g‘rhe dark sinfa’ regions o' spaedom Iy’rll dare.
were vain to expect thou wilt cost us nae tears,

In our toil-wearied way through i
W ] the d ;
But aye we'll see in thee, ag gweetean:{[;;lgg:g for years;

The Agues awa’ in the Agnes that's here.”
Davip WingaTr,

“T have ordered the carriage tp stop with me iend’
house‘ on the way,” said Selvgvyn to Cgmrleyn, ns&lfeaifx.f;:rllltiln?
and his bride at the depet on their return. They stopped
lée‘afcire the door of thé most elegant housc in that vicinity
1 [u]-; eyn was surprised, yet he chose to gratify Selwyn who
looked unusually bright, and who seemed to  feel peri‘ect]y
at _home as he went with them into the large parlor, arid
asked them to walk into the little library out of the pa,,rlor
for there they would find the owner of the establishment.

Thgre was a beautiful portrait of a lady in a recess on
one side of the mantel, 2 lady apparently about thirty-five—
on the other was Carleyn’s ideal Nepenthe, and as Nepen-
t't-te sjtood before it, her face radiant with the dawn of ha
piness, the resemblance was so striking, she herself could
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see itr Now that her face wore its native sunshine, the |

i ight be taken for her portrait, -
Pm’Fllll;;n vlvgﬁ‘;t-ag:o a striking resemblance in _the two por
i : ide,” said Selwyn, * was taken

“T icturc on the left side,” sai
b Clhi:‘ It)lu;?my urgent request, a few months b(:lfbl_'e i{g::r
, ?:n-ey It was taken from a miniature painted on Tha{;
. mar: Ii:,al.rs; ago. 1 intended it as & present forhyiou;md hat
vas oy “the little. table is of exquisite workmanship, and was
ivlitl;irtid by me some years since. ':}[‘lhe vm;:t{s)f 111311]is"h()use
atory belonging to the owner of- .
'gzn!l;h? ?J:if:s]ils:r:f t.lu);r vase 1 have had engraved the word
in old.”’
N'epl‘:nhhe ;:—12‘3::: ia?:eg! Nepenthe held her h;md owéerf}t::;
Ts :.tlgathought. She had seen it in earh{- c}iul?ihoe I:) ten
iei{lzd with violets, and filled by her mother’s hand.

ildi seen.
i hing her childish eyes had ever s |
g}l?emg:ztb’gzlglgﬁui}o tda‘:\:rgn upon ber bewildered mind. That

d upon it.
; it! i d almost to speak as she gaze :
Pof‘mﬁlgs‘ ]:fyS::(?;EET’S picture,” said she at last. “ Oh that

those lips had langnage ! Life has passed but roughly with

= 511]:]'% Ihi?z:geeg;::ﬁ within her own, Mr. Selwyn (illr:v
h T?) lf'n%e the mirror, and bade her look up, and see ]re f\ a{i
erthe ) the owner of that elegant house, the lady w :o
e i{e come into possession of that valuable pl:ogerlyimnd
rre??in{l here is the deed of 't(llleh propetx:_;%r:g :hllfa,per o
ightfal owner,” said he, pu

i t(? tl:;llzg and delivered into her h.and. » Lo the
Slgie I:I: enthe saw him bending affectionately ovgrhee ;rms
f,rl;tif dav;r)n'ed at last upon her mind. -Sh‘f cl:x.z)e fa.thl;r,!"’
around his neck, and exelaimed, “ My father ! my fa

Poor tempest-tossed, bereaved, long desolate man, he held .

in his arms at last his N e};:entthe. Henceforth he cquld
d misfortune. . , . _
for.ge;lmz‘;};lg()!rf;;v eak':;ld!;lmy Nepenthe !” he Dfxclai:lzg. -
« The ;lr)i,tter cup 'long drained is removed. y Prt.l?rou 4
heard. My Lina's gentle hand hathbheld outl;:emew b s%e
| : , this cup of joy to be my solace,
?ﬁaﬁ}slig:l;?r?: Nepenthe from the n,vezl- of life.

1
e

_ half an hour, ho

- ate my claim by paying in whole or in part.

. informed by letter, t

-ble to travel. For 2 time Iie

.travel, and vigit new se
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CHAPTER XLIL

MYSTERY CLEARED vp.

“If in our daily course our mind
Be get to halﬂ;w all we find,
New treasures still of countless price
God will provide for sacrifica

O friends, old scenes will Iovelier be,
A8 more of heaven in each Wo sea;

Some softening gleam  of love and prayer
tll dawn on every cross and care,”
’ 1

“"Tsm.- us about all your wanderings, dear father,” said

Nepenthe the next morning as she refilled the vase with
fresh violets from her OWR conservatory.

“ There was a claim of twenty thousand dollars

due me
in a distant eity,” said Mr.

