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BEYOND THE BREAKERS.

# From seeming evil still educing good;
And better thence again, and better still,
In infinite progression,” TromsoN.

CHAPTER 1.
THE ACCUSATION,

T was in the old days, now almost
forgotten, when bits of gold and sil-
yer pussed current among uws as money.
As we mortals reckon time, it was some
twelve or fourteen years ago, but if one
estimates by thick-crowding events and
revolutions, social and ' political, there
has passed a'generation since the inci-
dents that are to be related occurred
in the sober Quaker State of Pennsyl-
vania.

One cold, rainy evening, late in the
spring, there sauntered into a tavern kept
in Water street, Philadelphia, a man not
beyond middle age and somewhat shab-
bily dressed. 1t was a tavern, not only in
the strict old sense of the term-—to wit, a
resort of the thirsty, where wines and
sundry hot potations might be had at re-
tail, as eighteen hundred years ago they

were in the fhermopolia of Pompeii

(whose marble f2bule are -cup-stained
stiill)—but alst taken gccording to the
modernized American ﬁraseo]ogy’; for
its hearty, bright-eyed owner furnished

to the emigrant and to the chance trav-
eler board and lodging, as well as grog
and punch. Terence O'Reilly was an
Irishman, every inch of him: one saw
that at a glance. The high cheek-bones,
the ruddy color, the touch of the brogue,
came unmistakably from the “Green
Island. The world had gone well with
Terence. He liked it: he thoronghly
enjoyed life, and sought to make it as
pleasant to others as to himselff He -
had selected a sorry mode of doing so,
it is true, not heing satisfied to dispense
Cowper's cups that «cheer but not in-
ebriate.”” 1 dare say he had not heard
Gough lecture, and. probalily had never
taken a serious thought as to whether
the world was the better or the worse
for the gin and the whisky that are made
in it. He had imbibed, with his hardy
mother's milk, her careless, thoughtless,
hopeful temperament, His father, hail-
fellow-well-met with every one, had not
improved his son’s habits by suffering
him, when he had outgrown the mater-
nal beverage, occasionally to taste a lit-
tle of the potheen that had the sweet-
ness of stolen waters about it, being
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10 BEYOND THE BREAKERS.

manufactured of nights in a small under-
ground still, of which the masked en-
trance could be reached an]y through the
intricacies of an Irish bog, and so had
escaped, for years, the argus-eyed reve-
nug officers. The lad grew up light-
hearted, jovial, but not intemperate, nor
yet without a wholesome ambition 1o
better his condition, and attain the res-
pectability which e saw that money was
wont to bring.

His first step in life had been as has-
tler in a country inn.  There the hard-
working feilow scrved  fabthiully, finally
attracting the attention of a young offi-
cer in the Guards, the cldest son of the
Honorable Patrick Halloran, a wealthy
fanded propricter, on whese  property
Terence's father lived,  Captain Hallo-
ran. pleased with the lad's spiritand good-
humor, teok him into Lis service as
groom, promating him, in gay lvery, 1o
a seat behind his stylish curricle when
he drove that fine-stepping pair of black-
limbed bays of his in Hyde Park. It
was not a situation to improve the young
groom’s morals ; for these of his master
were none of the best, especially in his
relations with women; and ihe white-
cravatted, black-clothed valet whom the
Captain had picked up in P’aris, and who
stood hivh in Lis confidence, pandered to
vices from which the scoundrel well
kitew how to profit.  But here again, as
in the article of poficen, Terence es-
caped any serious contamination.  This
happened partiy because of the fact that
though the voung man's ideas on ethics
were of the vaguest sort, he had a sturdy,
rude-fashioned sense of the fair and the
honorable ; partly because he had an in-
born distike of anvthing French, and
barely tolerated his fellow-servant, who,
on his part, looked down with supreme
contempt on the rough voung Irishman,

Had Terence been less of a favorite
with Captain Halloran, this mutual aver-
sion would probably have cost him his
place within the first few months ; but
Louis Villemont —so the valet was
called—was a man to bide his time, and
let his revenge sleep till the moment
came when it could be safely indulged.
He was rewarded for his patience after

enduring Terence nearly a year and a
half. Reckless self-indulgence, long con-
tinued, readily bardens into vice when
the tempter is at hand to encourage and
facilitate.  So it was with Captain Hal-
loran.  Aided and prompted by Louis,
he committed an act of villainy from
which, in the early part of his career as
a young man of fashion, he would have
shrunk with abhorrence. His victim, an
interesting and accomplished young girl,
fled, one night, in an agony of despair,
no one knew whither,  Terence, getting
to know the main facts, and stirred by
that spirit of rude chivalry which is not
unfreguently found in his class and na-
tion, broke forth upon Louis, calling him
names which caused the Frenchman’s
dark eyes te flash with fury ; and not
satisfied with that, his indignation once
fairly roused, he proceeded 1o denounce
the master himself in no measured terms.
Thereupon Louis’ wrath subsided into a
sinister smile. «Tu mele payeras,” he
muttered under his breath, as his mas-
ter’s bell rung. Half an hour, fater he
returned, and, with a civil leer, handed
the groom his wages to date, with a
handsome gratuity and a message from
Captain Halloran that he had no further
oceasion for his services. Terence found
himsclf possessor of a sum sufficient to
pay o steerage passage to New York, and
leave him a hundred and fifty dollars to
begin life with in the New World, Nor,
up 1o this stormy May evening, had he
ever once had cause 10 repent his change
of country,

The shabby stranger sat by the stove,
leaning forward, drying himself; his
white hands (for they wwere white) rest-
ing on his knees, and gleaming through
the dull steam that rose from his wet
clothes,  Handsome, most people would
have called him ; yet it was a bad coun-
tenance, furtive and gloomy. The large
gray eyes were well formed, but they
seemed not to look straight at any one ;
the features well cut ; brown curling hair
and whiskers of the same color. Qne
could see, however, that there was power
about the man, Though the forehead
was low, it walla fair-sized head, fully
developed above the eyes and behind the
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large ears, of which one was somewhat
disfigured by a purple line across it, as
from an old wound. The features bore
the stamp of self-indulgence and some-
thing of the flush of dissipation. A
sullen frown passed over them from time
to time, prompted, it was evident, by
thoughts that were anything but pleasant.

After a time he rose and approached
the bar. #A glass of grog, landlord,”
he said: «@ want it stifft A hell of a
wet night I've had of it 7

«In a minute,” replied the other:
then fo a man with whom he had been
conversing ¢ «You haven’t got that last
sack of potatoes down: how much is
the bill, altogether 7’

« Seventeen dollars and a half, Ter-

ence; but I don’t want the money now
if it isn't just handy.”

« Never handier,” said Terence, - «1
don’t buy till T have the cash ready.”
And producing from an inner breast-
pocket a stout linen bag, he poured on
the counter its entire contents, consist-
ing of a number of eagles, together with
a few half-éagles and bank-bills, «Is it
goid you'll be wanting

«“Well,” said the other, « city bills are
good enough, but I'm going South to-
murrow, and you may as well give wme a
couple of those halfreagles.”

« Heartily welcome,” sald Terence,
paying him, and taking a receipt.in re-
turn. }

If the two men who happened at the
moment to be the only occupants of
the Dar-rovm except the stranger, had
chanced to notice the eager, sidelong,
persistent look which the latter cast on
the gold that still lay seattered on the
counter, it might have been interpreted
to his discredit; yet one onght not to
think hard of the hungry vagrant who,
as he passes the brilliantly-lighted win-
dow of a pastry caok’s shap, casts wist-
ful glances at tart and cheese-cake.

As it was, Terence was scarcely con-
scious of the man's presence, until the
latter repeated his request for a glass of
brandy and water.

« Faith, an' 1 clane forgot ye,” he
-said, powing out a libdkal portion, as
if 10 atone for the delay.

The man tossed off the potent dram
with a relish,

Several lodgers came- in. Then he’
asked: «Can I put up with you, Mr.
O’Reilly, to-night ¥* o

Terence stopped in the act of closing
the bag whence hie had poured the gold, -
looked hard at the questioner, and hesi-
tated. The man spoke, as if in answer
to the hesitation:

“«You wouldn't be turning a poor man,
and a countryman of your own, out in
a. stormy might like this? I'm from
Tipperary.”.

«What's your name 2 . :
« My name ? — Byron-— Byron Cassi-
d{ly.” Lo~

«Well, Bryan—"

«It’s Byron, not Bryan, I told you,”
retorted the other, more sharply than the
occasion scemed to call for,

« Well, Byron, then: ye needn't flare
up. Bryan's a better Irish name, any
way.” ' - -

«If yowre afraid of the pay, there’s
my watch,” pulling a silver one from his
fob, .

« Who said I was afraid? Put up
your watch. It's an ugly night, and I'll
not turn you from the door,” pushing the
reg's:;»wr wward him, in which tl}c man
entered his name, with the address,
« Port Richmond,” and the remark:
«I’ve been working in the country, but
1 came last from Port Richmond.” )

« He can write, any how,” said the
landlord to himself, glancing at the name:
«maybe he’s dacent;” and he led ,the
way to a small bed-room, setting a can-
dlestick on the washstand.

- Left alone, Cassiday sat down on a
straight - backed, rush-bottomed chair,
tilted it back against the bed, and sanlk
into moody thought. Half an hour
passed ere he stirred. At last, mutter-
ing, «A man must do something for a
living : nothing venture; nothing have,”
he rose and exarmined the fastenings of
the bed-room door. There was a lock,
with the key inside. It locked readily,
but that did not seem to satisfy him.
‘Unlocking it, he wrenched the key for-
cibly to the left.* Something snapped,
Then he tried repeatedly to lock the
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12 BEYOND THE DREAKERS.

deor again, but failed each time. The
lock was evidently spoilt.  Finally he
relinquished all effort to secure the door.
took the candlestick from the washstand
and placed it on the floor of the passage
outside, undressed partiaily, and, after
tossing restlessly for an hour or two,
and gazing occasionally around the room,
dropped inte a heavy sleep.

Next morning, after breakfast, he was
again in the bar-rcom, where he sat
watching the demeanor of his landlord.
Terence was behind the counter, ex-
changing jest and banter with two or
three early custoemers, and his bold
cheery voice rung out from a happy and
carcless  heart,  The cembodiment of
vaad-humor. he was, notwithstanding, a
man whom it might be dangerous to irri-
tate,  There was a flash in his laughing
eve, and his broad shoulders and brawny,
large-fisted arms would not have dis-
graced the prize-ting.

Cassiday eyed him closely, secming
about to address him ; then, as it he bad
thought better of it, sauntered around
the room. examining various marvels of
art with which it was adorned, In the
centre of the principal wall was « Wash-
ington’s Deathbed,” the garments and
the countenances of the attendants alike
luzubrious ; and this was flanked, on the
one side. by a portrait of the wonderful
horse with white legs—the pride of the
English race-course—that was foaled
during the great eclipse, taking his name
from his birth-day ; and on the other by
a print setting forth, in startling colors,
the fight between Crib and Molineux—
that Crib, as the landlord delighted in
relating, who at the close of a fair stand-
up fight, in which he had battered in
three ribs of the black giant that was
pitted against him, turned a standing
somerset on the ground, in proof that
wind and pluck were alike untouched by
the exertions of the terrible contest.

Finﬂ]l}'. \V}’\&ﬂ 11& haﬁ sufﬁc;ently acL
mired these ambitious productions of
fancy, and when all the customers had
departed, the stranger slowly approached
the counter.

| wish T had stayed in the country,”
he began.

«] didn't ax ye to leave it,” said
Terence. « What'y the matter

« Matter enouglh ! Bad luck to your
city taverns !’

« Ye're uncivil, stranger: ye had a
clean bed and 2 good breakiast,” his
color rising. «If the accommodations
don’t suit you, pay for what ye've had
and be off with ye.”

«l've paid pretty dearly for them
already.”

, “ What does that mean ?”

« It means that when [ went up to
your bed-roem last night I had a hun-
dred and seventy dollars in my pocket,
and that 1 came down this morning with
just ten cents to pay for my night’s
lodging.”

Terence flushed scarlet. but he re-
strained himself:

«wOh, that's the dodwe, is ity I
t]mmrht the chance was'a poor one, but
ve looked tired and wet. Well, it’s only
a half dollar threwn away. A hundred
and seventy dollars, and ye wanted to
pledge your watch!  Why, man, ye
should make one part o’ your story
tally wi’ the rest.”

«lt tallies well enough. Do you

think T was going to show my hand be-

fore all your lodgers? It wasn’t quite
safe, it seems, to let them know there
was a2 hundred and seventy dollars to
be had in my bed-room for the fetching
of it.”

«“Look ye here, Mister Cassiday,”
said the landlord, «you’d best be gone
while the play's good. I eught to send
for a police officer and have ye taken up
for a swindler; and 1 will, if you say
another word about my lodgers. 1 ex-
pect the next thing will be, you'll be
telling me I stole it myself”

« Likelier-looking men than you have
dene the same before now. I advise
you to bridle your tongue, or maybe
you may make acquaintance with the
police yoursclf, sooner than you think
for.”

Terence just touched the counter with
his left hand, and was over in a single
bound. With the right he throttled his
man, forced Il back, as though he had
but a child in his grasp, to the street
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door, which he flung open, and there re-
leased him, at the same moment dealing
him a hearty kick, which sent him stag-
gering down the steps, over the sidewalk
and half-way across the street, where he
fell prostrate, but where, luckily for him,
no vehicle was just then passing, The
whole transpired in less time than it has
taken to relate it -

CHAPTER 1L
THE ARREST.

AN hour and a half had elapsed ; and
Terence, the scuffle of the morning al-
ready forgotten, was standing at the
street door, somewhat anxiously await-
ing the arrival of the owner of the house
he occupied with whom he hoped, that
mommg, to com.lu(le a purchase of the
premises, when'a police officer slopped

before the door. A cloth cap, turned up,

with gray fur, which the young man
wore, seemed to altract the attention of
the officer, who, after eyeing him for a
few moments, said: #Is this Terence
O’'Reilly 7”7

«At your service” Then, as the

other hesitated, he added, cheerily, « It's’

sort o' chilly, if it is ‘most summer.
Come in and warm yourself”

The officer entered: Terence drew a
chair for him before the stove, and they
sat down together,

«1'm qorry,” the policeman said, after
a pause— I think there must be some
mistake—but—I have a warrant for your
arrest.” ]

« A warrant I Then, with a smile:
« Oh, for 'sault and battery. So the
rascal bears malice, does he? Well, if
he didn’t deserve the kick I gave him,
nobody ever did.”

«1 wish it were nothing else,” said the
officer, gravely ; «but it's on a charge

- of larceny. The man lodged information

at pur station that you robbed him last
night of a hundred and seventy dollars.”

For a moment the poor man was
utterly confounded. But he rallied:

#It's me lodgers he charges iton. But:

a2 man isn't a thief because money’s
stolen in his house.”

«He didn't sav a word about your
lodgers. He swore, point-blank, that
you came inte his room in the middle
of the night and took his money, and
that he Saw you and knew you.”

“ The Lord above !

«I'll have to take you before the
mayor.”

Terence sprung from his chair. The
officer also started up and stood between
the door and his prisoner, but the latter
did not even notice the action. He bad
turned to a lad who was tending bar for
him :

« Pat, d'ye like my service 77

«Js it your service, Mister O'Reilly ?
And don’t ye know I'do? I'd go through
fire and water for ye”

« I’Il never forgive ye the longest day
I live—I’ll send ye packing afore the
day’s out—if you say one word o’ this
to Norah. It would kill the lassie.”
Then to the officer : « At your service”

They walked some distance in silence:
At last O'Reilly asked :

« Can they send a man to prison for a
thief, that never did a dishonest thing
since the day his mother bore him #”

The question was a deeper one than
the young man thought for. The officer
evaded it: ¢ A man that's accused of
larceny need not go to prlson till he’s.
tried and comlcted This is a prelimi-
nary investigation, and they'll take bail.”*

-« They must prove it on him, then 27

« Certainly.”

Terence stepped out more freely—
almost with unconcern.  But at the
mayor’s office there was delay till sev-
eral petty charges were disposed of ; and.
these, with their sordid details, some-
what sunk the poor fellow’s spirits again.,
He felt the humiliation of the associa-
tions into which, for the first time, he
had been brought, and he looked some-
what dispirited when placed at the bar.

i 1s this the charge of larceny 7 said:
the mayor.

«Yes, your honor,”

« Has the prisoner been searched

« No.” The officer proceeded to
search him, and the bag of money with-
which we are already familiar was taken:
from an inner pocket.
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Cassiday was then called as witness,
Terence started as the man came for-
ward ; then involuntarily drew up first
one sleeve and then the other, exposing,
as he did so, a ring of white on each
wrist above the large, tanned hands,
The mavor's quick eye detected the
movement, and he turned to the officer
apparently to give an order ; then glan-
cing agnin at the prisoner, from ‘\lmse
f;u".e the flush of anger was fading, he
seemed to think better of it and merely
said to the witness, « Ge on,”

Cassiday deposed that. the previons
night, lie had Liddged in No. 36, a small
front hall hed-room on the third floor of
the house kept by the prisoner; that in
the middle of the night he had Lecen
awakened by the sound of some one
moving about in his room; that he re-
cognized the prisoner by his general ap-
pearance, lut especially by lhis cloth cap
trimmed with fur: that at the moment
“he first saw him the prisoner was stoep-
ing over a chair, just bevond the wash-
-stand, where he (the (leponcnt) had Jaicd
Jis coat before going to bed; that he
(the prisoner) remained for some time
:in this stooping position, as i searching
for something, then turned to the washe-
stand, 5o that be (the deponent} couid
distinetly see his side face, took wp a
ccandiestick which was standing there,
and passed out of the room on tiptoe ;
that in the inside pocket of the coat he
(the deponent) had a hundred and sev-
-enty dallars in a stout linen sack, and all
in gold eagles, which, on rising after-
ward to search bis coat, he found was
gone. '

Terence =at like one in a stupor, till
awakened Ly a question of the may‘or
addressed to the witness :

« Did vou lod\ your door before go-
mf' ey rut s

“No; 1 tried to, but 1 found the lock
swouldn™t work”

«That's a lie ! burst forfh Terence.
-« Divil a lock out of order in my house
from garret to cellur ¥ -

«Wait vour (urn, prisoner,” said the
-mavor, a little sternly: «you shall he
heard in defence Then to the wit-
ness :

«You say you saw the prisoner. Had
you left your candle burning ? . There
was no moon last night, 1 think.”