Stuart, (for he likes to be called
by his last name now.}) I heard one day that the parties
owing me were intending to make an assignment of all thejy
property to certain preferred creditors. I sent a brief note
to my wife, took that morniig’s express train, which left jn

ping by seeing the parties before their in-
tended assignment, to induce them to prefer me, and liquid-

The note ney-
nor did any succeeding letters. I wag
hree weeks after my departure, of the
death and burial of my wife and ehild. I was not at all well
that day, and I had fallen down through a hatchway the day
before.” The severe blow caused by the accident, and the
fearful news conveyed in the letter, eansed an iliness which
terminated in brain fever. T was ill a long time, and una-
st all recollection of any events
happening during the last four years.

* Of course my physiei
scene of my loss with m
After some months of m

er reached my wife,

ati did not advise me to visit the
y feeble health and unsettled Lrain,
edical treatment I was allowed to
encs, if possible to regain my men-

|

h,
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| to ' b two years since,
i d tone. But when I found ou ]
t;la.: lsg{]oer vav]}lm 1 believed had dlegl‘.fso goon aftiiiglindgep:re
. S~
had lived and struggled on for years,
:‘:irti’lesas and at last had drooped and died of gbroiifn ;:aszi‘;
my streI;gth gave way. I was sorely tempted. Ay
q . I preached no more. . _
) fioﬁa&kfll;t EVGIII, bear the name of Professtcir HS‘:E:?;-,
' er
the students gave me, as there was anoth
ggetl?:%ziversity whom they. cal_lggtP;‘?{fi'e;sga e‘tTi' OII“i;ad s
« T walked my room many a mght, shed 1] :
er taken that fatyal journey. I have been the victim of an
dish revenge. B
ahﬁozt flvz?n;: to whor%l I was engaged when a verynyogv{]%
man, and whose fearfully violent temgf:';c :,c]gie;zis 3cut1esd
' d, caused me to violate my contract, s
fx?: e:::d mine with relentless fury. bhz (;nnt::;fgpit:ﬁgtallclahﬁ};
' wum .
letters. She wrote me, under an ass mo, that lettey
i i th of my wife and child, w
o e o de'a ' bsence. She was a watcher
were living and mourning my absence. She was 4 waichot
ife’ -bed, a nurse at the hospital, ol
at my wife's death-be , & MUTSE ok i
V8 ; t with a knife the rop h
Dr. Wendon’s ; her hand eut wit ihe rope fo whio%
i attached when you, Nepenthe, )
fihz vg:;ldwai&?ﬁred as a man, she attempted your (111fer 01;&
ezeuing.;_ahd to carry out her subséquent plans Nil-nd .my]% ‘;-
fy her movements, she assumed -the namgfoi{; .111 :11:16 A
tﬁre " Having a large telescope in the top o gr't ;1) se, | i
turn.ing it in ceriain directions she could easily see the
its 1 f the houses near. o
me‘l‘l%iﬂef g[eglgyn’s windows were unshaded or utiishuli;tetri(fl}
she could plainly see his face and features, and tell wha
" a'iP!:?: i.elescope itself was so concealed that E};}‘OmnfeedEit
Hott really thought it some maglo glass. She w dxspzu in
Carleyn’s ear many false sta&;emen}fs \cog‘(:‘:n;ilr;p h); rsélf d
' ther and dead mother— e her
ﬁzgﬁ ut?l{vl:owa:;uil‘a WZ v?ill try and forget the irretrievable
s doue. o |
Wrﬂn(%lf;“:ﬁhg?; I :h- I never forget, I had done fqme g:ttla;rt;
gervice to a stranger. I came home in & calml;ar _r%m;seless
asual, resolved to do my duty, and try and ams.th cless
ollections. I found o my table a sealed note wlb Shese
?:rds—‘ Your wife did not die scon after yow left, but Lt

~ heart, to bind up the broken-hearted, and preach

. on horseback, sometimes on foot, often
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- gered lonely years after, watehin
tarn, and died at last of a broke
less. Your child is not dead, b
the wide world

you no good.’

“ I read this eruel letter, and as I thought how her sensi-
tive nature lingered out years of agony, I walked back and
forth, almost maddened with grief, It seemed that my heart
must break. I moaned, T sobbed, I wept, I shricked. Sud-

denly I felt something give way within, as if my heart itself

g and waiting for your re-
n heart, believing you faith-
ut is a homeless wanderer in
» while you are enjoying wealth which can do

- had barst. I put my hand on my heart—I could feel no

motion—for years I felt none. I asked a physician’s opin-
ion. He said there was a sudden obstruction, and thas any
great excitement might cause insanity or death. Ile ad-
vised me to keep ealm and quiet—so 1 preached no more.

It wonld have been hard for me, with my wan face and worn

deliverance
ponding souls.
I spent two

part of Texas, travelling sometimes
sleeping at night

upon the prairies and in the groves. When the sky was
clear and cloudless, I wandered about in search for water,
‘cutting and breaking the limbs of trees, making a big fire by
a fallen tree for a back log, baking and eating some corn
bread, and boiling water for tea. After supper, we—for
there were three companions with me-lay down on some
blankets spread on the ground, with our travelling bags for
our pillows, and with gentle zephyrs, wreaths of curling
smoke, and flickering shadows dancing about us, we were
lulled into quiet slumbers in spite of the owl’s dismal Inusic,
barking gf foxes, and howling of wolves, and all but myself
awoke in the morning, refreshed and invigorated. But no

to the captive ; to inspire faith and hope in des
So not caring whither I went, I travelled on.
months in the northern

sky seemed to me bright, no air balmy.

. “In the sky of the soul, each cluster of blessings has its
lost Pleiad, and you may count over your cirele of loved
ones, yet that one who is not, you cannot forget. Many a
life-picture has its dark back-ground of clouds, of doubts,
and of mysteries.”

Mr. Stuart paused—and taking from his pocket a little
package, opened an old yellow-looking partly torn letier.

“ This,” said he, with much emotion, ** is the lagt page of
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* a letter written by my wife only one week before she died.
T can see the traces of tears in mnearly every line, but the
style is hers, the handwriting hers, though evidently writ-
ten with faltering pen and trembling hand.” Mr. Stuart
reads: ' .

# Tt is always November in the heart where such a mys-
tery broods. The dead leaves are always falling, and the
shrieking winds ‘are never weary. O, could we close gen-

tly the eyes of loved ones, and lay them tenderly away,
safely cloistered with the Great Father above—but not to

know when or hew or where they are gone, to watch at morn
and evening for their coming, and yet they come not, tosses
the moaning soul on the billows of tunrest, haunts the worn
spirit like a sleepless ghost, watching and wailing at every
" turn to beckon and torture and scare the desolate soul
These fearful minute guns on the wide sea of thought,
through the long lonely night boom and echo off the cold

~ shore of regret.” . :
Mr. Stuart folded the letter, and said, in 2 low, sad tone :

« Poor Lina! she hardly suffered qmore than I. Many a

night for years I have called out in agony, as in a mnight-

mare sleep, My child ! my child | where is my child ?

«. None have known my sorrow. I tried to outgrow sor-
row, but some sorrow. shadows lengthen as life’s sun goes
down—they grow taller and darker, till no stretching the

drapery of oblivion, no lengthening the mantle of forgetful- -

ness, can hide their skeleton limbs or heavy. feet. Some
lost joys, like lost friends, may be first earth-covered, then

rass-grown ; but there are troubles that walk the desolate
shades of the heart like unappeased ghosts, ever and anon

muttering and staring through memory’s hali-open shutters,

while the words of remorse howl dismally around.

« You, Nepenthe, my child, are as fresh and beautiful a-

gift, as if some Peri had lain you at my feet. You are the
one bright péarl cast up on the shore of my wrecked life.
Could sea-bird have wept cut bright pearls in the hollow
wreathed chamber of the deep, surely this pearl of my heart
was wept into beauty in the hollow-wreathed chamber of
SOTTOW. o
« Phe outer surface of society is olear, serenc and sun-
- ny. With swelling sails and airy pennons, how gracefully
it floats along the conventional tide ; but away down in its
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heart are under-currents, stron i
’ 1 s g, rapid and powerful—
;l;eu_a 8 no lﬁlatelau laid along the depbhspof the hléarterwglre
kei:]oy’ cable, let down ever so degp, may lie long unbro-
* So we braid the cable of our ho |
| pes, and have ou
fes‘t,al days over some new line of joy in the stream Efglrii'zt
Gay processions of sanguine thoughts, with bright ban-
ners d%?d showy badgeg, and noisy huzzas, go marching up
al]:d wn our applauding hearts. We pay out our joys off
the bark of hope, and wait day after day for signals and re-
;}Lonseshl But there are no returns ; there’s a break some-
ere, there come only a few faint signal
the lﬁmrt tolls out the day of failure. gnals, and tho bell of
“ No mortal diver can fathom the depths of the h ;
plateau exists in the tide of human pas%ion where ;;;t ’j:)m
qable can be laid in a chain unbroken. Some voice whis{
pers, 1t may succeed after all, and away up in the tower of
?umamty rings out another glad chime. Hope says we've
ound ti.ue error, and will correct it. But no: not till the
whole life is taken up and laid over. So in the bottom of
all"our hearts lie buried many useless joy cables.
You, Nepenthe, were entitled to property in England—

- property coming to your mother, We were married in En-

gland, bufi I hdd no marriage certificate. The clergyman
who married us was a careless, dissipated man, and there
was no such thing as our marriage certificate in existence ;
and I found it impossible to get the property, as the Duke
of Wellington would not present my petition to the Queen
I walked up and down in despair, and gave up the hope of
ses‘::lgng youlr'l rlghtfullinheritance.
Gut one day, as L came out of the Horse Gu i

Charing Cross, I met the Colonial Secretary, whoa{\:?i ;Eg?;

returned from Bermuda, and told him my trouble, *I

granted the marriage license, and will set matters right,’

said he. 'Was it not strange that he, the only man in the

world who could have helped me in the matter, should ar
;;;e that day n:l ?ngland, and meet me, just as I was mak-
wp my mind to return to America wi i
iy A ' | a without securing the
“ 1 have seeured to you a fortune in i
| X your own right. This
was the object of my recent visit to England, I m%aant that

v




312 ' . NEPENTHE.