#«No, your honor, but there was a
famp in the street just opposite, and
there was no curiain to the window ; so
I could see well enough.”?

“«Why did not you stop him and raise
the alarm at once

«I was scarcd, just waking up, and
I was afraid he might murder me if I
stirred.”

The contempt on the prisoner’s hold,
frank face was something refreshing to
see.  « The chicken-sewled, perfured vil-
lain ! hie muticred, under his breath.,

# Look at that money-bag,” said the
mayor to the witness: w«is it the one
vou had r"

Atter what seemed a carcful examina-
tion the man answered « No.”

o Officer, see what it contains,”

Seventeen gold eagles, ten half-eagles
and twenty-two doilars in hank-notes—
two handred and forty-two dollars in
all—were the contents.

«Prisoner, where did you get these
seventeen eagles @

WA ped(ller paid me fifteen of them,
to-morrow will be a week.”

« For what 2"

“Fora gold watch and chain and some
jewelry.”

«How came you to have a watch and
jewelry for sale P

« Sure, an’ 1 took them from one of
me boarders, for a debt of two hundred
and twenty dollars, bein’ 1 could get
nothin’ else.”

“And you have kept the money in
that bag in your pocket ever since 27

« Till this blessed day. yer honor.”

«Was any one present when you
traded with the peddler 77

«1 disremember cxactly, but I think
not,”

«What was his name 1”

« 1 never axed him.”

The wayor reflected, then wade a few
memoranda in pencil and handed them
to the police officer : « liring me werd
whether the lock in room 36 of the house
occupied by the prisoner works well or
not, Observe whether the window of
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that room has a curtain, and whether it
is opposite to a street lamp.  Then ask
the chambermaid of the house if she
found a candlestick in No. 36 when she
went to make the bed. Frisoner, we
shall have to detain you till the officer
returns.  In any event, the offence you
are charged with is bailable, and you
may send by him-for any of your friends
in case bail is required.”

" In an hour the police officer returned,
reporting that the lock of No. 36 would
not work, that the window of thal room
was uncurtained, that there was a street-
lamp just-opposite to it, and that the
chambermaid declared that when she
went, after breaicfast, to do up the room,
instead of finding the candlestick there,
as she expected, it was on the floor of
the passage oulside.

After listening to this report, the
mayor again called up the case, asked
the prisoner what he had to say for him-
self, listened patiently to his vague, in-
coherent protestations of innocence, and
then ordered that he find bail for his ap-
pearance to stand trial at the next term
for larceny, and that the money-bag and
its contents be meanwhile retained.
Two of his associates, whom he had re-
luctantly sent for, came eagerly forward
with the requisite bail, and Terence was
released.

Among his friends once more, Ter-
ence scon regained, in. a2 measure, the
habitual flow of high spirits which had
contributed t0 make him the general fa-
vorite he was,

“ Norah,” he said to his wife, from
whom it had been impossible to conceal
the transaction—s« Norah, me darlint, is
it cryin’ ye are? Hold up your head.
Ye know ver hushand isn't a thief. Ye
would swear to that any day, wouldn’t
ye, mavourngen

The young wife threw her arms about
his neck, hid her face on his shoulder
and sobbed out: «Afore the throne
o' God, Terence—afore the throne o
God

“Then she’s the true grit,” said her
husbang, kissing her. « Now hearken to
what I tell ye: 1 axed that officer—he
was a dacent man, Norah, and a civil-

spoken, if he was a policeman—I axed
him could they put the darbies on and
make a prison-bird o’ me—me that never
stole a red cent in melife. And he said,
says e, ¢ No, 51k, they can’t; they
dar'n’t touch a hair of yer head till they
prove it on ye’ Them was his very =
words. An’ sure ye know, Norah, that
they can’t prove what never was. Could
they prove that T wasn’t yer lagel hus-
band, acushla, or that them two children
ye bore me wasn’t mine? Tell me that P

That was putling the case sirongly,
but the wife’s lingering fears suggested a
contingency :

« What if that bad man swears a lie
to get yer money

«And isp’t there the judge sittin’ on
the bench, with his gown and his larn-

int?” (Terence’s ideas of judicial dig-

nity were somewhat old-country-fash-
ioned.) <« D’ye think a low, Iyin' scoun-
drel like that can chate 2w out o’ the
face P

So Norah dried lher eyes and was
comforted. For didn’t 'lerence know
best? -

Six weeks later the trial came on be-
fore Judge Oswald Thomas, He wore
neither wig nor gown, but, as he turned
to look at the prisoner who had just
taken his place in the dock, Terence’s
heart was lightened of a load: it was
an honest, kind-hearted face. «It’s all
right,” was his thought, and that helped
him to bear up under the infliction of the
public gaze.

The usual question as to whether he
was guilty or not guilty was repeated
twice before Terence had collected his
sensesto answer ;¢ Is it whether I stole
the money ? The rascal knows 1 never
did.”

A smile passed over the audience as
the clerk recorded the plea’s Not Guilty,”

«Who is your counsel, prisoner ?’ said
the district attorney.

«Me counsel P with a vacant stare.

“Yes: what lawyer have you engaged
to defend you??”

«ls it a lawyer ye're axing after? Il
leave it all to his honor, there. It's only
a thief that needs a lawyer, and do ye
take me for a thief "’
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«This is a very grave charge,” said
the prosecutor, addressing the court:
sthe prisoner ought surely to have
counsel”

«Have you no money with which to
pay a lawyer, prisoner !’ sald the judge
to Terence.

wThey took me Dag with more’n two
bhundred dollars, but ve four Lhundred
in the bank yet.”

«Then you had better take a part of
that four hundred and get a lawyer to
attend fo your case ¥

«Does your honor think I'm a thief,
too

« Never mind what I think, Take
my advice: it's kindly meunt. The
court gives you three days for prepara-
tion.  Call the next case.”

CHAPTER 111
THE TRIAI®

1 was interrupted in the heyday of this solilogquy
with a voice which T ook to be that of a child, which
complained ‘it could not get cut.” I Jooked up and
down the passage, and seeing neither man nar womau
nor child, I went out without further attention. In
my return back through the passage, [ heard the same
waords repeated twice over; and, luoking up, [ saw it
was a starlisne, hng o 2 dittte cage. °1 can’tget out,
1 can’t get out ¥ said the starling. " —STERNE's Senrs-
wrental Faurney.

TERENCE fell into good hands. Carrol
Bagster was an upright man and an
carnest. eloquent advocate.  He ran his
eve rapidly over the netes of the case.
« Terence, my good tellow,” sald he,
«this is a bad scrape.  Three days only,
and the court will probably adjourn in
two days more, Look here! [ shoukd
have to charge yeu a bundred dollars
it will take every hour of my time till
the trial comes on s and its only throw-
ing good money after bad. Plead guilty
then the sentence will be light—maybe
three or four months enly, It's yowr
best chance.”

« Does cvcrvbody think I'm a thief 2”7

«T didn't say T thought you took the
money.  The evidence is strong against
vou. but 1've known it to he stronger
against an innocent man., And I've scen
more than one such convicted in my day.
1 advise you to plead guilty.”

«You want me to say I'm a thief?”

«Well, do as you think right. I only
tell you how I believe you can shorten
the term of your service if it goes
against you.”

« And Norah is to be a thief’s wife!
And the blessed young enes are to be a
thief’s childher! And the ould man
there in Connaught, that used to nurse
me on his knee, and was just beginnin’
to be proud of his son—"

Here the poor young fellow fairly
broke down, and he sobbed till his sturdy
frame shook like a child’s.  The lawyer
looked at him compassionately and with
a mingling of curiosity till the gust was
over. Then he said:

«I do believe you never touched the
money, Terence.”

« The Lord in heaven reward you for
that blessed word!  Then ye dor’t want
me 1o be after telling the lie and making
a thief of myself?”

uNo: I'll stand by you and do my
best to show that you told the truth
when you pleaded not guilty.”

w1t was a lucky day for me when
Lawyer Hartmaan wouldnt look at me
case,”

s Alt you applied to him 2"

« Yes, and he tokl me to go to the
divil, and so I came straight to your
honor.”

« Much obliged to you for the com-
pliment.”

“ Sorro’ a bit! Tt's little me and
Norah—that’s me wife—can ever do for
the likes of you, but we'll rever darken
the door of the church without prayir’
for you and yours. Maybe it'll help a
bit up yonder.”

Bagster smiled.  « Wait fill you see
what T can do for you. But now to
business.”

Terence, questioned by the lawyer as
to whether Cassidy knew he had the
money by him, related what happened
the evening before the arrest. He re-
membered to whom he had paid the
seventeen dollars ancd a half—the only
witness to the heedless exposure of the

gold-—but the man had gone South: no .

clue could be obtained to his address,
and it was uncertain whether he would
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return.  The peddler, too, who had paid
the fifteen eagles to Terence for jewelry,
had left the city, and all trace of him
was lost.  So of the lodger who lig

. given the jewelry in payment of hie !
-board-bill. :

. Nor were the efforts to obtain some
kuowledge of Cassiday’s antecedents
any more successful in their results. Tt
was on the ninth of May that he slept
at Terence's tavern. He had recorded
Port Richmond as the last place he
came from. No one there knew any-
thing of Byron Cassiday. His name was
not on the register of any adjacent
tavern, nor on that of the police station,
which Bagster carefully looked over.

He hegan fo be discouraged, He was
good lawyer enough to know that the
only relialile defence was one backed by
an array of facts rebutting the testimony
adduced by the prosecution, or at least
explaining away suspicious circum-
stances. Nearly two days were gone

and nothing obtained. «If I had but a

week,” he said to himself, «it would go
hard but I'd get on the rascal's tracks;
hut with a single day only left, I must
trust to general testimonials of good
charieter, a touch on circumstantial evi-
dence, and then a warm appeal to the
fury,  Weak enough -— but what can I
do ¥

He spent the night before the trial in
searching out from the Cawses Céltbres
and other authorities examples in which
innocent men had been convicted and
suffered imprisonment or death,

On the trial the principal witness, Cas-
siday, adhered, point for point, to the
gvidence he had given before the mayor ;
nor did a searching cross-examination
elicit any thing contradictory or sus-
picious. He never lost his selfposses-
gion. Interrogated as to whether he
could swear positively to the identity of
the prisoner, he replied emphatically in
the affirmative, adding that he had a view,
of his features for as much, he thought,
as half a minute, at first in profile —
afterward, as he turned to leave the
room, his full face; and that he (wit-

“ness) was absolutely certain he was not

mistaken in the man. When asked
; “

where he got the hundred and seventy
dollars which he alleged to have been

I stolen from him, he replied that he had

worked for two years and three-quarters
on the farm of a rich German named
Gottheb Bauerman, living in the western

-part of Berks county, with whom he had

stipulated that the money paid to him
shouid all be in gold ; that the hundred

! and seventy dollars were the savings of

these two years and three-quarters ; that
he had left Mr. Bauerman’s on the
second day of May Jast, and had come

. to Philadelphia to deposit the money in

a savings bank. The man’s look was
not in his favor, but his testimony was
given with great clearness and an ap-
parent desire to be strictly exact. His
demeanor was far from being that of an
illiterate laborer: the Irish accent was
readily to be recognized, but his lan-
guage, with slight exceptions, was cot-
rect and to the point.

The policeman gave the same testi-
mony which had been contained in his
report to the mayoer touching the lock of
the room zand the street lamp fmmedi-
ately opposite. The chambermaid of
the‘tavern, Arrah O'Neil, an unwilling
witness, whose testimony was elicited
only by direct questions on the part of
the prosecution, testified that she found
the candlestick, on the morning after the
alleged theft, on the floor of the passage
outside ; that she did not remember such
a thing ever to have happened before in
the year and a half she had been if the
house ; that the lock was found to be:
out of order when she took the police-
man to the room; that, to. her know-
ledge, it worked well two days before ;.
that she had sometimes arranged room.
No. 36 for a traveler, after niglit, by the-
light atforded by the street lamp alone-,
and, tinally, that she had heard her mas.-
ter, on the Sunday morning before his-
arrest, when conversing with his wife at
breaktast, say that his Jandlerd had of:
fered him the house-he-was living in on:
very favorable terms, provided he could
pay a thousand dollars- down within a
week ; that he told his wife he would'
jump at the offer if he had or conld bor-
row a couple of Hundrad dollars more,
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but where to find that he didn’t know.
This testimon) produced, the more effect
upon the jury hecause it was evidently
wrung from a witness whe! was . particu-
larly anxious to q'iy lnnm »ﬂ'lat mI“ht
prejudice the.gase Gf e"ﬁ‘xsoher &

For the defeﬂce Sevéthi tradesmen and
others, chiefly Irifhmgn, were. exagrined
as to the general chaﬁ{ctﬁ)a 521'11& ac-
cused. Nothing coulds He -thore lauda-
tory than the stalements they made, but
the effect of these was weakened by the
very warmth and transparent zeal with
which they volunteered their commenda-
tions, lr_)ond this point of good pre-
vious character nothing was proved by
the defence.

The prosecuting attorney Dbehaved
itolerably well.  He pressed his points,
indeed, sharply, but not more so than
might have been expected from pride of
protession in a young man ambitious of
distinction, speaking in a large court-
room that was crowded to its utmost ca-
Jacity,  How little men usually consider
‘what a terrible thing it is to set the sat-
isfactioh of professional success against
a human reputation or a human life! 1
think that an attorney prosecuting in the
;people’s name fails in duty if he conceals
from the jury whatever may have come
this knowledge in extenuation or defence
«of theaccused ; since, though this e more
-especially the province of the prisoner's
.counsel, or of the judge in delivering his
wharge, every officer engaged in judicial
proceedings ought to feel conscience-
Dbound to aid, to the full extent of his
Jknowledge, in bringing to the surface all
facts Learing on the case. Is this a fas-
tidious refinement in morality ? So isa
slack world wont to regard many other
.bounden duties in social life.

In the present case the prosecutor
probably considered the young Irishman
guilty.  He reminded the jury that
the identity of the prisoner had been
imost positively sworn to by the witness
Lassiday ; that no attempt had been
made to prove whence the prisoner had
-abtained the large amount of gold that
'was found on his person on the morning
after the larceny ; that the prisoner's oc-
wcupation, that of retailing ardent spirits,

was not one calculated to encourage or
preserve a high tone of morality, espe-
cially when strong temptation presented
itzelf; and that there evidently was in
the prisoner’s mind a maotive such as
might tempt, and had often tempted, to
crime even those who had hitherto borne
a fair character before the world —
namely, a craving desire to become the
owner of the house he lived in, Sucha
desire. he remarked, was often the one
absorling ambition of a man's life, par-
ticularly of one bern in humble rank in
a couniry where the possession of land,
monopolized by the rich, was an almost
hopeless prize to persons of his condi-
tion. But the points which, to judge by
the countenances of the jurors, chiefly
told upon them were confained in the
closing argument of the prosecutor,

« Gentlemen,” he said, «in cases ot
secret crime, committed under the veik
ing cloud of night, small incidents, such
as are usually called accidental, often ex-
pose,and convict the most wily criminal,
Of this truth two striking proofs present
themselves in the present case. The
accusing witness lost a sum of monev:
the exact amount was 2 hundred and
seventy dollars : the exact form in which
the witness possessed that sum was in
gold-pieces of ten dollars each. Now
precisely that amount, in precisely that
denomination of gold-pieces—seventeen
eagles-——was found on the prisoner's pei-
son a few hours after the scene by the
washstand. Was this chance? What
a strange chance! Supposing the wit-
ness a perjurer, how could he, an entire
stranger to the prisoner, possibly guess
that the prisoner had precisely that num-
ber of precisely that denomination of
pieces of gold in his pocket? What an
infinite number of chances against such
a coincidence | Was it accidental 2 s
it not rather to be believed that it was
ordained by Providence that the infatu-
ated man should retain on his person
this ‘mute witness of his guilt? Nor
is the finger of God, which reveals so
{ much of hidden wickedness, luss evident
¢ in ancther apparently unimportant acces -
sory to the deed. The prisoner, intend -
ing, no doubt, to cloak his retreat from

the scene of his iniguity (in case some
eye should SPY hnn), picks up the candle-
stick and carries it from the room; i but
he does not take it to his own bed-
chamber, lest it should testify against
him. Iinding everything quiet in the
hall outside, he deposits it on the floor.
A trifle light as air in itself, it you will;
and yet even such a trifle has ere now
brought home. to the conscience of the
blood-stained criminal the truth of the
adage, that ¢ Murder will out” The
witness Q'Neil, the chambermaid, re-
luctantly confesses thaf, during "the
gighteen months she had spent in the
prisoner’s’ house, such a thing had not
happened. 'Why should it happen?
What imaginable motive could any one
have to fake that candlestick from the
washstand and deposit it-on the floor
outside P—what imaginable motive save
the whisperings of guilt? God moves
in a mysterious way in bringing sinners
to punishment. The Great and the
Small—the revolution that unseats a ty-
rant, and the veriest act of insignificance
which enables us‘to track crime through
the darkness in which it seeks to en-
shroud itself-—are alike of His ordaining
whose finger appears in all”

Bugster had uphill work: no witness
to prove that Cassiday had seen the gold
in Terence's possession—uno evidence as
to how Terence became possessed of that
gold. Then the evident importance that
the prisoner should obtain, just at that
time, the lacking two hundred dollars
to complete the purchase of his house.
All this was against his client. Again:
though he could 'suggest, and did in-
geniously suggest, explanations which
seemed to strip, the evidence adduced
against the accused of its force, he
could not prove these: they remained
unsustained suggestions only, offset by
direct testimony W]]!Ch he had failed to
controvert, .