Carleyn should marry you without fortune——for yourself——

and so 1 have kept until now the deed in my own hands.”
Mr. Selwyn went out as he said this, and did mot return

until late in the afternoon, and when he came back he look-
ed very sad as. he said, _

«+ T was just called to see a beautiful young creature die,
_ in great agony, of over-doses of arsenie, the most distressing
and fatal of all mineral poison. ‘With its rapid inflammation,
intense thirst, it executed its deadly purpose with alarming
rapidity, though the most counteracting remedies were
promptly resorted to. She wasill, and at first did not at-
tribute the illness to the right cause till too late.

« The mineral had inserted itself by corrosion benecath
the mucous coat- of the stomach before any remedy could

be employed. Whites of eggs mixed with hydrated perox-

jde of vinegar were administered, followed by powerfal and
hing was tried, but all

long continued emetics. Kvery t

failed. , :
« She had heightened her beauty, but she had rashly
increased the fatal dose, and rumor says that she loved to
assionate idolatry your husband, the distinguished artist—
and to captivate him she so heightened her. natural charms
by this dangerous practice. :
s She was dressed for some party when she was taken
- s0 violently il}, and she is to be buried in the same dress.
She must have been brilliantly beautiful. 1 don’t wonder as
she entered the church on Sabbath mornings, people turned
back to gaze at her.” o ' S
Poor Mrs. Elliots, heart-broken and desolate, woe-begone
and horror-stricken, sat alone by her unburied dead those
two long, lonely days and nights, her goul elad in-penitential
sackcloth, and sitting among the ashes of dead hopes. She
had given up principle, conscience, every thing, for this
© lost idol. | ' :

The main wish ‘of her heart had been the crowning of tﬁis ‘

beautiful child queen of the heart and home of some distin-
guighed, gifted man. Until the last, she had hoped to write
her name in that golden-clasped Bible, Florence Carleyn. -
" Never had she looked so radiantly beautiful as on- that
fearful night when came that sudden, terrible agony.

« Qh,” said the heart-broken mother, “ the cup of bitter-
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ness I have pressed » i '
o o p 80 long to other lips, I must deain to
“ If 1 had spent those i
1 precious hours I w i i
h{t_ni] beqfutlful and accomplished, in the culturis;fx(cil ;r:l 111%1;311
of her 1.mmorPa.l soul, I would not now mourn the dnuhmg
:ﬁyrﬁeizl?nge chlé)d:m I sh_all'ga to her, but she will nc?etr r(::f
_me. orence ! i i i
e A !”n ¢! my child! my ehild ! would God
For days the stricken mother wailed and shricked and

sobbed and mourned, yet shed no tears; and wmonths after
1

:f‘lgrg: S}Laesietsit;sﬁrgughﬁtfhtla Asylum at Utica, you might some
se: 1l beautiful woman looking out of th indow,
watching and waiting for Florence ;gsomebime: w(;;?r?t‘i‘_;;

- wreathing flowers for her  hair, saying she would come

soon, and then crushing them i
. erusl , and raving so wildly tl
shrank from her in terror. It was one of thoséy lm;)&(fleag:

~cases of insanity that sometimes linger for years, with no
)

1m§i'10vement, no relief, no change but death

abstr:e?cfgle; ?zetrllc;ddgog?e, but S(zlmetimes would sit gazing
str he distance, and repeating ov

abst) » 4 over the words

'it“'m 1_thh;)ld. nob any goc.ad from him to whom it is due \(‘:'?)(f::;
is in the power of thine hand to do it.”” It was the onl

%:ilur;ected, cohierent, rational sentence she ever uttere((,ln 7
at one memory seemed the one unbroken chord in tE

- quivering lyre of her jarred and discordant soul.-

That fortune she had lavish :
‘ ! ed upon Floren x
ll;;gnl(litsto Nepenthe Sktua.rt. How and when itczalzl?(laoinnct‘;zdh?:i
Was 4 :
- secret known only -to Madam Future and John
The former was dead, and
. , the latter was to i
%):;(rs:tf_d evtertyolrgvealh anything of the tranga;lt?cfl};‘y Bl(l:t-
ime to time, with no clue of their soure '
gimoney to Nepenthe Carleyn, until all Mrs.e’ﬁﬁlil:)itmi::g
beer use&i of hers was paid.  This arrangement may have
de:{im ﬁnail;' b‘zl ¥\lirs. Elliott the first day she sat down by her
child, while remorse was k - i
301]1: ;bill lingered on her thr;;e. senests nd trembling vor-
ave often thought I never could fe
U I el sorry for J

;[I‘:'ap, %Iut I c?uldn t help it when I saw him the oythz?rr motf::t
Hg-had : :(E:O]ciengfil: gtir l]us‘ -p(mg useless right hand and fuot

aralys i y
Whole sight side. p y‘BlS‘ about a year ago, affecting the
. 14 '
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He was seized with it when he was foreclosing a mort-
gage, and he hasn't used the hand since.