Taken at such disadvantage, how-
ever, he made a brilliant defence, the
trial listing two entire days. He brought
forward, one after another, an array of
tases in which, undet what seemed incon-
trovertible circumstantial evidence, men

and wonien, afterward proved to have
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been guiltless as Abel was, had suffered
obloquy, ]m . i . , tor ture,
death, J3 ._- f{ COMy

as to Sgo

hﬁb’a ; icti
e, 4
{%u%e shadow of
the jury of the
“Fiman testimony, quot-
ing the opmion of that prince of mathe-
maticians, La Place, that «it may be
said, speaking in strictness, that almost
all our knowledge consists ,of probabili-
ties only.”* Then he brought the case _
home to themselves.

« There is not a man among you,” he
said, «though he be law-abiding to the
utmost verge of religious qeruple, who
may “not hlmself be placed in the same
position now occupied by my client
There is not a father or a mother among
the hundreds who now hear me that may
not find a son or a daughter entangled
to-morrow in the like inexorable net;
appealing to Heaven for the justice
which men on earth refuse to grant;
struggling in the meshes which sus-
picion and abasement have wound around
them, till their very consciousness, taken
captive, turns traitor and half persuades

them that they really are the guilty .~

wretches which the world unites in de-
claring them to be ; fainting, at last, in
direst need, and crying out like Him,
the chiefest of immaculate sufferers,
+My God! my God! why hast thou
forsaken me? Have you ever heard,”
he pursued, his voice swelling with emo-
tion, till there fell on- the vast audience
a stillness that awed himself—¢«have
you ever read the terrible story of the
Inevitable Fate—how the poor victim
of some tyrant’s jealousy was overtaken
by a death the details of which hu-
manity shudders to recall ?

« Thus, in brief, it befell, He found
himself immured in a dungeon, some
twelve feet square and as many in
height-—walls, floor, ceiling all of one ma-
terial, hard as lava, and so crystal-
smooth to the touch that it seemed as
if a fly could scarce maintain jtself on

*[.n PLACE 1 Théorie des Probabilitds, Introd,, P 10
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its polished surface. On the floor a
straw mattrass; no other farniture.
When the new-made prisoner, snatched
from a life of light and happiness with-
out, awoke from a trance of thought 1o
Lis condition, it seemed 1o him but a
murky vision of the night. He was not
in darkness, however: that was a grain
of comfort. On two sides of his dun-
geon there were small windows near the
roof, two on ecach side, giving a dim,
reddish light, reflected from a lamp as it
seemed to him, for it did not resemble
the lght of day.

o But where was the door by which
he hac. been carried in, gagged and
mufiled 7 He felt all over the seamless
walls of his cell—carefully at first, ner-
vously at last—but neither sight nor
touch could detect even the slenderest
fissure indicating a possible means of
entrance or exit. He listened, Not
a sound! Hour passed after hour, and

ever the same unbroken stillness. Ie
had cast himself on his pallet and closecd
his eves to shut it all out. DBut his
thoughts choked him, and at last, as if

motion might shake them off, he sprang
to his feet.  Just before him, some three
feet from the ground, was suspended, by
a chain from the ceiling, a metal tray, on
which stood food and water. He turned
from it in utter disgust, and paced his
cell, impatient in his desolation. His
steps awoke not the slightest footfall :
they had placed on his feet soft, flannel-
soled slippers, of which the tread gave
back no sound ; but he scarcely noticed
this at the time.  Again he threw him-
self on his couch, seeking sleep in vain.
Whether half an hour or an hour passed
he knew neot, but when he tooked up the
tray and its contents had disappeared,
though not the slightest noise—not the
creak of a wheel,'not the clink of a
chain—had reached his ears. After a
time the light from the windows waned,
went out, and he supposed it night. Tu-
multuous fever-dreams, that could not be
called slumber, wore out the hours of
darkness. The lurid light gradually re-
appeared. With it, at last, came the
cravings of hunger. He had refused
food—would they leave him to starve?

When hour passed after hour the terror
grew stronger.  But as he turned on his
pallet, there again, before him, stood the
tray and its contents, unannounced by
breath of sound. Trembling lest it
should rise again before his eyes, he
rushed toward it Jike some famished
animal. -

«Two days, as the captive reckone
them, passed by—the second like the
first: then the third night. As light
dawned, he gazed eagerly toward it. It
was his one visitor—the single incident
that broke the dreary monotony of his
days.  Dut what was this 7 The light
shone through three windows only : some
shutter or curtain must have darkened
the fourth. He thought but little of the
matter; and anly hoped that such an ac-
cident would not bappen often, for he
needed all the Jight he had.

« Another day, and still the fourth
window seemed veiled.  Another right.
How ! Were his eyes cheating him?
7Twe windows only ! He sprang up as
if some one had stricken him a blow,
Could it he ?  He grasped his mattrass,
rolled it np as tighily as lie could, set it
against the wall just under one of the
veiled windows, stood upon it on tiptoe.
His hands nedrly reached the lower line
of the windows. His eyes peered eagerly
through the dim light. It was no shutter,
no curtain that obscured it.  7ke ewin-
dow itself frad disappeared, leaving not
a trace behind !

« Words are weak to picture the pris-
oner's dismay. One sense had already
lost its earthly correspondence. His was
an existence without sound-—as utterly
still as if there were neither life nor
motion in the world, or as if the man,
breathing still, had been a tenant of the
tomb. He had stamped for very rage;
but his footsteps fell on that ice-smooth
floor as mute as snow-flakes on the sea.
Was another sense to be reduced te
impotence ?

«He gazed around him, a look of en-
treaty on the upturned face, almost as if
he wete imploring the lost windows to
reappear.  In the diminished light his
dungeon seemed to be contracting in its
dimensions, or was it his censes, thus
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cruelly abused, that were failing in their
office ? ‘

« Another morning! Ah! two win-
dows still : he had dreamed there was
but one, and awoke with a deep sigh of
relief.  Yet the iilusion remained-—nay,
gained upon him—that his dungeon was
diminishing in size. If his senses began
to play him false, would his reuson go
next ?

«The sixth morning came. Was it
his dream again 7 He touched his
limbs, he felt’ his pallet. He was awake.
It was reality. The light glimmered
from one window only ! He struggled
against beiief, closing his eves and press-
ing his hands tightly over them. as if

" thus he coukl shut out the terrible con-

viction. Then, ere his eyes unclosed,
he turned resolutely from the light.
Goel in heaven !
closing upon him ! Hig pallet was close
on one wall, and yet there before him—
not seven or eight feet distant, bat
almost within his reach—there stood
(ot seemed, at least, to stand) that ada-
mantine surface ! IWar it so close?
He must touch it. For a time his limbs,
as if smitten with palsy, refused their
office.  But he forced them to that step
—a single step: he was in contact with
the dungeon-wali ! )

«’The touch flashed conviction over
him. It was all before him now. It
burned itself into his brain. Light go-
ing, Hope gone! All human effort as

~valn as against Qmnipotence itself!

Window after window, inch by inch!
He felt—ah how vividly l-—what was
coming. In utter silence, in brooding
darkness, slowly, slowly advancing, a
creeping Fate! Was ever death of
horror conceived like that !”

The orator paused amid a hush that
almost typified the scene his fancy had
summoned into existence. The jury sat
entranced, as by magnetic glamour, their
eyes riveted on the speaker. In lower,
more level tones he proceeded : «1 pur-
sue the terrible story no farther. Dut
has it no counterpart here, in this nine-
teenth century, amid our civilization?
We have, indeed, no dungeons of ada-
mant, with windows that vanish in suc-

His dungeon wwas
5 .

cession—no prison-cells of which the

- walls, impelled by infernal mechanism,

close and crush out the victim's life,
And yet the parallel may hold. Look
at titat man, now ‘awaiting, as it were,
life or death from your lips. A felon,
if all be truth that has been testified
before you--an jifnocent man, if one
villain has perjured himself, s it theft
alone to which there may be tempting
motive ! You know the law. If your
verdict convicts my client, seventeen
eagles will be paid over to the accusing
witness as his property. What proof
have you—certainly none in the man’s
sinister countenance and flushed cheek
and cowardly eye—that he is not a pen-
niless vagabond? Is perjury an un-
heard-of crime ? Did no villain, steeped
in poverty that was due to an abandoned
life, ever swear a false ocath to obtain a
hundred and seventy dollars—ay, or a
tenth part of that sum? * Think well
of it, 1 beseech youw, jurors! If that
man, as thousands have done before
him, sold his soul for gold, my client
is innocent. 1f yoa consign an inno-
cent man for months—for years, who
knows ?—to the solitade of a Moyamen-
sing cell, though one small window will
admit, day after day, the light of Heaven,
yet hopes dearer than Heaven’s light
will go out there, one by one—the hope
of a good name, of a happy and con-
tented lot—the hope that his wife may
refoice in his fair fame, that his children
may honor his memory. The walls of
his solitary cell will remain stationary :
he need not fear that they will close
upon him: the grated, iron-bound door
will continue visible, and will open daily
to the under-keeper—now and then to
the chaplain, But.can the words of
jailer or holy man undo what you will
have done? Can they persuade him that
when, at the close of his term, he shall
emerge to the world, it will be the same
man who in the time gone by went about
his avocations careless and light-hearted,
with many to love and to trust him—uwith
none to make him afraid 7 The man of
God may declare to him that if his con-
science be void of offence a day will
come when the Great Judge of the quick
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and tae dead will ‘reverse the verdict of
a fallible earthly tribunal. But what can
be assure to him vpon earth meanwhile?
Here, at this very moment, are hundreds
who have seen and noted the accused,
and who wilt recognize him wherever, in
after life, they meet him or hear his
name. To-morrow the press with its
thousand tongues, the magnet-wire with
its lightning speed, will Druit that name
aver the length and breadth of the land.
Will the prisoner change his name when
he issues from his prison-house? 1
should not advise him to do that. He
west live a once-convicted felon; he
need nof live under a perpetual He—a lie
that his associates may, any day, detect.
But if he conceal not the Cain-brand
that is upon him, whither shall he flee
where it may not, some day. show forth ?
Among strangers e may win back again
a fair name; he may build up, once more,
a thriving business. But shall not a bird
of the air carry the matter 2 Go where
he will, there stand up around him, al-
beit unsecn by stranger eyes, the ada-
mantine walls of public opinion, a per-
petual menace, , He sees them @ Ze knows
that, under the impulse of an invisible,
intangible mechanism, which a breath
may set in motion, these mysterious
walls may close around him, crushing to
fragments honest reputation, bright busi-
ness prospects, respect of neubhbors
trust of friends, honored rank in the
community—everything that makes life
worth having. Better the tyrant’s dun-
geon of tangible adamant! A single
agony, and s victim was at rest for
ever 1"

Again the speaker paused. His eyes
were moist and his voice was tremulous
as he resumed ; « Terrible must the pen-
alty be regarded, even when the guilt it
requites is flagrant as the sun at noon-
day ! But of this 1T make no complaint.
1 bow to the majesty of the Jaw. I re-
member it is writlen: «The wicked flee
when no man pursueth!  So beit! 1
but ask that you will not take wickedness
for granted. T but entreat you not to
mete out to the innocent—no. nor to him
who, for aught that appears against him,
may be innocent—the doom—worse than

Indian Pariah’s I—the lifelong doom of
outlawry which (that society may obtain
protection) a stern code has provided for
the guilty.”

Very effective, for the moment, was
the speech of which these extracts give
but an imperfect idea. Had the jury re-
tired as soon as Bagster concluded, the
verdict would probably have been of ac-
quittal.  But there was interposed the
judge’s charge ; and its calm, dispassion-
ate tones contrasted strangely with the
impetuous appeal of the advocate.

“You have been greatly moved,” he
said to the jury, «and 1 confess to hav-
ing shared the emotion. FEloquence is
a noble gift, yet it behooves us to be on
our guard lest it encroach on the prov-
ince of reason, and obscure sound judg-
ment. In a case like that before us, one
should look rather to the plain, matter-
of-fact details than to glittering generali-
ties which apply, in a measure, to all
human decisions.  Undoubtedly inno-
cent persons, in all ages, have been con-
victed ; but this wwws? sometimes occur,
50 long as judges are men and jurors are
fallible creatures. From the very dis-
position of lawlessness to cloak itself, it
often happens that for the worst crimes
we can have circumstantial evidence
only.  Again, certain offences are of
such a nature that one wilness only can
be obtained to give direct evidence.
Such an offence is that with which the
prisoner stands charged. The testimony,
positively sworn to by the witness Cas-
siday, is, that the prisoner entered his
bed-chamber 4n the dead of night and
took thence a bag of money. Unless
some one had seen the accused enter
the room or leave i—and against the
happening of such an incident there are
extreme improbabilities—what direct tes-
timony except that of the sufferer was
possible 7 But the law never demands
impossibilities. Tt is my duty to tell
you that it is not sufficient reason for
acquitting the prisoner that one person
only was present when the alleged thelt
was committed,  If you see reason to
believe that the witness has sworn to a
faisehood, of course your verdict should
free the prisoner., But you ought not
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hastily to conclude that he is a perjurer

becanse he has a pecuniary interest in
In every

bringing about conviction.
case where a4 man has property stolen
from him, and that property is found on
the thief, the same pecuniary interest
exists.” "You are the judges how far the
man’s countenance and demeanor are

against him; but it is proper I should .

remind you that the defence was unable,
on cross-examiaation, to break down his

evidence, or at all to weaken the same

by drawing forth a single contradictory
admission.”

Then the judge called the jury’s atten-
tion to the various corroboratory circum-
stances going to sustain the testimony
of the main witness —the unexplained
incident of the chamber-door lock, evi-
dently tampered with by some one
shortly before the alleged theft; that of
the candlestick found in an unusual
place; the coincidence Dbetween the
seventeen eagles found on the person of
the prisener and the sum said to have
been stolen by him. This last, however,
he said, was not to be taken as evidence
of the same grade as that obtained when
a specific piece of stojen property is
identificd.  One eagle precisely resem-
bles anmother: there was no allegation
that any of the stolen eagles were matked,
nor had any testimony been adduced by
the prosecution, beyond the assertion of
the man himself, that the witness Cassi-
day really possessed the money which
he swore to having lost.  On the other
hand, there had been failure, on the part
of the defence, to show from whom the
prisoner obtained the large amount of
gold which he had about him the morn-
ing after the alleged larceny. The jury
ought to give full weight to the strong
testimonials of good .character horne in
favor of the prisoner. No such tes-
timony had been. adduced by the prose-
cution to sustain the character of the
accusing witness, but neither had the
defence introduced any witnesses to im-
peach his character.

Judze Thomas concluded a charge
which was regarded as sustaining the
high character ‘he bore for Jud:cnl im-
partiabty, as follows :

- «#Do not suffer your feelings to be
carried away by that graphic recital of
the fate, real or imagined, of some
tyrant’s victim. The paralle]l between
the self-closing dungeon and a Moya-
mensing cell is more ingenious than ex-
act. Nor is the question submitted to
yvou whether the punishment prescribed
by our laws for larceny is or is not un-
duly severe. You are not members of
the Legislature, with power to decide
whether a certain penal law shall or
shall not be modified. You are jurors
called together to determine a simple
matter of fact. Seek to divest your-

"selves of all considerations not strictly

bearing,on that one point.  If the entire
evidence, carefully sifted, leave on your
minds a reasonable doubt whether the
offence was committed, give the prisoner
the benefit of that doubt. If, on the
contrary, it produces conviction of his
guilt, de not scruple to express this by
your verdict, leaving the culprit to be
dealt with according to the laws of that
country which he has voluntarily sclected
as his own.”

The jury were all night in session.
Half an hour after the opening of the
court, next morning, they hrought in
their verdict—GuiLTy !

CHAPTER IV,
ASTRAY.

FOLLO\%%ve, for a season, the fortunes
of Byron™“Cassiday—not an interesting
character, anything but a good or a
moral one; yet-of such among others—
some much better, a few worse—is this
checkered world of ours made up. If
we had had the making of it, we should
have excluded—should we not?—the
Byron Cassidays from our scheme, for
is not that an element which could well
be spared ?  To us, in our earthly wis-
dom, it seems so. I am not willing to
go farther in my admission, being, in-
deed, indisposed to spend much time
on that .question of uestions, that has
puzzled men ever since they began to
think-—the origin of evil. We have not
light enough by which to answer it here.
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We look at it through a glass, darkly.
Had we not better postpone the inquiry ?
—it need not be for long. By and by
the solution may be within our reach.
In a short time a Friend—how strange
that, because he translates us to a better
world, e should have been thought an
Enemy I—will usher us into a phase of
existence where we shall look over a
wider periscope—where we shall enjoy
keener perceptions and clearer skies.