I thought of a maimed lion as I looked at him one day as
he sat trying to do up a package of letters in his left hand,
muttering over to himself gloomily, “ Withhold not any
good from him to whom it is due.” Something in one cor-
ner of the old newspaper with which he was wrapping up
the letters attracted his attention.

He couldn't get up unaided and reach any of the books on
 the crowded shelves pear him, so he read this article head-

ed eleemosynary. ' ‘

The article elosed thus— If thou comest to the evening
of life and art old or infirm, all thy consolation will be, not
how much money hast thon made, but how much good hast
thou done, how many wrongs righted ? This is all the cap-
ital from which thon canst gain nterest in the great bank
of the everlasting Future.” :

John Trap groaned and muttered to bimself again, “With-
hold not good from him to whom it is due wheu it is in the
power of thy hand to do it.”” ‘

He looked at his helpless arm. Poor hand,” said he,
“ has lost its power ; the right hand has lost its cunning, it
cun do no more harm,”

He looked up at his wife’s portrait_on the wall. * My
poor Mary—she is rich now, and I am a ‘poor beggar at the

gate of Eternity. A better woman never, never lived. She

tried hard enough to make an angel of me, but she could
not, and it broke her heart,” and tears long stifled, frozen
tears, welled up in John Trap’s eyes— too late, too late,”
said he, moodily, gloomily, mournfully.

Reader ! I was at Greenwood yesterday, and saw & monu-

ment with this inseription,  Saered to the memory of Mary,

wife of John Trap, who died January 1st, 1861, aged 23

years. Blessed are the dead which die in the Lord.” IfI

could write another edition of Les Miserables, surpussing
Vietor Hugo’s, even more tender, truthful and touching,
and sell a million of copies, in the -quiet Greenwood of its
most pleasant thoughts T would erect the noblest monument
- to Mary, wife of John Trap, once numbered among those
the world calls Les Miserables, but now the angels write her

name among Les Heurcuz—the blessed, ' ,
'If among the domes and spires of the celestial city, there

) : - [

¥

NEPENTHE. . 315

rises the dome of Valhalla, palace of immortality, where
repose the souls of warriors slain in battle, Sureiy Mar
- 'Trap’s heroie soul rests there with g martyr’s victor crowriv
and robed in radiant white. Alas! of how few of us ecan
the angels ever write Blessed, until we enter into rest "
Blessed is the baptismal word with which the a;wels
crown the soul as it comes up out of the river of death and
Joins the white-robed church, *“ Blessed are the ﬁrst‘djrops

of the life river that kiss the brow .
SRS as the "trans
puts cn her radiant immortal, ’ sfigured soul

“ All their tears ai‘e wiped awa
All darkness turned Eo erfegt, day ;
How blessed be the gea,d,

How beautiful be they.”

CHAPTER XLIII.

WHAT THE CRITICH SAY.

“ A perfect judge will read each work of wit
W?th the same spirit that its author writ.l":--Pors.

“ Who shall dispute what the reviewers g
Their word's sufficient ; and to ask a rea;'grz
In such a cage as theirs, is downright treason.”
Ciorenror,
“ Beasts of all kinds their fellows spare;
Bear lives at amity with bear.”

TuERE are many expensive bridal gi i
: gifts on the table
Nepenthe’s room, but there’s one-—the last, but not tlllr;

. least—on which her eyes will often rest, Tt is a little blue-

covered book, with. the word Dawn printed on its
Frank reads it aloud one evening. Ii)is he closes bi;féi 'bic}onkd
he looks up to Nepenthe and says, archly, “If I had not
fallen in .lpve. with you, Nepenthe, I should be in great dan-
ger‘of lgemg captivated with the writer of this stor M
boylil ti:]eals were all authoresses.” o
“ And mine were all artists,” said Nepenthe, laughing :
‘“ but you can’t make me jealous, Franli:,”P she adcilgdgE;ﬁd

* her whole face glowed with pleasure.

Mr. Stuart comes in the next Monday morning with a pa-
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per in his hund and a very knowing look on his face. * Ah,
Frank,” said he, * you wrote this review, I know you did.”
“ Yeg, I did,” said Frank, looking at Nepenthe mischiev-

| ously ; “and T wish T knew who the authoress was. I might

be in danger of falling in love, for my boyish loves were all
authoresses.” ~ '

Mr. Stuart takes Frank’s arm and walks into the other

room. He says, as they stand before the portrait Dawn,
“ There, Frank ; there is a pretty good picture of the un-
known authoress; and now I have introduced you,” he
added, langhing, “I will leave you to cultivate her ac-
‘quaintance.’”’ ' o : \

A surprise never looks picturesque on paper, 8o we'll not
repeat Frank’s conments and questions and Nepenthe's ex-
planations and answers. We will leave them a week, till
we see Frank coming in one day with a budget of fresh
newspapers. . The morning, evening, daily and weekly pa-
pers, and we’ll hear what the erities say. ‘

¢ The Sunday Telegraph says,” said Frank, * that you
have written a very good book, but it is of entirely a too re-

ligious a cast——a very gerious fault,” he added, *The

Moruing Glory ends by saying that it is a charming story,
and its chief charm is its high moral tone, its elevated re-
ligious sentiment, You know how disturbed yoa were, Ne-
penthe, .on account of that remark of Miss Charity Gouge’s
ahout the book s being so full of * chopped sentences.” Here

is a review, in the Metropolitan Day Book, which is a very .

good offset to that. The critic says the style is simple and
elegant, and its language poetic and eloquent.”
« Mrs. John Pridefit remarked,” said Nepenthe, ¢ that

the book was full of egregious grammatical blunders.. She -
evidently gave me credit for all the inaceuracies I put in the .