Meanwhile, through the glass, dark as
it is, we can see somre of the uses of
evil.  They are worth noting, for they
supply lessons tending 1o increase the
tranquillity and the contentment of our
Bves,

Then. not without profit perhaps, we
may track, for a Drief spare, a man
deceitful in heart through the crooked
paths where, in his ignorance, he sought
that which in crooked paths is pever
found.

Owner, for the only time in several
years, of a hundred and seventy doltars,
Cassiday’s first care was to replenish his
wardrobe, He appeared, and to some
exient he felt, a different man in the neat,
well-fitting dress which he had selected.
His air was less downcast, his bearing
more assured ; yet the restless, challeng-
ing glance of the gray eves, and the
hard uneasy, half-defiant fines of the
mouth, betrayed, to an eve accustomed
to fook beneath the surface, that there
might be more of swagger thgn of truc
courage there. For the res?a comely
person of medium size, with limbs mus-
cular and well knit; the only defect of
the figure being a slight cutward curve
of the legs. caused, probably, by too
much riding at an early age.

In his childhood and youth this man,
1o use a commeoen phrase, had not had a
fair chance.  The illegitimate son of an
Irish  peasant-girl, Bridget Cassiday.
whose goond looks and gay spirits had
attracted the attentions of Sguire De-
lorny, the keenest fox-hunter and most
eager horse-racer in the county, he had
been suffered, by his heedless, reckless
mother, to grow up in unchecked will-
{ulness. His father thought he did his

duty Ly the child in giving his mother a
few pounds yearly to feed and clothe
him, in sending him for two or three
years to a country school, where the lad
showed quickness and desire to learn;
and finally, when he was old encugh to
sit and rule a horse, in promoting him
to be his principal jockey. His youthful
years thereafter were chiefly spent in
the racing-stable, his bed beside the
horses, and his associates the stable-
boys and other hangers-on of the place.
An idle, exciting, dls&olute life, one of
its attractions being the handsome gra-
tuities which his father handed him, from
time to time, when he chanced to Dring
in the horse he rode a winner.

At the age of seventeen, finding that
the youth had outgrown the proper
jockey-weight, the Squire apprenticed
him to a neighboring miller. There he
might have done well enough, had not
his antecedents engendered disgust for
any steady occupation.  He bore ft, in
a grumbling way, for two years, then ran
off to America.

‘Here, for several vears, he found em-
ployment in a livery stable in Philadel
phia, his habits, the while, degenerating.
During a drunken frolic one night he
zot into a serious difficulty with the po-
lice, from which he was extricated by a
young man, a recent acquaintance, form-
erly articled clerk to a conveyancer, hut
who had lately set up for himself as at-
torney-at-law, Better he had been left
in the hands of the authorities, for his
new acquaintance led him from vice to
critne.  The legal profession in our
country is seldom disgraced, even among
its humblest members, by lawless men.
Dut Amos Cranstoun, smooth and plaus-
ible in exterior, was one of these. His
wages as clerk had been low : be wanted
a start in life without working too hard
and waiting too long forit. Yet he greatly
disliked to incur the penalties of the law:
hie had no intention of employing hazard-
ous tools except for a season, juut to get
over the first roughness of poverty
Nay, his natural caution might have
deterred him, in default of better motive,
from overstepping legal bounds =zt all

had not a tempting lawsuit, involving a
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large amount of property, been put into
Lis hands by a young profligate, just as
his own small savings, laid up during
his clerkship, had nearly run out, while
his micagre practice scarcely defrayed
office-rent.  He saw that his client's
case, whether jusi or not, was hopeless
in law as it stood. There was lacking
a witness 1o one of the main points, and
no chance whatever that such could be
honestly found. Then he cast his.eyes
on Cassiday, self-possessed, audacious,
unscrupulous.  Yet it needed all his

. sophistry to bring over the stable-boy.

He had never transgressed the law
except by some venial breaches of the
peace.

«F'don’t want vou to help out any
swindling,” Cranstoun said to him: «my
client has justice on his side; but a
main witness is not forthcoming—dead,
no doubt. All I want you to dois to
swear what he would have sworn if
living.”

« But if T know nothing about it, that
would be swearing false.”

« or a good purpose.”

« Maybe!” with a contemptuous smile.
Then, his face darkening, he added:
« What is your punishment for it ?”

“A vear or fwo in the State prison;
but do you think I would propose such
a thing to you if thele were any risk 7

e Humph 1

« Don’t you -see, man, that I am in
the same boat myself P

1 see that it 1 get paid for such a
piece of work, you'll get far better paid;
and so far we are in the same boat.
But I'm like to be caught, and you'll be
sure to come off free. n"

« That's a mistake. Suppose it were
a false oath: if I procure you to swear
it I am guilty of subornation of perjury,
and that is a State prison offence. Do
you think I would chance a prison cell
if I thought there was any risk worth
talking of 17

« Can you show me how such a thing
may be done without risk, Mr. Cran-
stoun

« Easily.” He took from one of the
pigeon-holes of his desk a paper, which
he read over to Cassiday slowly, repeat-

ing several passages. «That's your
lesson.  You must learn it so that no-
body can put you out. When you know
it all, I'll cross-examine yow.”

w Cross-examine me 77

“ Yes,” taking up another paper,
# Here are all the questions the opposite
lawyers are the most likely to ask you.
If you can stand my cross-examination,
wou can stand theirs,  You'll have it all
as pat as the catechism before you go
into court”

Cassiday paused, and the other re-
sumed :

“Two hundred and fifty dollars,
whether we win or lose. How long will
it take you to earn that, rubbing down
horses in a livery stable ?”

The last question touched Cassiday’s
weak spot.  Not even daily intercourse
with the dissolute retainers of his father’s
racing stable had so demoralized the
young man as the large sums he occa-
sionally received when victor in a race.
These came so easily, giving him for
weeks or months at a time the means
of prodigal indulgence. It was as fatal
ta after content in honest labor as if he
had won prize after prize in a lottery.
No prizes at the mill where he had been
apprenticed ; np prizes in a Philadelphia
livery stable—nothing but dull, toflsome,
tedious work at a dollar 2 day. He
wanted to put into the lottery again, and
the old Serpent that cheated Eve gave
him a chance~-a chance to win two hun-
dred and fifty dollars in little more time
than it had taken him to ride a winning
hotse.

When the snit came on he was per-
fect in his lesson, impassive under cross-
examination, won his prize, and squan-
dered it, ere three months were over, in
reckless dissipation. '

About the time when Cassiday’s purse
was exhausted, volunteers were called for
to serve in the war against Mexico.
Fighting, he thought, was better than
working, and he enlisted.

Just according to the motives that .
prompt a citizen, to become a soldier.are
the results on his character of two or
three campaigns. These may make out
of an unformed - stripling a self-pos-
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sessed, encrgetic man; or they may |
confirm a rogue in a spirit of lawlessness
and harden habits of license and excess.

The latter was the result in Cassiday's
case.  He served under Shields; fought
creditably encugh; fell, stunned by a
sabre-cut from a Mexican dragoon, on
the same field on which his commander
was shot through the hody by an esco-
pette ball; and came home with a heavy
bag of Mexican dollars. «To the vic-
tors helong the spoils™ was His favorite
maxim for some time after his returm

The Mexican dotlars soonr went the
usual way of ill-gotten gains. Then
came several years of poverty and sor-
did expedients; so bitter in the recollec-
tion that Cassiday, with purse once more
filled out of Satan’s lottery and with an
unwontedly decent coat on his back, began
to doubt whether work, if it was not too
hard, might not be preferable to his re-
cent struggles against starvation.

Lither work or another prize out
of the lottery; and that brought his
thoughts bhack to Cranstoun, of whom
he had lost sight since he first enlisted.
After several days spent in baffled in-
quiries, he learned that he had settled,
eight or nine years before, in Western
Ohia, having become a resident of the
village of Ci]iskauga, situated at a short
distance from one of the stations on the
Riverdale Railway.

In the afternoon of the second day he
reached the station ; and, leaving his bag-
gage to come on by the stage in the morn-
ing, set out to walk to the village—five
miles distant, they told him it was.

The road, chiefly through the forest,
was bounded, at intervals on either side,
by farms—some with comparatively spa-
cious and comiortable dwellings and out-
houses ; others of more recent date and
scantier accommodations.

Soon after leaving the station, as he
was ascending a hill, a horseman over-
took him, and suflered the animal he
rodle-—a stout hackney—to drop into a
walk.

“You are bound for Chiskauga ?” he
asked. .-

“ Yes, for the first time.  Is it alarge

place

wA village of some fifteen hundred
people.”’

«1 thought any settlement out here

that had reached a thousand inhabitants
was above being called anything but a
town.”

“Qurs isn’t. It's a village—looks
like a village, and has village ways.
You'll find the houses, except along part
of the main street, set back from the
sidewalks, each in a garden — small
houses, most of them. We have scarcely
any rich people, but very few who are
not pretty well-to-do.  It’s a place that
likes pic-nics and strawberry parties and
blackberry gatherings, and Fourth-of-
July celebrations, and Christmas bails,
and theatre-going about New Year's
Da},‘” ) .

« Balls, theatres!—out here in the
woods I

« Why not? We're not in such a
hurry to get rich that we can’t enjoy our-
selves as we go along. When the girls
have washed up the dishes after dinner,
they get up their horses, saddle them
and make up riding parties, When the
young men get tired selling dry goods,
they start out—two afternoons in the
week, maybe—for the common across
Kinshon Creck, to play base ball®

« And what becomes of the shops in
the mean time 27

«Shops, man ! Oh, you're from the
old country. Why, they're merchants,
and they sell ribbons and coffee out of
stores, not shops. 1 don’t advise you
to call these young gentlemen shop-
keepers if you intend to stay here. We
have no shops, except maybe tailors’ and
barbers’—yes, and a blacksmith’s or a
carpenter's shop—that will pass.”

«I'll be careful; but do the stores
take care of ihemselves till the game's
ended ?”

« No, there’s a clerk left, and he
sends a boy to the play-ground for the
owner, if he's specially wanted. Next
day they let the clerk take his turn. Then,
on Saturday afternoons, i it's fine, they
generally shut up and go boating on the
lake.”

i Are there no rich men in the place

« Yes—Mr, Sydenbam : you'll see his
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Liouse or the hill, about 2 mile west of
town, on the left as you go in: Rose-
bank he calls it.  You'll know it, for it's
the handsomest house in the county,
with stables and < coach-house, and a
barnt good enough to live in.  He owns
seven or eight thousand acres of land
round here.”

& Are there no other rich people 27

« Well, there’s Cranstoun, the lawyer:
nebody knows exactly whether he's rich
or not.” )

“ Amos Cranstoun ? [s he at home ?”

«Yes: you know him

«Very little.  I've seen him in Plila-
delphia.”

«Then.you've seen a sharp trader,
There’s others pretty well off, too,
Thomas Hartland lives on the south
edge of the village:; he goes hunting
bugs all the time.”

«Bugs! Is the place infested with
them ?”

« We've plenty in the woods —beetles
and caterpillars, butterflies, and all kinds
of bugs. And-—bless me!—there's his
niece: I ought not to forget such a
pretty girl as Miss Celia, and an heiress
at that! By the way, Cranstoun may
be pretty rich one of these days—if he
gets her,”™

«You think he’s after her

«Or after her fortune : they say so.
But T did hear that some young fellow—
Pve forgotten who they said it was—is
courting her too.”

«Is Mr. Sydenham married 77

« A widower—near on forty, I should
think: a good ecitizen, that has done
more for the neighborhood than e'er an-
other man in the country. The village
has doubled in size since he setiled
here.” )

\“You haven’t named yourself, stran-
ger, on your list. I think you must be
pretty well off.  That's a. capital road-
ster.” :

«I'm Nelson Tyler, owner of Tyler's
Mill—that road just before us to the
left turns off to it. VYes,” patting the
horse’s neck, «the gelding’s not amiss,”

“Shoulder fine and high ; hips well
up; just room for the saddle; thick
through the heart; good round barrel,

clean limbs and a muzzle that conld
drink out of a pint cup; a good feeder
angl a good goer, I'll warrant. Can
make his fifty miles a day and never
turn a hair.”

“Seventy of them, easy, with your
weight.  I'm rather heavy for him.”

The speaker must bave been, in his,
youth, a specimen of rough, manly
beauty ; of which, though now some-
what stricken in years and a little in-
clined to corpulency, he still retained
traces. His eountenance was open and
bold, with a clear, spirited eye, well-
marked evebrows, and a forehead which,
though not of that capacity which indi-
cates great reasoning power, was well
formed, and in its lower portion strongly
marked by that projection over the eye-
brows which phrenologists set down as
indicative of shrewd, practical sense.
His round, gladiator-looking  head, with
its short curling hair, now grizzled by
years, was set on a pair of Herculean
shouatders. His muscular, well-propor-
tioned limbs and height of six feet set
off a frame, it would seem, of ununsual
power, though its owner lacked but a
year or two of sixty. He had a rich,
power{ul voice, deep and sonorous. He
was good-natured, ard the commenda-
tion of his saddle-horse pleased lim.

“You're a good judge of a horse: I
can tell that by your eye, Mr, o

« Cassiday—DByron Cassiday is my
name.”

« Well, Mr. Cassiday, if you conclude
to stay here, come and see me at the
mill.  U'm not rich; T work hard for a
living, but it’s a pretty good living, and
something to sparg for a friend. Our
roagds part here,  It's less than four
miles to the village. Good-evening.”

Cassiday walked on, musing: «After
an heiress !  He'll leave no stone un-
turned, if some of them are pretty deep
in the mud. He goes in to win. THh
bet on him if the stakes are only large
enough,”

Oeccupied by such thoughts, lre reached
a point where the road had been cut.
with a gradual descent, on one side of a
picturesque ravine, the opposite siope,
on the left, being covered with a wilder-
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ness of blackberry hushes, among which,
had he come a month or two sooner. he
might have seen women and childrgn
busy gathering the fruit,

w1Is it far to Chiskauga ?” he said to
a young girl whom he met, her willow
basket filled with tempting cantaloupes.

«lt's close hy. You can see the
place, and ever so far round it, from that
hill," pointing to a small eminence on
the right, a Llue-grass pasture, where
sheep were feeding.

« Do they mind people walking there 27

«Walking there U7 said the girl, her
large blue eyes opening wide with as-
tonishment.  «Why should they care
about that 7 laughing.

Cassiday leaped the post-and-rail-
fence, and ascended to the summit.
Even his senses, impassive usually to
influences of Nature in any of her as-
pects, were arrested by the beauty of the
rural scene that stretched out for 1niles
at his feet.

The rounded knell on which he stood
formed portion of a semi-circular range
of undulating hills, rising sixty or seventy
feet above the plain below, and sweeping
round, about a mile from the village, on
its western side.  Where these were too
steep for ordinary cultivation. they were
laid out in vineyards, terraced. Ilse:
where they f{urnished building-spots
{each with a charming prospect), gar-
dens, orchards, pasture-fields, On the
feft, where the range of hills increased
in height, and some half a mile or three-
quarters north of where Cassiday stoad,
he noticed, through the trees, a dwelling
which he set down as Mr. Sydenhant’s
—a pretty villa built of some dark-
teddish stone, standing part of the way
up the hillside. It fronted east, with
garden and meadow on the slope in
‘front ; and beyond there were vineyards,
reaching north to a small stream, or
creek as it was usually called. A lirtle
wiy up that stream could he seen a
rustic bridge, crossing to what seemed a
cemetery ; for one could discern, here
and there, under the evergreens with
which it was dotted, small white monu-
ments, shining in the evening sun. Lower
down, a light mist or spray secmed to

indicate a waterfall, Bevond the creel,
the hill-range swept round to the casi,
half enclosing the village common, the
resort of those truant lovers of base-
ball to whom the burly owner of Tyler's
mill had alluded,

In front, directly east of him, was the
village, literally embowered in trees, the
rows of black locusts marking the street
lines. Several large: buildings stood out
above the foliage-—a produce warchouse,
a granary, a mill for the manufacture of
dried corn meal, four or five good-sized
stores, and the like. There were also
two simple churches, and several dwell-
ings hespeaking the easy circumstances
of the owners ; but three-fourths of the
houses were small brick or frame build-
ings, scarcely distinguishable threugh the
mass of orchard and shade trees which
covered up the view.

On the left of the eminence on which
Cassiday stood was the main avenue
leading into Chiskaunga. planted. on each
side, with a double row of trees, which
sheltered a sidewalk for foot-passengers.

On the right of the village stretched
out, four or five miles to the south, a
magnificent champaign country, with but
slight undulations, and, to judge by the
heavy crops that loaded it, having the
richest quality of soil. The view in
that direction was bounded by a strip
of primmval forest. From the centre
of the village, and running south through
this plain, there was a wide, shaded ave-
nue similar 1o that above described ; and,
crossing that at right angles and at regu-
lar intervals, other avenues ; the shade-
trees which bordered these seeming,
however, to be of -a few years’ growth
only.