. mouths of my characters, and in ordinary conversation very
few persons speak with perfect grammatical aceuracy.”

« Don’t break your heart, Nepenthe ; but the reviewer in
the Daily Wonder says your book is loosely put together,’
—but here is the Evening Guest, and the eritic remarks
that ¢ the style is simple, concise, and natural’ The sharp-
est review you have hid is from the Weekly Raven. . The

editor says— not knowing what else to do with your hero-
' -ine, you set her school-teaching for her living, and this is a

stale resource for feeble authors.! I won’t read all the
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sharp things he says, but he evi i
| . » but vidently thinks it
(i;'::.lugl, Rl;: they sag tl];e edﬁor is an Englishman an; §;?,f
erican books. But here is the Ameri Vi
one of the ablest magazines in the co it vorioet,
I > country, and its revi
i?y:hzhﬁf, :khls S\:)er&rl sch’ooLILeeping heroine is the chief cl}?z'?;:
\ — ere’s a heart's ease for you, Ne
]'I:‘Iiac;a;';;s; ngtafl‘vez‘l}; ;‘blﬁ review of a similar gha;actef ?1? tziﬁ;
] ru eller, and anothe ju itici
in th&rl?meriean Evangelist,” PHIOR Yery Just eriticiem
“ What is there in real life,”” said Ne
: , Nepenthe, « for g -
cated poor young person to do for a living but teach ?n f:;i lil:s
cemgwn 1n stories, but not more common than in life : but I
wzn; e; glﬁr I h.:we }lmd no reviews from the Mornin,g Dew
nd Even i i '
ek t?ds;” tng Frimrose. . The editorg are my personal
“Oh! they have a grud i i
th ge against your publishers,” gai
Cél_rleyn ; ¢ and they'll never notice any of I:heir books, ;?lllg
: 1t{)r of the Laughing Budget remarks that it ig & bad taste
toe (:sehmth a death-sc_ene,’ but the Boston Puritan KEvangel
| ;a{s the last chapter is a specimen of sublime and beauti-
ul pathos throughout.” You see, Nepenthe,” said Frank
“ you’ve enough of all kinds of reviews to ke pirit.
ual equilibrium.” ' °°P your spirit-
“ No one,” said Nepenthe, *“ can a |
, i ; , ccuse me of writis
novel. I, haven’t written half the romance in my helz':(‘ll;m 0!;'
course it’s a'love story, for wouldn’t snybody’s life be taine
am‘i‘ %ull Ef\liougb without a love story in it ?
ut Miss Prudence Potter said she st
shouldn't h
thought that Mrs. Carleyn, a professor, would have writl:::
.%0 mt_xch of a novel,” said Frank, “and the eritic of the
l;mne’.r, of whose keen eyes you were so afraid, says ‘it isa
charming domestic novel,’ but Miss Charity Gouge says she
lilxgsef' Il read it through, for she¢ doesu’s like women’s writ.
“I am glad, Frank,” said Ne “ i
, 8 penthe, “ that my lLappines
does not depend upon the success or failure of myy bol()ﬂ[;.” i
I Frank reads alond one more review frum the Christian
ntelhggn_cey. It is beautifully written, and in deep sym-
pathy with the author. The writer evidently judges dis-
eriminatingly, and praises real beauties, enters into the
spirit of the book, and Nepenthe feels, as she listens till the

'happy tears will come, that she would like to grasp the




318 , - NEPﬁNTHE.

writer’s hand, and thank her for her kind, sweet, sympathetio
words. ' ' :

“ Here is my olive leaf at last,” said Nepenthe. It has
fully rewsrded me for opening my soul’s window and send-
ing forth the bird of fancy from the ark of my heart.”

After sitting quietly a fow moments thinking, Nepenthe
said, * Frank, I could write a better review of my book than
anyone else can. I could say the style and thought were
good. The chief charm of the book is not in its plot, which
ig neither intricate nor intense. Theve are too many char.
acters for a thrilling book. It might have more unity. The
best plot is like a noble river, every image, flower, star, or
fancy should be tributary to it, like the flowers along its
borders, all adorning its bank or mirrored in its erystal
waters ; but I am so delighted, Frank, to think T have a re-
view from you, and you had no idea whose book it was.
Isn’t it funny—a man reviewing his wife’s book ? and yef,
for once, a husband’s opinion was impartially given, What
would I have done if you had said anything sharp? Tt
would have been almost like the first cross word. I'm

afraid I never could have recovered from such a shock. I -

feared you would think the plot meandered and zigzagged
too much, and I do care what you think more than I do for
the opinion of ll the world beside.” - ,

“There's too much harmony between our souls,” said
Frank, “ for me to find any great fault with’ any thought or
fancy or feeling of yours. I felt a strange, peculiar interest
in the author when I first read Dawn. She seemed to ex-
press my own thoughts better than I could myself, and that
ig as high praise as I can give any writer.””