But the most striking feature in 1hat
charming landscape was a lake, its bluc
waters just then rippling under a lighy
southern breeze. 1t lay immediately
beyend the viliage, to which it had given
its Indian name. Chiskauga Water it had
been called by the aborigines, doubtless
because of the multitude of grasshoppers
seen on its banks.* It was approachea

on the east and connected with the vil-

* Chiskauga means, in the Oneida tongue, grasse
Fagper.
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lage, by an avenue, usually called the
Elm Walk, from the double row of eln
trees which bordered it on either side,
and which had been planted thirty years
before by Mr. Sydeuham’s father. This
picturesque bit of water was some three
or four miles in jength and a mile and a
balf or twe miles wide. On its south
and west shores, its banks, of fine gravel
and sand, were low and sloping; but the

_range of hills which swept round the

village common struck the lake on i
northern ~bank. rising into steep cliffs,
seventy feet in height. crowned with
cedars. Thus, as Cassiday looked at it
from his commanding stand-point, he
could sce that its shores were low and
level towdrd the village, from which it
was distant about half a mile, but rocky
and preciptious on the left almost to its
eastern extremity.

In that hard profligate, who had sent
to prison among felons an innocent man
whom he had robbed, there must have
been, underlying the selfish, reckless,
lawless propensities, some dash of good
—a little leaven, though the lump, the
growth of lax self-indulgence, proved too
large for it. It did not amount to much
in practice ; vet it kept him there, face
to face with that peaceful scene, till the
shadow of the hill on which he sat had
stolen half-wdy across the fields that
separated him from the village; till
several white-sailed boats had come
slowly to land, and their light-hearted
Crews were Seen saumering‘ along the
Llm Walk toward home ;. till the vil-
lagers’ cattle, returning from the scanty
herbage of the autumnal forest-range to
be mitked and fed, straggled, lowing,
along the shady road. It held him there,
stirring faint thoughts and ddubts, and a
scruple or two—just stirring them, but
with no Bethesdal power of cure. He
would have heen glad, at the moment,
to hear that Terence had .escaped from
prison, provided he could have been as-
sured that the young fellow would never
cross his path again. But to redeem
his victim from penal servitude by paying

. back the sum he had gained by his con-

viction, and donning his own shabby
suit again—that never crossed his mind,

He began to wonder whether some of
the dwellers in that quiet village might
not be living happier lives than himselt,
even if they did work day t)y day. DBui
e had no desire to change piaces with
them and try the experiment. He must
find a shorter road to a living: perhaps
he could, honestly. If not—' Then it
occurred to him that he was wasting his
time when he might already have seen
Cranstoun. He rose, shook off his
shoughts and strede hastily toward the
village.

T'wo hours later he knocked at Cran-
stoun’s door.

The “servant-girl took from a small
box hanging against the wall of the en-
trance-hall a scrap of paper and a pen-
cil, which she handed to Cassiday, say-
ing, « Your name, please, sit.”’

He wrote it, and followed to the
office-door.  Hearing Cranstoun’s voice
repeating, in a tone of inquiry, « Cassi-
day? Cassiday ?” he entered unan-
nounced. :

“Yes, an old friend of yours. You
mustn't forget his name. You remember
me, don't you " )

« Of course, but T thought you were
killed at the battle of Cerro Gordo.”

« A cut across the ear,” pointing to
it: wihat was all—the scar of honorable
service, Mr. Cranstoun. Shaill I take a
chair 27 :

« Certainly, I dida’t notice you were
standing. I'm glad to see you again.”

Cranstoun's face, as the other knew

by experience, never furnished an index

as to the truth or falsehoed of such an
assertion as that last. So his visitor
asked bluntly :

« Do you happen to have anything on
hand that I can help in 27

« Nothing—that is, nothing -in the
old line, It is better we should be frank
with each other, Mr.a" glancing -at the
paper—ao Mr, Cassiday. I've done well
since you saw me. This house is my
own, with three -or four more, and a
couple of sections of good land beside.”

r«I'm glad to hear it,” ‘

« Now observe! There's a time for
everything, The time has passed, years
ago, when I thought it worth while to do
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business at a risk. I never do any such
now. I can’t afford it.”

«Nor I :

«Indeed? What's Lecome of my
friend Bryan Delorny ¥

« He has disappeared : you won’t be
troubled with him any more.  I've come
out respectable.”

#You l”

# Why not 2’—taking a linea bag from
an inside waistcoat pocket and pouring
the contents on the table.  « once saw
a voung fellow show his money like that,
and he repented it bitterly afterward,
But I'm safe with you, Mr. Cranstoun.
We were in the same boat together at a
risky time, and we mustn't guarrel,”
pocketing the gold.

« Why should T quarrel with you £

“ Not one reason why vou should, and
at least ten very good reasons why you
shouldn't.  Could not you yet me some-
thing to do—in the safe line, but not too
hard work 37

« What sort #7

« Well suppose we say—coachman {o
Mr. Hartland.”

Cranstoun. off his guard for a moment,
turned sharply en Cassiday, but the lat-
ter stood the look without the slightest
indication that he noticed it.  Then the
bawyer asked gquietly, «What do you
knaw of him »”

« They were falking in the tavern, at
the supper-table, about the match pair
of sorrels he bought for his carriage last
week. I hate sorrels, they're so hard
to keep clean; but a man can't have
evervthing just to his hand.  They szid
a good deal about him, and—" looking
at Cranstoun and adding ia an indifferent
tone — ¢ about some niece of his, 1
think.”

This time Cranstoun was on his guard,
and he merely asked, in a tone as in-
different as the other’s, « Ah! what did
they have to say about her?”

«Well, I didn’t take much notice:
some rigmarole, I believe, about a young
man that was courting her, but 've for-
gotten the name.”

Cranstoun never swore—aloud.  And
if he did sometimes curse a man in his
Leart, the spark of profitless, unregulated

jrritation speedily went out.  The tend-
ency of his temperment was not to hate
his fetlow-creatures, but to use them.
And 1his man before him, who bad just
turned up so unexpectediy—there were
wseful points abou: him, if he was im-
pertinent.  Here the fellow had proba-
Ly been but a couple of hours in Chis-
kauga, and it seemed doubtiul whether
he hadn't ajready made some shrewd
guesses at matters which he (Cranstoun)
had no mind the public should know
anything about. A dangerous man, tno,
to have for an encemy,  He turned all
this over in his mind, silently, for sev-
eral minutes, Cassiday, the while, main-
taining his look of unconcern, and ap-
parently occupied in critical examination
of a portrait of Chief-Justice Marshall
oveér the fireplace. At last Cranstoun
said :

s« think you once told me you had
been two years apprentice to a miller in
the old country.”

«Yes, and I never was more sick of
anything in my life. Just before I ran
away, I went to see a girl I used to care
a good deal about, and the hussy sang,
right to my face, some old Scotch song
about

*Busty was his ¢oat, and Austy was his siller:

Dusty was the kiss that I gat frae the miller.”
T'd rather take care of the sorrels.”

« Byt Mr. Hartland has somebody
else to take care of them, just at pres-
ent,”

« S0 you want to recommend me as a
hand to Nelson Tyler #7

« Hang the fellow!” thought Cran-
stoun, Then aloud: «When did you
get to Chiskauga?

i Just before supper.”

«You've been making good use of
your time, it seems. Mayhe you know
that the miller has a pretty daughter ¥

« No, I didn’t know be had a daugh-
ter at all.” .

«He has—the best rider, too, in the
county. She took the red ribbon at our
agricultural fair last year”

« Her father would want me to slave
all day in the dirt for a paltry thirty del-
lars a month, I suppose

« He's short of hands, I know: hell
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give you that, at least, if I recommend
vou as a skilled mill-hand from the old
'country; and then—hark ye, Cassi-
da "N

w Well I ) ;

« 11l make it as much more if you'll
stay there a month or so, and do a small
job for me.”

«Ah! But let us understand one
another at the start, D've been thinking
it must be an infernal ugly thing to be
shut up in one of them accursed jail-
cages for five or six years. I'm not go-
ing to risk it again—not for ten times
what you offer me.”

« Didn’t 1 tell you, man, that T was
out of that linre mysell ever so long ago?
It's a good honest deed I want you to
help me in”

“«Well, that 7s something new.”

# Let us have no sneering. I want to
save a poor pirl from destruction.”

Cassiday looked to see if all this was
serious: it seemed so, by Cranstoun’s
face, as he added:

« There’s a young fellow in this village

_sets himself up for somebody. His name

is Mowbray —John Evelyn Mowbray,
He gets himself called Evelyn, as if

John were not good enough for him.”
‘Then, seeing a smile on Cassiday’s face,

“« Maybe you know him, too ?”

#No; but—now I think of it—that
was the name of the spark they said
was making up to Miss Celia.”

« Never mind Miss Celia. If you
watch this young cock-of-the-walk, as I
wish you to do~(don’t go and forget
his name again—John Mowbray)—if you
keep on his tracks a week or two, you'li
find out that it's somebody else he cares
about—a certain Miss Ellen Tyler, that
I saw him help from her saddle last
September, when she won that red
ribbon.” '

“¥ou think he wants to marry her ?”

“Not I. He does little else, all day,
than ride a flea-bilten gray, with Arabian
blood in him: the brute’s handsome
encugh, if he were only paid for. Then
the fellow brags of the old family he
comes of, and 3s down upon you with
his fashionable connections. He marry
a miller's daughter 1” '

« So—that’s the game. Well, Mr,
Cranstoun, you've made me a liberal
offer : thirty dollars a month to look
after a pretty girl and her lover. It's
light work ; that suits me well enough; |
and they’'ll have to get up early in the
morning if they intend to do much court-
ing without my finding it out. Butl
can’t stand the dust and the meal-bags
more than one month. Don't you want

some watching done where a man hasn’t

to carry sacks on his back f—at Mr.
Hartland’s or any other good place? 1
tock lessons from Rarey after 1 returned
from Mexico, and I have a certificate
from him.” (Cranstoun made a note
of this.} «If I don’t understand horses
and how to keep them—me that have
slept with them for years—I'd like to
know who does.”

"7 «You're well fitted for the place, and
I think I can get it for you. But as to
Mowbray and that gitl, [ must have
proofs, Cassiday—evidence that would
stand in a court of justice.. Her father
must be put on his guavd. T like the
girl: we mustn’t have her ruined.”

Cassiday was right when he took it
for granted that Cranstoun would never
have meddled with this matter, nor
promised him a single dollar, if he had
not had his own ends to subserve by ex-
posing Mowbray. But he was wrong
when he conchuded that there was noth-
ing but sheer hypocrisy in these last
words of his. Cranstoun d&id take a
friendly interest in the brave, bright-eyed
girl, and did wish her saved, just as
--Cassid;y, sitting on that mound, had
wished: Terence out of prison. Yet both
of these feeble stirrings of benevolenée
might have served to eke out a certain
subterrene pavément. Neijther of the
men would have put himself specially
out of the way, or made any serious
sacrifice, to rescue from death the object
of his barren well-wishes.

Next morning Cassiday inquiréd the
way to Mr. Hartland’s house, Ile aad
a curiosity abont its inmates, and a vague
idea that he might find out something
concerning them by reconnoitring the
premises., He was directed to a cross
street, of which the continuation was the
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avenue- running south through the rich
chamoaign country already described.
He puassed several pretty houses of
humble pretension, but neatly kept and
painted ; some having vy stretching up
between the green shutters; most of
them with porches of trellis-work, over-
grown with honeysuckle or other crecper

all suzgesting the idea of home-comfort
in a modest way, Hartland's residence

was on the right, the last house in the .

street, with a pasture of several acres
adjeining. It was a spacious, well-Luijlt
mansion of bright red brick, surmounted
with dormer windows; a nicely kept
shrubbery in front, and the entrance by
a pillar.d porch on the side, A lght
dearborn, to which was harnessed a
handsome, good-sized pony, stood le-
fore the {ront gate: there were no sorrels
visible.

Cassiday sauntered on the opposite
side of the street till two ladies issued
from the house and entered the carriage.
Hust as they were about to start, a voung
man, whom Cassiday had  previously
notived riding up from the direction of
the lake, turned into the street. The
horse he rode instantly arrested Cassi-
day’s attention—a light gray of splendid
acttor and lofty carriage, with minute
mouse-colored spots about the head and
neck. The rider, goed-lovking and well-
dressed, saluted the ladies, bowing low;
then, after a brief inquiry touching their
health, passing on,

Cassiday observed two things—one,
that the younger of the two ladies, a
girl of much beauty, who held the reins
as driver, blushed deeply as the horse-
man addressed them, at the some time
glancing uneasily at the windows of the

house ; the other, that the elder lady
said to the groom whe had been ho‘lding
the pony, « Potter, if any one calls, say

we have gone to Mr. Sydenbam’s, and .

shall be back in an hour or two.” From
all which the said Cassiday concluded—-

First, That he bhad seen Mrs, Hart-
land and her niece Celia.

Second, That the horseman on that
showy gray gelding was John Evelyn
Mowbray,

Third, That Miss Celia preferred a
handsome young man to a middle-aged
lawyer.

Fourth (this he gathered from the
furtive glance at the window), That the
guardian, as guardians will, probably
held to a different opinion; and—a co-
rollary from the last deduction—that
Cranstoun’s influence with Hartland was
likely to be considerable.  Thence came
liopes that he himself might supplant
Potter. slipping into a snug, easy place.

Before noon he had delivered Cran-
stoun’s letter at Tyler's mill, and made
a satisfactory contract with its owner to
begin work with him next day.

He retired that wnight well satisfied
with himself. Tt was all epen to him now,
clear as noonday—the rivalry, the re-
venge and all the rest: he had looked
over Cranstoun’s hand and seen his
cards.  This was what Cassiday said (o
himself. Yet he was premature in his
self-gratulation, He Aad made good use
of his first twenty-four hours in Chis-
kauga, no doubt, and had found out
more than he could reasonably have ex-

pected; but he overrated the measure '

of his discovertes.  Cranstoun had cards
in reserve which no human eye had
detected.

PART II.

CHAPTER V,
BAVENO,

HILE Miss Celia Pembroke—for

that was the name of Mrs. Hart-
land’s niece—is driving her aunt to Mr.
Sydenham's, our readers shall have some
information touching the early life of that
gentleman. .

A Philadelplian, of Quaker family,
Franklin Sydenham had left the Society
of Friends, respecting them and by them
respected.  Having deveted a few years
to the study of law, he bid fair to do
honor to his profession.  But, at the age
of nineteen, having a handsome fortune
left him (consisting chiefly, however, of
a large tract of land adjoining the village
of Chiskauga), he was tempted to in-
dulge himself in a few years of European
travel. - In London he met the Sel-
bournes, a delightful English family, who
resided ehiefly at their country-seat in
Devonshire. In that retired and beauti-
fol spot Sydenham became almost do-
mesticated among  them, joined with
ardor in the fiell-sports of the sons, and
won the heart of the only daughter.
Her mother, lmelda Gherardi, of an an-
cient but decayed Ltalian family, had be-
come acquainted with Mr. Selbourne at
Florence, whither he had been attracted
by love of art.

3

Anna Selbourne was a woman of re-
markable idiosyncrasies, alike of mind
and body. Her large dark eyes and
jet-black hair were a maternal inherit-
ance, while her fresh, bright complexion
and ruddy cheeks betokened Northern
blood, Her step had the firm, free tread
of the English genilewoman, to whom
ten or twelve miles was but a pleasant
morning’s walk ; and her form had the
willow-grace of the ILtalian, to whom
comes the poetry of motion as words
come to the improvisatrice, spirit-moved.
So, also, of mental gifts, strangely ming-
let.  There was the calm good sense,
the steady constancy, the unpaltering
truth, the modest dignity of her Saxon
ancestors, without a particle of their cold-
ness or prudery or reserve. Beneath
the habitnally quict bearing there lay—
derived from a more genial clime—the
generous impulse, the ready-kindling
emotion, quick sympathies, noble én-
thusiasm—Juliet's warmth, Arria’s devo-
tion. When she gave her hand to a
friend, it was with her heart in it. And
when, at the altar, she plighted to the
young Philadelphian the love that was
already his by ties far stronger than
plighted vows, it was a guerdon rich as
any which in this sublunary sphere man
is permitted to win.

I believe there are few thoughtful men

33
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whe have not come to regard as one of
the least explicable among the great rid-
dles of the earthly economy the rarity
of well-assorted marriages, It might
be so diffurent, one cannot help thinking.
The adaptatians for harmony se wonder-
ful!  The elements of happiness so
manifold and so rich ! Yet how often—
how miscrably sometimes—it all mis-
carries | The waters of Paradise turned
to fountains of bitterness—the gifts of
Heaven perverted to curses upon earth !

I do not mean that there are few
unions  yielding reasonable comfort,
friendly relations, a life free from open
quarrel or secret heart-burning; hut 1
speak of very marriage, without flaw or
jar—a matinge alike of the material, with
its intangible affinities and its wondrous
magnetisms, and of the immaterial princi-
ple within that survives the death-change.
I speak of a heart-home pervaded hy har-

mony not only unbroken—inimutable as

that of the spheres; felt to be so by
those whom it blesses, calms, satisfies :
a social state to which, when man and
woman attain, there remains nothing in
the way of earthly need or acquisition,
save daily bread, to be coveted or prayed
for.

Some think that, in this trial-phase of
our existence, no such state of harmony
and happiness is to be found.  Among
the few who do find it none of these
sheptics will have place. No entrance
into that temple except for those wha be-
feve! Withaut faith in the Good and the
Beautitul—the Good that is felt, not segn
~=the Beautiful that must be conceived
belbre it is realized—a man is shut out
from the highest enjoyment.  And such
a man can do little to meliorate the world
or elevate his race.