“ Frank,” said Nepenthe, * since I have seen this book in
‘print, F've had a great deal better book come in my head.

.}t is all plot, passion and pathos. I can see the plot right
_through, just as you can see all the way down this avenue in
the evening, with its long rows of lamps on each side. So
all along the new path of faney, it seems as if I can see lit-
tle lights hung on both sides from beginning to end, and my
thoughts delight in roaming all through this illuminated plot.
I seem to meet living peeople, and hear living voices talking
to me, till I fall in love with my own hero and wake up very
early in the morning to hear what he has to say to me.”
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¢ Is it a religious novel ? said Frank.

“ 1 hate that phrase—religious novels,” said Nepenthe.
“They generally are a bottle of fiction’s deodorized ben-
zine, superior to any other article in-market for removing
moral spots and spiritual stains of every kind from Faney’s
gay, grave or gossamer robe without altering the fine color
or texture, and sometimes they take the whole color out of
fiction, so you can’t tell what eolor it is or was, . A religious
novel is often only another name for the tamest kind of
trash—but I hope nobody will call Dawn a quiet book,” she

. added, as Bridget came in just then with a paper, having in

it another quite lengthy review,  for when *all is quiet’ on

- thought's Potomae, no victories are ever gainéd on fiction’s

broad, contested field, no laurels ever won, and my poor lit-
tle book might have to go at last to wait at some dusty
corper of Nassau street, and with faded, threadbare cover
lie outside in the cold in Fame’s cheerless Potter’s Field,
among those long rows of unwept, unhonored and unsung
volumes over whose neglected heads you read in dingy let-
ters, as you pass along, this dismal obituary notice :

¢ ANY OF THESE BOOKS CAN BE HAD FOR 25 CENTS.

“ Frauok, if my Dawn were one of those stately thought
castles, from whost ivied windows you could look out on
fiction’s broad field and see a solitary horseman ride by, or
some persecuted woman in white hunted and haunted by
villains in black ; if I had made some dim, shadowy woods,
where veiled ladies hide and ghosts hover in shrouds, it
might be very popular—Mr. Caushus might, perhaps, sell

“three hundred thousand copies.”

" “Yes,” said Frank ; “ and you might have had some high-
bred, haughty, heavenly hero emerge from those shadowy
woods, hiding under his ¢alm marble face boundless oceans
of intensest passion, but bursting forth into wildest cata-

-racts of emotion as some -mysterious stranger crosses his

path, holding in his eoat pocket the dreadful seeret and
priceless safeguard of your hero’s whole past life. You
siould have gifted this mighty, matchless, murderous man
with tongue of ice and heart of fire, as his bloody deeds half
frighten one’s conscience to death, wnile his celestial, im-
maculate motives win the ceaseloss admiration of the most
spotless maiden’s pious, profoundest soul.” '




320 : NEPENTHE.

“ T have no trap-door in my | garret, no dungeon in my
cellar,” said Nepenthe, * nor have 1 frescoed on the walls
within any faithful copies or skilful reproductions -of the

‘great masters of fiction—but I have led my readers along the ..

winding river of mortal life, and I hope they may find some
little thought flower growing on its banks to lay away and
keep in their hearts forever. _ ,
7 finished Hannah Thurston when you was out to-day,
Frank. The book so bewitehed me I conldn’t leave it off
until T had finished it. I don’t believe one man in ten
thousand could have so put off the shoes of conventionality
and stolen so noiselessly into the inmost holy of a woman’s
heart, and given us those ihimitable stercoscoptio views as
Bayard Taylor has done. Fora new traveller in the realm
of fiction, he has made marvellous progress. You'd think
he had lived and breathed there always.

“ The hero Woodbury is just such an ideal real man as
lives in many a woman’s soul, but which few authors ever
- sketeh. I almost wonder a man could so faithfully, grace-
fully and symmetrically portray such a real live hero. [
wouldn’t blame all the girls for falling in love and marrying

such a man as Woodbury, if they could find him. Then the

bosk is so fragrant all throngh with a woody perfume, you
feel ag if you were walking the— 5 :

# ¢« Becret shades
Of woody Ida’s inmost grove.

¢ The author has the good sense to find his heroine in the

country, and keep her there. You almost breathe the odor of
the new moin hay as you réad, and you can see the wild
fiowers on Hannab’s table. The author has studied nature .

_ reverently and honestly, and sbe has given him her most il-
lustrious diploma in the university of fame.” '

i
'
"
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CHAPTER XLIV.