Sydenham, despite his Quaker origin,
was romantic. 1 remind those who may
think alizhtingly of him on that account
that Romancr, though a word of in-
ditferent reputation, has some claim to
excellent etymelogy, having bheen traced
by certain philologists to the Welsh
phamantd. 10 rise over, 1o soar. to reach
to a distance.  In addition, the vounyg
rae had an inherent love of excellence.
He sought. even in such trifling matters

as personal purchases, the best of every-
thing. Whatever he did, trifling or im-
portant, his insiinct was to strive therein
to excel; not from vulgar ambition, but
becauce he found pleasure in the strife.
His future brothers-in-law had a touch
of aversion to an American alliance, but
Sydenham’s personal accomplishments
overbore the prejudice. A «“deuced
gentlemanly young fellow,” they voted
Lim among themselves: ocan ride across
country with the best of us, fence like a
Frenchman, and then shame us all in the
ball-room at night.”

But it was something else that at-
tracted the sister. Sydenham was a
devout believer in the IpEarL., He had
strong faith in his kind, He was a
dreamer of what men may do and may
become,  Ivery struggle for popular
liberty, or what he regarded as such,
awoke his warm sympathies.  William
of Orange, Hampden, Kosciusko, La-
martine, La Fayette, these were his fa-
vorite herces. He had spent a week
with the latier at La Grange, the genial
old man driving him out, in his own car-
riage, from Paris, and recounting to him,
the while, with charming o:mu]:t} origi-
nal anecdotes of two Re\oluuons. One
of these, presenting the Futher of our
Country in a rare aspect, often recurred
to Sydenham in after years, vividly re-
c‘ﬂ]ing_{ as it did the tender eves and the
gracious, loving manner which made the

’ vrand old Frenchman the idol of all

young people who were fortunate enough
to share his friendship.

It was just before the unmasking of
the sole traitor who loomed up during

| our Revolution. Washinglon had ac-

cepted an invitation from Arnold to
breakfast with him at West Point on
the very day the plot was discovered, but
was prevented from keeping his engage-
ment by what men call chance—hy the
earnest request, namely, of an old officer,

- near whose station they passed, to spend

the night there and inspect some works
in the neighborhood. Next day, while
Washington, with his staff, including
La Fuayette, were seated at table at this
officer’s quarters, a deapatch was brought
to the American general, which he im-
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mediately opened and read and then laid
dawte, withaut comment. Na altgralicn

was visiide in his countenance, and he

remained perfectly silent.  Conversation’

dropped among his suite; and, after
some minates, the general, beckoning
La Fayette to follow him, passed to an
inner apartment, turned to his young
fricnd withou! nttering a syllable, placed
the fatal despatch in his hands, and then,
giving way to an ungovernable burst of
fealing, fell on his neck and sobbed aloud.
The effect produced on the young French
marquis, accustomed to regard his gene-
ral (u)ld and dignified in his usual man-
nery as devoid of the usual weaknesses
of humanity, may be imagined, «I be-
Tieve,” s1id La Favette in relating this
anecdote, «that this was the only oceca-
sion, throughout that long and some-
times hopeless struggle, that Washing-
ton ever gave way, even for a moment,
under a reverse of fortune ; and perbaps

"1 was the only human heing who ever

witnessed in him an exhibition of feeling
so foreign to his temperament. As it
w1s, he recovered himself hefore T had
perused the communication that had
given rise to his emotion; and when we
returned to his staff not a trace remained
on his countenance either of griefl or
despondency.”

With such antecedents Sydenham was
a welcome guest, especially to the mis-
tress of Acquabellai—so the family seat
in Devonshire was called. .

The family of Imelda Gherardi had
heen devoted Liberals ; and she, though
HIPNY [)leﬁldlnﬂ’ over an English hauqe-
hold, ret'nned all her enthusiasm for the
cause of her country’s independence.
“ltalia Unite” was the idea of her

life.  An [talian republic, stretchmw‘

from Switzerland to Sicily—of that she
dreamed ; for that, in her adopted coun-
try. she schemed and planned.  Syden-
him w1s charmed with her earnest zeal,
entered into her patriotic projects with
faith and sympathy, and became a great
favorite with Mrs. Selbourne. Anna,
sharing in a mexsure her mother's ardor,
Ihtened to their discussions with kind-
ling eves. In these discussions—under
the influence of those eyes-—Sydenham’s

'sunny nature came out. His glowing
fanicy, hig ganerqus agpirations, his burste
of eloqueme when encouraged by sym-
pathy in his listeners, made a daily-
deepening impression on the girl's heart,
And Sydenham, on his part, uncon-
scinusly contracted a habit, as the con-
versation passed from topic to topic, of
turning inquiringly to the dark eyes for
approval or dissent. Could it all end
except in one way?

With the intermission of a brief visit
to Philaceipbia, Mr. and Mrs. Sydenham
had resided for several years in England,
partly in Londen, partly at Acquabella.
There they lingered, fearing the result
of Mrs. Selbourne’s drooping healih.
Shortly after her death they set out for
Italy, taking with them their only child,
the little Leoline, then seven years old.

After a brief sojourn in Switzerland,
they passed, by Napoleon’s wonderful
road, the Simplon, into one of the most
beautiful regions of Piedmont, How
amazing the change ! How lovely that
first mrrht at Baveno ! The sweet Seuth-
ern "ur——the moounlight on the placid
lake, on the softly-rounded, olive-clad
hills, on the trellised vines, so picturesque
compared. to the formal vinevards of
France~—all in such contrast to the
scenes they had left behind—the giant
mountain-peaks of granite, snow-covered,
piercing the clouds, the vast glacier, brist-
fing with ice-blocks. shdm« down, an en-
croacher on-the valley's ver rdure—in such
marvelous contrast to all that region of
rock ard jce, and mountain-torrent and
rugged path, and grand, rude majesty of
aspect—it seemcd like passing in a sin-
gle day into another and a gentler world.

To Anna Sydenham a region of en-
chantment and romance ! Her mother's’
native land, that she had never vet seen
but in dreams! Once the Mistress of
the* World, and still the Queen of Art.
But it was not of ancient renown or
modern celebrity the daughter was think-
ing. It was of the fairy-land of her
mothet’s adoration—the ltaly which
that, mother, even in her pleasant Eng-
lish home, never named but with wistful
eyes.

And Anna loved it now, at ﬁrst sight,
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for its own beautiful sake. DMecre life
was a pleasure to her in its balmy,
dreamy atmosphere and under its pure,
deep-blue «ky,  She drank in enjoyment
as vever in her life before. "Chey made
charming. quiet excursions on the lakes
—Maggiore, Lugano, Come; rowed by
yvoung girls with pensive, oval faces, who
sung barcaroles as they rowed.  They
returned always, hawever, to the spot
where they had spent their first Halian
night—DBaveno; for they had come to
like Its humble, country afderge, clean
and fresh, and had taken a fancy to their
simple apartments, with gay furniture
and polished, tesselated floor.  Little
Lela, w0, as they usually ealled her, ever
begved them 10 yo back to the pretty,
pretty room where, on the first evening
of her arrival, sitting at the open win-
dow on her mother's knee, she had
gathered clusters of grapes from the
overhanging vine.

One fine evening they had crossed
to that wonderful Isola Bella, once a
bLare and barren island of slate rock,
now a gorgeous garden teeming with the
vegetation of the tropics.  They had
explored its vast palace, lingered in its
orange groves ; and Leki. passionately
fond of Howers, returped with her pin-
afore  full of magnificent specimens.
When they reached the inn, the child,
tired of pleasure, curled herself up on a
couch and went fast to sleep, with the
Aowers in her arms, Swdenham  and
his voung wife sat down by a large re-
cessed window, set entirely open after
HMalian fashion,  Beneath lay the Lago
Maggeiore, motionless. serere. The full
moon, a few hours high and directly
opposite. shone down on the dark blue
waters, through that strangely trans-
parent atmosphere, with a  splendor
which Anna, during all her island-life,
had never seen matched.  So brilliant
was the long streak of light on the
mirror-surface of the lake, formed under
the line of the moon by her reflected
ravs, that one realized the poetical fancy
which dreams of such as a path of radi-
ance leading to some far-off world of
beauty and of rest.

At first that glorious night-scene awed

these young hearts; then gradually the
awe gave way to gentler emotions.  The
delicious breath of ltaly came over them,
softening, inspiring—in Anna’s case sad-

; dening too. Is the fullness of joy so
i nearly allied to fear? IHer hand in her

hushand’s, she sat long, in silence, tran-
quil.  Then he felt her band tremble-—
then suddenly grasp his own. He
started, ‘

“ Forgive me !” she cried. « It was
too strong for me.”

« Vhat is it; Anna2”

« Nothing. A silly faney.  Are you
quite well to-night, Frank dear

« Perfectly. Never in my life, I think,
was [ better—or happier”

«Thank God !”

«What is the matter? Why, my
clild, you are shivering. My poor, little
darling I”

«@ will be stroager and banish such
nonsense.”

« What nonsense 7 .

w1t has all come from a fisherwoman's
sad story, 1 think.  You remember, that,
in returning from the Isola Bella, we
passed close by that poor little Isola det
Pescatori, and that there was a crowd
of fishermen and their families assembled
round one of their rude hovels.”

« 1 noticed that.,”

«But you did not hear the answer one
of the boat-girls gave me when 1 ¥sked
her if anything was the matter.”

w1 did not catch the meaning: you
know how much my Italian needs brush-
ing up.”

«Only because you devote so much
mere time to German, This was what
the girl said: « A fisherman was drowned
yesterday ; they hrought the body home
to-clay : she will be very, very lonely, the
poor woman.” 1 ihink a stranger's death
never 50 touched me before. 1 could
not even talk to you about it.”

«] am an excellent swimmer. You
foolish child, T shall not he drowned.,”

« No,” with a faint smile—« No ; but
there was more, dear Frank. V¥ou re-
member what you were reading to me,
yesterday, in the boat as we returned
from visiting that givantic statue of St
Borromeo

“Qh, Frunk, you mustn’t go there before me.”
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«Some very indifferent scraps of
translations, 1 believe—Dhits from S(.l‘nl—
ler’s « Death of Wallenstein’

“« Yes, and 'Imonﬂ" them that exquisite
heart-wail of TeLh 8. While T was
sitting with my hand in yours, just now,
looking across at that Fisherman’s Ig-
Iand, three lines of your trunsiation came
wpon ‘me so vividly I coukd not help
grasping your hand, It actually seemed
to me as if some one repeated in my
ears—

¢ Thou, Father, in mercy thy child recall t

iSarth’s holiest pleasures I've tasted them all;

1 have loved, [ have lived—let me die '™

She shuddered—eyes moist, face pale.
Sydenham put his arms around her,
gently drawing her head to his breast,
He touched her bands; they were icy
cold.

«We have been overdoing it, dear,”
he said. 4 You must rest for a day or
two.”

«1 think it is this eerie, dreamy cli-
mate,” she murmured languidly, «and
that moonlit pathway over the dark
lake. It all makes me think of Heaven.”
Then, with a sudden burst: « Ob, Frank,
Frank, you mustn’t go there before me.
If you did, how couid 1 help praying—
like Tekla

At that moment little Lela murmured
in her sleep, scarce audibly: Syden-
ham’s ear did not detect the faint sound.
Anna was by the couch in a moment,
kneeling over her.  The child did not
stir, 110“ever, relapsing into dreamless
sleeP

Then the mother rose and crept back
to her husband’s arms, He felt that she

was sohbing—silently, with an effort to

conceal it.  During all their mrried life
he had never seen her so agitated with-
cout external ‘cause. He stroked back
{he black tresses again and again, passed
his hand gently, repeatedly —scarce know-
ing why or being conscious of what he
dad~over her f’LC» and person, The
magnetic touch had a strangely-soothing
influsnce. Her sobs ceased. Her |)re’1th-
ing came free and regular: the long eye-
,hqhes drooped over her cheeks. The.n,
in a low, contrite voice, « What has come
o¥er me I sne said. o T am tormenting

you for nothing, Frank. You are not
going to die; and if you were, is our
little darling to be deserted? Tekla
was childiess. God forgive my selfish
thought

What a transformation may be wrought
by a single night’s quiet rest! The next
morning Anna was all her bright, racy
self again, the fight in her eye, the healthy
color on her cheek. The morning was
perfect, a gentle breeze from the lake
coming in through the open casements.
Lela’s merry outcry as she arranged her
flowers was contagious.

#What a good-for-nothing wife you

‘had last night, Frank ! said Anna, laugh-

ing gayly, Are you sure some fairy

" did not steal me away, and leave that

querulous simpleton in my place

# Likely enough, You look, this mora-
ing, as if you had been among the fairies
all night. You are radiant, wherever you
have been.”

# ] ought tolook my prettiest, to atone
for past folly. But the bad child begs
pardon, and says it will never, never do
so any more. And the never is to be
such & long word. We are going to

" live together till we are—oh, so old !—

till we have ever so many grandchildren
clambering over our knees. And I shall
not scold them, even if they do puil my
cap and fritls, Ab how we shall laugh
then—you and I—over that evening at
Baveno, with its doleful presentiments t”

« But you suit me, even if you are a
queru[ous simpleton.”

«[Fie! How can you expect the bad
child to reform, if you persuade it it
wasn’t bad at all 7 You ought to shut
it up and feed it, for a day at least, on
bread and water.?.

“Too glorious 2 morning for that! I
want to take it out among some of these
vineyards back of the village, and give it
grapes for luncheon. Will it go?”

v «Of course it will Rogues dont
fancy innn’mg. nor bad children being
shut up in dark closets.”

Their child, who had been listening
attentively. opened her large. brown eyes
in wonder. «Poor, perplexed Lela!”
said the mother, laughidg.  « She's not
accustomed to hearing about bad chil-
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dren and dark closets.  Your papa was
only jaughing at me, pet.  You've caten
all the grapes from around that window,
and we are goinyg out to get some more.
Come !

A servant entered just then to say
that the principal guoide to the Monte
Monterone had come to offer & posdan-
fina* in case their Excellencies wished
to ascemd the mountain : but they de-
cided to adhere to their original plan.

They found an okl caléche, easy and -

roomy, took a country read. shaded by
chestinuts, and bade the postboy drive
slowly, that they might fully enjoy the
2ay senes He found some litle diffi-
culty in eobeying, for he had a pair of
farye. spirited stallions that he was train-
ing for sale to the owners of the Milan
dilivence.

It was the harvest-home of the @éyne-
rons—why won't the dictionary let us
call them wincyarders 7—the season of
recompense and rejoicing, when the re-
sult of the year's labor was collected
and secured. The handsome, embrowned
peasants, in their picturesque blouses,
drove their teams aleng the road with
light hearts, yet with a certain dignity, as
if prowd of the load. Every face was
gav. The sounds of distant music, half
lively, half plaintive, came over to them
from the vineyards and olive groves as
the travelers passed,

When midday came, they sought
shade near a wayside spring, sheltered
by a magnificent old chestnut,  Ah, how
every incident of that noonday rest
haunted Sydenham’s memory in after
years !

But now, with light jest and careless
hearts, they set about preparing their
frugal meal. The cushions from the
caléche furnished seats. DBread and a
bottle of light wine of the country, with
napkins and a table-cloth, were the con-

* A pordantina is a species of easy litter, provided
in Italy for the use of ladies inaccustomed to exercise,
or invalids, d-sireus to ascend high mountains—Vesu-
vius, for example. The Monfe Alonterone, sitnated
just helind the village of Baveno, between the Lago
Mageiore and the little lake of Orta, is three or four
hundred feet higher than Vesuvius: and the view from
s st o~ searcely excelled, for extent and magnifi-
cence, by that frun the Righi nselfl

tents of a basket which Sydenham
emptied on the bank.

i« Now | must fetch the grapes. This
vineyard behind wvs looks promising, and
the men are but a little way off.”  Then
to Lela: « Will you go with me, [ittle
pet? I want your mamma to rest.”

But the child had spied some gay
wild-flowers on the opposite side of the
road, and they were a greater temptation
than grapes.

«I'm going to gather you a pretty
nosegay for the centre of the dinner-
table, papa.  We -mustn’t dine without
flowers."

So Sydenham took the empty basket
and departed-—alone 7 11 guardian spirits
there be, commissioned to watch over
the wellare of mortals, where was Syden-
ham's then?  Withheld, it may be, from
interference by a Wisdom that sees
deeper than ours, .

Lela strayed off across the road to
fulfill her promise to papa. Her Eng-
lish nurse, Susan, who had come with
them, as on such occasions she usually
did, made the little preparations for the
menl, Anna being occupied in looking
over Murray's Handbook, secking to
discover whether it was worth while to
carry out an expedition they had pro-
jected to the top of Monte Monterone,
in full view from where she now sat.
Pietro, the postboy, meanwhile unhitched
the traces ot his horses and led them a
little distance up the road, there to rest
and feed. While he was busy attaching
a nosebag containing barley to the head
of the horse he had ridden, several
dragon-flies darted, with the wonderful
power of flight which characterizes these
insects, right across the road to where
the animals stood.  One buzzed between
their legs ; another fastened, with fero-
cious grip, en the neck of the offFhorse,
Both animals stamped and snorted in
terror. Pietro succeeded, at consider-
able personal risk to himself, in master-
ing the one he held ; but the other stal-
lion, a powerful brute, maddened by the
sharp sting, broke away and dashed
down the road.

It was Lela who first noticed the ter-
ror of the horses. She set out to cross
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the road, but seeing one of the frantic
animals loose and plunging toward her,
she hesitated—stopped. At the same
instant her mother rushed impetuounsly
to her assistance. The horse was gal-
loping directly toward Lela; but, with
the instinct which characterizes his kind,
even in his headlong speed perceiving
the child, he swerved to the right, avoid-
ing her, It was in the very moment
when Anna had bounded forward from
the other side, and this sideward move-
ment brought him directly in contact
with her.  He struck her with his broad
breast, casting her wviolently to  the
ground ; then bounded over her as she
lay prostrate, not touching her with his
hoofs.

Susan, almost Dbeside hersell  with
terror, hastened, trembling, to her mis-
tress’ aid.  Anna was insensible ; and
it was not until Sydenham, alarmed by
the nurse’s shrieks, reached the spot,
that she was removed to the green bank
under the chestaut tree.

CHAPTER VI,
STRONGER THAN DEATIL

IT avails nothing that I attempt to
picture the husband's wild despair. To
a brave man—il alone in this world and
believing in another—a summons to die
is a thing to be received with passionless
equanimity : it s but as a requisition
issucd to some sojourner in an indiffer-
ent country to take up his residence in
a better. A litile pain or trouble in, the
transit—soon over—that is all,

It is when he strikes us through
others that Death thrusts home his dart.
He is victor, not when he takes us hence,
but when he wrests rom us the life of
onr life, and leaves us here exanimate
save only in the faculty of suffering,

Then holds the King of Terrors his
carnival of triumph. Perhaps a lrief
triumph only. For the good and the
wise there is ever, after a time, an exit
from this valley of the shadow of death.
After a time, not in-the freshness of
grief: not a gleam, then, indicating the
way out. When the fearful blow frst

falls, the vietim is siricken down, help-
less, hopeless, prosirate, séeing around
himr but the blackness of darkness, and
believing, in his utter abandonment, that
such will be his lot for evermore.

So felt Sydenham at the moment it
burst' upon him that he had lost his
Anna. The sun of his life had gone
out. He groped about in the gloom,
stunned, as one suddenly stricken with
blindness.  He noticed not even the
child of his love, clinging to the helpless
form, moaning, « Mamma ' mamma {?

The untutored servant-girl had more
self-possession than he, He sat gazing
on the inanimate face: she had brought
water from the spring. and was bathing
her mistress’ temples. A shudder seemed
to pass over the features. Asigh! That
awoke him from his stupor.. « She lives !
she may be saved I he cried, bounding
to his feet.  In another moment he was
beside the posthoy, who stood stupefied,
the bridle of the remaining horse still
over his arm. <A portantina, Pletro!
But instantly, Instantly! It is life or
death! Io an hour you must be in
Baveno. Ask what pay vou please,
Do you hear 27

« Eccellenza, yes,” said the man, re-
leasing his horse from its harness and
tightening the saddle-girths. «In an
hoar, it—" .

«Noifs! Inan hour! Mount!” *

But as the man threw himself into the
saddle, Sydenbam laid his hand on the
rein: A moment! This morning a
guide offered me a portantina in case we:
ascended the Monte. He lives nearly
opposite the albergo, Do you know
him ?*7 ‘

«Fccellenza, yes—Francesco Ribaldi™”

“Get it from him, and some convey.-
ance to bring it here—at speed; remems--
ber! Twelve bearers, so they can re-
lieve each other. Get carriages- for them.
also.,  Any price, any price, so.they are:
only here as fast as hovses. can carry
them! Away!” - .

The man started at full gallop, and:
Sydenham, the flush: of excitament fad-
ing from his face, retwined to the fatal
spot. ) o

For the first houn there ‘was little

N




b iy i e

40 BEYOND THE BREAKERS.

change—{ecble indications of life, but
apparent insensibility. © At last the eves
opencd, cagerly seeking the loved face;
and the hand which Sydenham had been
hoiding in his feebly returned the pres-
sure.  He touched her wrist—the pulse
unnaturally low, as he made it out.  He
knew scarcely anyvthing of medicine, but
something seemegd needed to sustain her.
A few spoonfuls from the wine-flask
revived her a little,

Gradually she seemed to return to life,
speaking but feebly and at intervals,
however—broken weords of encourage-
ment and of love.

Interminable, to the excited watchers,

seemed the delay; yetin less than three

hours the long-expected carriages drove
rup—their horses white with foam—bring-
Aing the litter and its bearers,

It was evident that the sufferer en-
«ured acute pain as they placed her on
the portantina; but the well-trained
‘bearers kept step perfectly ; the motion
was easy, without jar; and she did not
seem worse on her arrival.

Sydenham, unwilling to trust any vil-
Jage doctor, and having ascertained the
name of the principal physician in Milan,
Dr. Lo Iiceolo, instantly despatched an
@xpress courier to that city, with a letter
‘to the doctor, implaring him to start as
soon as the courier arrived.  The dis-
tance is jorty miles: the man promised
dqt should be made, by the aid of relay
‘horses, in twn hours and a half, and he
started about vight, Detore four o'clock
‘mext morning the physicinn arrived,

Anna had passed a restless night—
quite sensible, however, gradually im-
proving, and without fever. She vearned
‘to speak to her hushand, but, fearing the
cexcitement. he entreated her to desist.
At her own earnest request, Lela had
‘been Liid heside her for a while,  DBut
the poor lhte thing, after struggling
‘bravely with her emotion till she could
restrain it no longer, sobbed so piteously
that they were obliged to remove her to
ithe nurse’s room.

After a critical examination, the doc-
wor prescribed bleeding, expressing re-
gret that it had not sooner been resorted
0.  « Her pulse is feeble at present,”

he said as he passed, with Sydenham,
into the adjoining room, where he had
left his instruments—e slow and feeble ;
but fever will supervene in a few Lours
—by midday certainly, What have you
given her

« Only a little wine {rom time to time :
it scemed to revive Ler.”

The physician shook his head: « De-
pletien, not stimulant, is the remedy at
this stage. 1 co not think any bones
are broken, but there are internal in-
juries, it is impossible to say of what
organs, or determinze how serious the
lesion is.  Blood must be let to arrest
congestion of the injured parts.”

The terrible question rose to Syden-
hamt's lips.  He became so pale that the
experienced eye of the medical man de-
tected his secret at once. ¢+ The shock
to the system,” he said, replying as if the
other had spoken, «has been very se-
vere, nor is it possible, as yet, to predict
the issue. - With these,” taking up the
lancets, “we combat the febrile symp-
toms. The signora appears to bave an
excellent constitution.  Let us hope that
we may be able to save Dher.”

I have often wondered whether—with
case succeeding case 1o disperse and
distract  attention—the physician con-

I tinues to realize the despolie power over

the heart often exercised by his lightest
words., «Let us hope ™ had been this
man’s expression, but uttered in a tone
such that he might almost as well have
said, « Let us despair.”

The patient was bled, and the doctor
departed, promising to return pext day,
and enjoining, meanwhile, absolute quiet,
+ All exciting conversation,” he  said,
«must especially be avoided.” e left
an anodyne to be given in the evening.

The prediction in revard to fever was
verified. It set in aliout eleven o’clack
in the forencon, yet it was not so violent
as to be alarming, nor did it, at any time,
seem to affect the mind,  Anna was. in-
deed, very restless: she expericnced a
settled pain on the left side, where,
probably, the horse’s shoulder had struck
her, and she suffered much because of
the frequent change of position which
her restlessness required,  But she bote
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it all with wonderful equanimity, and the |
few words they would permit her to say
were calm, considerate and like herself,

So passed that day and the next night.
When the physician called on the ensu-
ing morning, he bled her a second time,
and ordered leeches to be applied to the
chief seat of the pain—that dull, wear-
ing pain, still unabated, It would be
impossibie for him, he said, to call next
day, nor was 1t essential, « It might
not be prudent further to deplete the
system,” he said to Sydenham : «the
fever gives artificial strength for the
time ; but to-morrow, or at latest next
day, there will be depression: then we
must fortify with stimolants.  Watch
the pulse and do nhot omit this, Art
can do no more. Rest assured that all
her resources have been called forth,
and not, I trust, in vain.”

But a straw to grasp at; yet Syden-
ham, sanguine and hopeful by nature,
cling to it. <« Men are prene,” he
thought, « to exaggerate difficulties, even
when confident that they can overcome
them. He may speak guardedly, so as
to enhance the merit that will be due to
him for success. Ah, how little needed!
If he could but imagine what he wil} be
to me if he save her life I

Another day, with little change. To-,
ward evening she said to ker husband,
who had scarcely quitted her room since
she lay there, « I'rank datling, you never
in all your life refused to gratify a wish
of mine; and you will not do so now, 1
think. Wil you?2”

Utterly unable to answer her, except
by pressing the hand he held.

“ Two days and two nights you have
been beside me, almost without stirring.
See what a glorious sunset! You must
go out for an hour—nay, only for a single
hour.”

He moved impatiently, as in dissent.
An expression of suffering came over
her face.

“«You don’t want to pain me, Frank ?”
Then, with a faint smile; « Besides, !
shall have company. I want Lela this
evening, She shalf not see that I suffer:
I shali forget that T do when 1 know you
are out in the fresh air. The child—

little darling!—has already learned to
control hersell.  She will' be quiet.
Nurse shall take her away, else,”’

Sydenham was like one condemned to
a dreary task. He took his hat, then re-
turned to the bedside, gazed, through his
tears, at the sweet face, but without a
word.

« A full hour, Frank—for my sake!”

He imprinted a kiss on her pale Lrow
and was gone.

Just one hour after, to the minute, he
re-entered the room. His wife was more
quiet than he had seen her since the
accident. <1 am proud of my little
davghter,” she said, drawing the child to
her for a kiss. <« She has been such a
comfort to me "

«[’ve been taking care of mamma all
alone,” said the child, triumphantly. Then
a shade came over the little thoughtiul
face. «1 can’t make mamma not have
pain, but she says it does her good when
I talk to her. Poesn’t it, mamma dear

“ Ever so much good, my child.”

Then Leoline relapsed into a very
grave, sad mood—quite quiet, however ;
1o sobs, no tears. What seemed to the
father a sort of childish dignity now and
then lit up her face. Were new thonghts,
that had never been thete before, busy
in that little brain? Sydenham wondered
what mother and child had been saying
to each other.

During the night Anna slept a little:
at least she lay, for an hour ‘and a half,
her eyes closed, her face placid, without
a symptom of restlessness, quiet as an
infant asleep. When she awoke the pain
in her side had much diminished. Syd-
enham accepted all this as a good augury.
Toward morning, however, the pulse had
evidently become feebler. Lo Piccolo’s
instructions in such a case were strictly
obeyed.  Diffusible stimulants were
freely given, and in the forenoon the
patient rallied.

About midday she said :

# Frank, my husband, it did me good
that you left me alone last evening, with
Lela. Now you must let ine have my
own way once more.”

« Well, dear one ?”

#1 don’t want you 1o leave me, this
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time, but to stay and to let us have a
talk- together. 1 have things on my
mind—"

4 But Dr. Lo Piccolo said—"

“Yes, dear, I know; but there are
matters as to which he cannol judge.
He wishes me to e free from excite-
ment. I shall not be so until I have
spoken frankly to you.”

«To-morrow or next day, perhaps,
Anna—when you are stronger.”

She hesitated : « Part, at least, of
what T have to tell you ought to be said
to-day—now. You yourself will think
so when you shall have heard it. [
entreat you by our love.”

“ My own darling! Not another
word ! You were always wiser than I,
especially when moved by impulse so
strong as this. It shall he as you say.”

“«Thank you !’ extending her arms to
him. Sydenbam kissed her ferventy.
She lay quiet for a little while. Then,
in a low voice :

«I have been thinking of the life we
have spent together., Light years—yes,
day after to-morrow : did that oceur to
you. Frank dear ?—eight years since you
gave me your name; nearly two years
more since 1 first knew you! Do you
know what you have been to me all these
yvears? Do you know what the summer
rajn is to the parched soil 2—what the
sun is to the flowers ? T wish you could
feel, just as I do this day, how happy—
how happy I have been! Ten years!
and, except those few dark weeks when
we watched by my dear mother's bed-
side and saw her pass away, not a cloud !
1 wonder if you know how happy you
have made me—hour by hour, day by
day. T had a glad thought always near
me. It went to sleep on my breast at
night ; and in the moraing, through my
first waking consciousness, it whispered
to me that yor were there. Ever
throughout the day, in the midst of

other thoughts, there hovered about me |

a sense as of some good news—a feel-
ing that I had something to rejoice at—
vague—as it were veiled—while my mind
was occupied with daily duties, but in
the intervals of these coming over nie
like a bit of sunshine through an open-

ing in fleecy clouds. At night again—
the last thing—it was a sweet sense of
protection and of peace. That golden
thought, running through the whole
tenor of my life—embellishing, enriching
-—ah, friend, lover, husband; you maust
always remember, come what wil, that
it was the consciousness of your pres-
ence. of your love, of your ceaseless,
priceless care.  Whatever happens, pro-
mise me—for my sake-—for my sake, my
own beloved—promise me that you will
never forget this [

Sydenham tried in vain to control liis
emotion, «“Anna, Anna” he cried,

. «why do you say this to me—why now ?

You are betier, quicter, the fever is
abating—""

«1f 1 could spare you this blow—if
I could! But, whether I am here be-
side you, or whether [ am waiting for
you—"  She hesitated ; then, in a lower
voice—# waiting for you where separa-
tions are nol—it ought to gladden your
life that you have procured such a life
of gladness for me.” A life, Frank \—a
whole life! More than the happiness
of a lifetime was crowded into these
vears, How often, as they passed, has
my heart cried out, +What am I, that
my cup should have been filled to over-
flowing 777

The husband was utterly unmanned.
He felt what her premonitions were.
They might biing about their own fulfill-
ment! «1 beseech you,” he cried, «hy
the love that has been more to me than
life—-1 beseech you, cast from you these
terrible thoughts., You must not leave
me, Anna—you st not!”

“«Would 1 go if T might stay with
you——and Lela?” The voice was calm,
instinct with speechless affection, but
calm, with scarcely a tremble in it tones:
the Ditterness of death was past, «1
have been thinking over it lying here:
it is not terrible, but I must tell you
just the truth.  That wine you gave me
when my senses returned, and through
the first night, did me so much good,
Frank. I thought then I might recover.
I dare say Dr. Lo Piceolo is a skillful
man, and I have always heard that in
case of an accident like mine one ought
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to be bled. But when he bled me the | have duties in the conntry, Frank. 1

first day my life seemed to go out with
the red stream ; there was—oh, such a
sinking of heart and spirit!, When the

fever came 1 feit a little stronger; but

afler the sccond bleeding 1 knew—1I felt
—you must not weep, Frank dartling;
this is a world where Death must be—
where all we love lives but by his for-
bearance. If you had gone first—you
must remember this that I am going to
tell you, Frank, and you must forget
that evening of my weakness and my
forebodings, and that prayer of Tekla's
—ves, if you had gone first, I should
have waited patiently: 1 should have
lived for our littdle Lela—and so must
you I }

The strong man shook like a ehild.
My burden is greater than I can bear.”
That was his one feeling for the moment.
But he was awakened to a sense of its
selfishizess by the increasing helplessuess

" of the sufferer. The effort scemed to

have quite exhausted her. Even the
hectic flush was fading, He adminis-
tered a stimulant.

That revived her for the moment.
Alas! for the moment only! Each time
that the remedy was resorted to the
effect was feebler and more brief. There
was, indeed, much less pain, but the
pulse indicated a sinking condition of
the system. Was her instinct in regard
to the Dblood-letting correct? Had it
drained the vital energies? At all events,
relief from pain and fever had come.too
late—had come when there was no longer
forcedo rally.  Even to Sydenham, hop-
ing against conviction, this became ap-
parent, Yet she continued to speak to
him from time to time.

How often, in after years, did the
husband call to mind the -beautiful
thoughtfulness for himself and for others
evinced by his dying wife! She seemed,
especially, to have considered every
minute detail connected with the welfare
of her child—its culture, physical, men-
tal, - spiritual.  Never had her imind
seemed more clear, « Do not fear
to bring her up in the country,” she

said: «simple goodness is better than f
And  you |

briliant  accomplishment.

have been thinking of that large Chis-
kauga property of yours. You told me
there is a willage there, How much
you might do for these people ! I think
you neglected them for me : that theught
came to me last night. It came to me
from—" She seemed in doubt whether
to proceed, adding after a pause: « Do
you remember a text about dreams,
Frank P’

« When you are better, dearest, we
will talk of it: do not trouble yourself
about.such things now.”

¢ Trouble I  The old fire lighted up
the beautiful eyes once more. + Trou-
ble! A, the brightness, the unspeak-
able beauty I Then in a lower voice:
«@ saw mother there. Nay!” as she
noted her husband’'s startled, uneasy
look——¢ fouch my pulse: see if 1 am
not calm, quiet.  In my dream mother
said: ¢ You are coming to me ;" and her
eyes seemed to say: «We shall be so
happy ' Then I got the impression,
though 1 don't remember the words,
that she told me not to be sorry for you,
for you would do so much good after I
was gone. 1 try to do as she bade me ;
but if you busy yourself about thinking
and caring for others, who is to think -
and to care for you? If dear Lela were
onty older! She will be such a comfort
to you, some day.”

#«Oh, Anna, 1 cannot bear to hear
you talk thus, as if it were all irrevoca-
bly fixed ; and it was but a dream.”