COMPATIBILITY,
!

# 8o *tis with us when fond hopes cherished 1
Upheld through storms of contradiction atroggs'
To ripe fulfilment suddenly are grown, ’
And gates of Paradise are open thrown.”—GorTuz.

“ One thing is certain,’” gaid Kate Howard ; “Trank Car-
leyn and his wife will never separate for want of compati-
bility. Miss Prudence says the first question a girl should
ask now-a-days of the man who makes her an offer is, * Have
you got compatibility ¥ A great many matches are not
made in Heaven. Mr. Vole says many of them are lucifer

- matches, made by the prince of the fallen angels.”

“ As;l\_h.ss Potter says, we do hear a great deal about thig
compatibility. It really seems to be an acknowledged
ground for separation. If our grandmothers who had unrea.
sonable husbands, and our grandfathers who had vizenish
wives, had only thought of this before, how much trouble
they would have saved themselves. I don’t believe I shall
ever marry—so few of the gentlemen I know have this pre-
cious compatibility, and I would as soon try to domesticate
myself in a snow-bank for life as with a man without it.”

Kate has been reading *Prue and 1 over again.—
She’s so delighted with it ; she says it is full of compati-
bility. She says she has a husband in Spain, and so long as
he and she live so happily together, she is most afraid to
think of any other husband. Her husband in Spain . has
such kind, urbane manners. He likes everything she likes
and he has none of those queer little fidgetty ways they sai
busbands do have—yet if she could find such a man as
Prue’s husband was, she’d marry him to-morrow, even if he
were an old bock-keeper in a white eravat, and she’d be
willing to have him for the autocrat of her breakfast-table as
long as she lived. '

“ Did you see the bride in church on -Sunday 7 agked
, 14 ’
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Migs Charity Gouge, coming in suddenly and interrupting
Kate’s solitary soliloquy, as she seated herself by the regis-

ter to warm her feet. Charity is always warming her feet.

If she can get into a kitchen, she will open the oven door
of the cooking stove, and taking off both shoes, put her
feet in the oven and toast them, as she says. ~She is
warming her feet the year round, except in the middle of
August, and I sometimes think they are a little chilly then.
All winter she' wears two pair of stockings, and in very
severe weather, two pair of shoes. She. says half the dis-
eases are caused by foo thinly covering the feet. Wherever
she goes, vigits, or calls, her first object scems to be to
warm her feet. C

¢ I saw the bride,” said Kate, * but I was so taken up
with watching Dr. Wendon, I forgot to sec what she had on.
I never saw such a lock on.a man’s face before. o
- % Rev. Henry Selwyn Stuart, the bride’s father, preached
+a beautiful and impressive sermon from the text, ¢ All things
work together for good.’ . ‘

“ You know it was Easter Sunday, and the day of the

‘Hebrew Passover. It was just one year ago on Easter Sun-

day morning that Dr. Wendon thought he saw the dawn

once more-—so it was truly Ais Passover, for blindness

passed away from the door of his spirit; it was Ass Easter

" morning too, for his long-entombed soul had its resurrection
to light. : : _

“ Ag he looked over the hymn book with Mrs. Carleyn,

I never heard a sweeter voice as he sung this verse of that

beautiful hymn. I could see tears in his ‘eyes—I am sure

there were tears in mine.

“ Walk in the light, and thou shalt own
Thy darknees’ passed away, '
Becanse that light hath on thee shone
In which is perfect day.” L

« At the close of the services they sang again, and as Dr.

Wendon stood up the cloud suddenly broke away, the sun-

light streamed in through the window, and shone on his ra-

~ diant face. I could hear his rich manly voice in tremulous-

. tones —— o
“ Now that the sun is gleaming bright,
Implore we, bending low, ‘
That He, the uncreated light,
May guide us as we go.”
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' * What will he do now 7 asked Charity, in her practical
way. “ Will he make his home with his former protege
Mrs. Carleyn 7 | '

‘““ He is going next week on a mission to India,” said
Kate. * He heard a sermon a year ago from the text—
¢ Come over and help us,” and he says that like a suecession
of alarum bells, breaking ever and anon on his ears, have
‘sounded these words, ¢ Behold, 1 come quickly,” —he goes
to wait with the weary night-watch for the breaking of the
eastern sky.” :

Reader! you and I have some dear little hungry hope
climbing the toilsome hills of our longing life ; may it find
at last some bright Easter morning its radiant dawn.

If you have patiently followed my story to its end, how
I would like to look into your face as you lay the book
away up in your soul's attid, where you lay away all stories
read long ago. Yet much as I peerout into life’s darkness
to get a glimpse of you, I see you not, only in that weird
dreamland where unseen friends nightly gather, and I fancy
sing me to sleep. .

Take this my prayer, that if soul-thirsty and weary, you

7 ‘may quaff life’s purest Nepenthe, sweet with blessing and

fragrant with balm. If we ever meet in the palace called
Beautiful, above, I may look over your shoulder, and read
your name among the names of earth’s tired wayfarers.