« My poor Frank! If you comd but
have Deen with me in that glorious
dream! Think! I shall bave every-
thing there éuf you. And after a little
while—-a little while, dear——when your
task is ended—then you, too, will find
out that as we approach the Eternal
Stream flowing between us and the sum-
mer-land, soft airs are wafted over to us,

“and sweet voices come fo us from the

other shore. Oh, Frank, try to be
happy till then. " One of us Jtad to go
first, darling. Do you grudge it to
me " ‘

Thus, withl hédr loving words and
her sweet faith, that brave soul sought,
even 1o the end; to wean the mourner,

’
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about to be left on the hither shore, from
the indulgence of his grief.  And not in
vain was this last labor of love, Even
in those supreme moments he came to
think of her not as lost, but as going
home the first: he came to realize that
though, for both, there was a terrible
parting here, for her there was a joyful
greeting beyond.  And in long after
years she, being dead, vet spake. The
balm of her parting words brought com-
fort and calm to many 2 lonely hour.

Toward midnight she became very
fecble, having scarcely strength to ask
that she might be moved before the win-
dow that opened on the lake. The same
Lrilliant moon, the same track of radiance
over the dark-blue niirror, as on the
night of Anna's presentiments.  She
gazed dreamily on the calm eflulgence of
the scene. and, pointing to the streak of
light, « It is not brighter,” she said
faintly to Sydenbam, « than the path be-
fore me.” Then graduaily she sank into
a stupor. Half an hour after she seemed
to awake for a moment, with just strength
to draw her husband to her arms and to
whisper, «Not for long, dear love—not
for long ! Her last words of comfort
to him who had made the happiness of
ker life.

The trance-like conditien into which
she immediately relapsed continued until
thit earliest hour of the morning when
so many have passed away. Then she
stitred a little, her lips moved, but she
recognized no one.  After a time a sera-
phic expression lit up her features.
What she saw, what she felt, we can
never know. Except on the brink of
the Dark River eye hath not seen it nor
ear heard.  She threw up her arms as
in welcome, « Mother! mother!” she
cried, in tones of tender exultation.
Then the arms saunk slowly, crossing
themselves on the breast. The look of

ecstasy faded into one mingl&i@IF.calm |

joy and holy affection, and  of* penee
passing all understanding. And that
ineffable expression—earnest of another
world—lingered there long after the glad
spirit, freed from -earthly surroundings,
had passed to better regions, there to
take up its etlernat abode.

A little way up the Monte Monterone,
on a small, picturesque, secluded plateau
overlooking the placid lake —vineyard
and olive grove around—there stands,
inscribed with the single word ANNA, a

simple monument of purest white mar- -

ble. Never was earthly minister of good-
ness and beauty laid to rest in a lovelier
spot.

CHAPTER VII,
FROM BAVENO TO CHISKAUGA.

One of Anna’s last requests to Syd-
enham was that he should spend some
time in passing through Italy with Leo-
line. She foresaw the. dreary void, to
il which, at first, change of scere and
the healthy excitements of travel are
among the best appliances ; but all she
had said to him was, « It is my mother's
country, and I should like my child to
see it.”

For most children of Leoline’s age
the impressions thus received would have
been evanescent, but in het case many
of them were never effaced. She was
not as far advanced as girls of seven
often are in the usual branches of edu-
cation. Ier parents, noting her quick-
ness and eagerness {o learn, had deemed
it wise to restrain rather than stimulate
her ambition. But her mental faculties
and her powers of observation were of
no common order. and her exuberant
spirits were shaded at times by a dash
of thoughtfulness rare in one so young,
This last bad been increased by her
mother’s death and the incidents there-
with connected.

It was touching, even if it sometimes
called forth a smile, to witness the sort
of charge the little thing now took of
her father, anticipating his wants and
seeking to allay the impatience of his
first grief. The day before they left
Baveno he had shut himsell up in his
room, abandened to thoughts of the
heart-solitude that lay before him.  She
stole quietly in, sat down beside him
without a word, and slid her hand into
his, At first he scarcely noticed her,
but, as she looked up with mute sym-

pathy in her face, he took her on his
knee and kissed her in a passionate
burst of grief. She wiped his eyes with
her handkerchief, and then startled him
by saying,

« Dono' you cry, papa dear. It will
make mamma so sorry I -

« Your mamma, my child? She is
gone—"" Co

< Yes, 1 know she is not here. She
is up among the angels. She told me
she was going there, to see grandmam-
ma ; and she said I mustn’t cry after she
was gone, because that would make her
sorry, up there, in heaven.”

Sydenham called to mind that hour
which the dying mother had speat alone
with her cbild. Lela’s simple words
strangely affected him.

“ Pmgoing to see her, some day,
mysel)” she pursued, a sweet gravity on
the young face. « Mamma promised if
I was good and took care of you, and
tried to make you not sorry, that when I
was bigger 1 shoula come and be with
her and grandmamma; and after that
she would never go away and leave us
any more.”

And then she startled him again with

the sudden question: « Papa, don’t you
think mamma sees us #’ :

While Sydenham hesitated for an
answer,.the ¢hild added :

& Because, it she can't see us from up
there, how would she know whether I
cried or not.  Don’t the angels see us
and take care of us, papa

How these little creatures with their
daring questions sometimes  stir up

problems that the wisest among us thay,

fail to solve ! And yet we talk to them
so heedlessly, and often say in their
hearing what we little think they are
noting and  treasuring up for future
thought.

Sydenham’s nature was essentially
spiritual :  Spurzheim would have as-
cribed to him a large organ of venera-
tion; but his religion had so far heen
rather a feeling than a system, and he
had given little attention to doctrinal
points, Lela's questions took him en-

“tively by surprise.  He had a vague re-

collection of certain texts about minister-

s

-
»
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ing-spirits sent forth to attend on the
good, and about taking heed not to de-
spise these little ones, seeing that their
angels always behold God's face, But
he merely said, « We shall know more
about these things by and by, dear child,
Of this we are sure, that your mamma
is happy.”.

«Then don’t let us be sorry, papa
darling. Mamma wouldn't be sorry if
she knew we were happy, would she ?”

Anna’s influence was reaching her
husband already for good. The ideas
which Lela, in her unconscious sim-
plicity, had aroused within bhim tended
to soothing and tranquillity,

At Milan, one day, as they returned
from wvisiting that elaborate wonder, the
cathedral, Sydenham received a letter,
which, by calling up old associations and
bringing befare his mind the needs and
the griels of others, had an effect whole-
somely distractive. It was dated from
Chiskauga, and was from an old and
very dear friend, Eliza Pembroke, say-
ing that her husband had died suddenly,
six months before ; that, feeling her own
death to be approaching, she had very
anxious thoughts about her only remain-
ing child, Celia, then ten years old ; and
that her sister Alice Hartland, wife of a
gentleman who had settled at Chiskauga,
lad strongly advised her to write to him.

« You were always a favorite of hers,”
the letter continued. «She and I re.
member so well the happy years of child-
hood we spent with you. Do yor still
recall our going to school together—
how you used to aid us in our tasks—
how you used to join in the quict sports
which were alf that the strict discipline
of Friends approved or permitted ?

«To you, the friend and companion
of those peaceful days, 1 now come for
counsel, and—in case my Celia, left
an orphan, should ever find herself in
trouble~for aid and kindness to hLer;
and [ am sure that my appeal will not
beé in vain.

# The report is—how true I know not
—that after a few years you may settle
in Chiskauga. At all events, some day
or other your large possessions here will
probably atiract you to the place. But
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in case of my death, I expect to leave
my daughier here. 1 have, as you know,
no brother, nor any sister except Alice.
Her husband, Thomas Hartland, seems
Celia’s natural guardian, and her aunt’s
house her natural home. 1 know you
will like my gitl: a helter or warmer-
hearted child cannot be found.  She has
never given me an hour’s uneasiness in
her life.  Hartland is an estimable cha-
racter, to whom I can confidently en-
trust my daughter’s property ; Dbut he
ts cold and impassive, and there’will be
little sympathy, 1 fear, between the uncle
and niece. On the other band, Alice
will be a mother to my child. _And there
is another reason why I select Hartland
as a guardian, and why I invoke your
aid in case Celia should need it.

«There is a certain lawyer, named
Amos Cranstoun, living here—a man, I
think, without principle, whom 1 fear and
dislike. He wormed himself; I know not
how, into my husband’s confidence, and
cven on his death-bed Yrederick cone
jured me to do nothing to irritate or
offend him, Ile has Dheen studiously at-
tentive to us since my hushand's death,
offering to attend, without charge, 10 any
business of mine ; and 1 know no reason
why I should imagine that he might in-
jure us; yet I do. A woman's logie,
you will say, Dut Mr, Hartiand seems
to share my distrust, and I believe it
was that which finally decided me to
leave Celia in his care.”

To this letter Svdenham immediately
replied, pledging himself in the strong-
est termis to carry out Mrs. Pembroke's
wishes.

They spent the winter in Italy, chiefly
in Rome (where Sydenham met many
of his wife’s relatives, enthusiastic Car-
bonart—radical in their ideas of reform)
and in Naples, where, through letters
given him by thé Gherardi family, he
made the acquaintance of several dis-
tinguished reformers of the same stamp,

A nearer acquaintance with these
Italian  radicals somewhat weakened
Sydenham’s faith in their anticipations
of prompt success. They were of a

generous spirit, impulsive, enthusiastic,:

and had much of what the French term

flan—the dashing ardor of the South;
but they seemed to him to lack practi-
cal qualities—prudence, steadiness of

thought and of purpose, power of endur--

ance, equanimity. His confidence was
especially shalen by a confession from
one of themselves, Don Liborio Libetta,
a distinguished Neapolitan Jawyer.

#Signor Sydenham,” he said, «T can
speak with entire confidence to you. for
vou are Anglo-Saxon, and that is a re-
liable race. We live here under one of
the worst governments in the world.
There is no security, for a single day, to
person or property, As regards persons
of any rank or influence among us, the
estimable, the intelligent, the industrious
are considered dangerous characters, and
are placed under a system of strictest
esptonage, dogyed even ta the privacy of
their houses, tracked by spies, day and
night ; while the worthless and indolent,
the spendthrift, the debauchee, are re-
garded as safe and inoffensive persons,
and are left at Hberty, without anhoyance
frem the pelice.”

« 50 bad as that £7

wlt is the settled rule of policy—a
premium, you see, on vice. The influ-
ence of such a system is terribly cor-
rupting—so corrupting, you think, per-
haps, that it ought to fall, in this nine-
teenth century, by its own weight. It
ks aroused the indignation of every
man friendly to bhuman rights. But,
alas | we have no trustworthy bond of
union, Do you know why we do not
succeed against abuses so monstrous !
Becausc we have no confidence in one
another. 1 never feel assured that my
nearest friend may not betray me to death.
‘The iron, as cne of yvour English writers
expresses it, has entered into our souls.
It is terrible to say, but we have no
TRUTH among us.” '

«Terrible indeed I”

« And the result will be, that i, one
of these days, we do gel the upper
hand, we shall not have sufficient faith
in each other te retain it,”

Three years afterward—during the
revolutionary uptisings of 1848—Don
Liborio’s words were verified,

Naples, in its physical aspeet, had a
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heneficent effect on Sydenham. What
a drive was that he took with Leoline on
the far-famed Strade Nwova, ]eading in
and out along the rock-bound, vineyard-
clacl shore to DBaia—city of wonderful
relics! The atmosphere, marvelous in
its transparency, throngh which distant
objects showed preterpaturally distinet;
the matchless bay, dotted with fairy is-
Linds—Capri, Ischia, Procida, Nisida—
its waters Iying in dreamy, glittering
quict, sharing (Fancy suggested) the na-
tional languor, in that they were stirred
not even by heave of tide : then, as noble
background, a lofty Apennine range, with
Monte Sant® Angelo, cloud-capped, for a

.summit ; and, more than all and seen

from every turn of the road, the purple,
fava-encrusted cone of Vesuvius, awaking
a thousand memories ; the smoke sul-
lenly rising from its summit, a reminder
ol the power to destroy that slumbers
Leneath.  All this made up 2 combina-
tion of natural beauty so wondrous and
so varicd that it took captive the gsenses
as by a spell.  Sydenhbam. charmed and
soothed, felt little inclined to treat as
hyperbole an encomium which he called
to mind by a native poet, whose remains
they had passed during the morning’s
drive—Sanpazzaro, who, in allusion to
the city of Parthenope and its surround-
ings, spoke of that region of enchant-
ment, as
“ U pezzo di clelo, caduto in terea” #

Nor was it inanimate beauty on which,
during theirstay here, the travelers looked.
The country breathed of the past. His-
tory was written all over it—over its
ruins (once filled with Roman luxury
and stained with Roman viee) of palace
and temple and bath-—the bath rivaling
the temple in magnificence ; over its
tombs and its stalues and its buried
cities, now uncovered to modern gaze ;
over picturesque Naples itself, with
hackground of rock and precipitous
hill, sprinkled with charming villas and
surmounted by castle and monastery.

And that was history, of which some
of the stone-leaves date back. not only
to the heyday of Roman splendor, or

* A bit of heaven, dropped down upon carth,

even to the times when Xerxes led his
many-nationed host, with Lybian war-
ch&riots and Arabfan camels, against as-
tounded Greece, but toa period of which
the records were. ancient history to
Nero and to Xerxes—to an epoch be-
fore Homer wrote or Achilles fought.
Through a dark grotto, partially invaded

by water, Sydenham and Lela were con-

veyed, on the backs of guides, to a stone
platform, the resting-place, they were as-
sured, of the Sybil who prophesied the
destruction of Troy. The long record
stretches back full three thousand years.

They returned, by way of Marseilles
and Paris, to England, After a brief
stay at Acquabella, Sydenham’s thoughts
reverted to Chiskauga; and there came

“to him, as a behest, Anna’s dying words :

« How much good you might do these
people! I think you neglected them
for me.” - In spité of the entreaties of
Mr, Selbourne and his sons, with whom
lela was a petted favorite, Sydenham
embarked for Ametica, spent some
months, detained by business, in Phila-
delphia, and then set out for the village,
where he had determined to take up his
permanent abode. He was accompanied
by a widowed sister, Hannah Clymer,
one of those charming persons, not par-
ticularly bright, but instinct with benevo-
lence, who «think no evil,” and see, in
every character, only its brightest side,

In Chiskauga, Sydenham found many
changes. Mrs. Pembroke had died, leav-
ing Ler daughter under Mr, Hartland's
guardianship. A French physician, Dr.
Meyrac, exile from his native country
because of political opinions, had settled
in the place. Another new-comer was
Mrs. Mowbray, an officer’s widow in
limited circumstances, with one child, a
boy, whom she greatly indulged. The
business of the neighbarhood was slowly
but 'steadily increasing. A flonr-mill,
recently erected three or four miles
west of the village on a rapid stream
called Chewauna Creek, was in success-
ful operation.

He found also, much to his satisfac-
tion, that an old and vajued iriend, Mr,
Harper, a man equally benevolent, simple-
hearted, learned and eccentric, was settled
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in tiie place as Presbyterian clergyman,
One of Sydenbam's earliest recollections
of this guileless enthusiast was the re-
ceiving a visit from him when he (5yd-
enham) was but seventeen years of age.

« My voung friend,” said the good
man, -1 like you, You are earnest, in-
dusirious, persevering; and 1 have re-
marked in you a reverence for sacred
things  which, alas! is rare in this
thoughtless age. Have you facility in
learuing languages 7

Svdenham replied that his teachers
had weuvally thought so; that it was a
Lranch of study he had always liked;
that he had obtained some facility in
speaking French, and was now studying
German.

“ Ah, voung man, these are but pro-
fane studies, not to be despised in their
place, yet as dust in the balance com-
pared fo graver matters, Are you a
good Latin and Greek scholar 27

“{reek, no: I am but an indifferent
Hellenist; but T believe my knowledge
of Latin is fair.”

« T offer 1o yeu, my dear young friend,
an entrance into bigher regions,  Come
and study Hebrew with me.  Thus shall
you have the key to golden treasures.
The writings of man are full of error
and uncertainty.  Come to me and we
will study together the words of God,
not as fallible men have translated them,
but pure as they came from the great
original Source. 1 do not ask you to
come as a pupil, for 1 do not take pupils,
but as a son to his father. It shall be
to me a labor of Jove.”

Sydenham Dhad difficulty in parrying
this covdial offer, - He urged his law-
studies, on which he had to depend for
a livelihcod, and the propriety of first
completing the branches of philology he
hiad begun. It pained him to reject a
proposal so evidently made in generous
simplicity of heart.  «In after years,
perhaps,” he said, more in expression
of gratitude, however, than with serious
intention of ever seeking to mastet the
Hebrew tongue, « he might be in a bet-
ter siwation to accept such kindness.”

Thirteen vears had elapsed since then,
whitening good Mr. Harper's hair—for

he was now approaching (hreescore—
but leaving unchanged his primitive pe-
culiarities and his pure and simple beart.

Ovn making acquaintance with Dr,
Meyrac, Sydenham found that he, also,
was an original in his way. The follow-
ing anecdote transpired through Madame
Meyrac, a quiet, methodical, painstaking,
well-dressed, well-mannered person, who
ruled her own houschold rigidly, except
that, in matters of importance, she was
fain to let her spouse have his own way,

The doctor’s health was usually good,
but in case of casual indisposition, t¢
which he was liable, it was remarkeéd
that he never called in the aid of any
of his brethren of the profession.  Aboud
a year, however, before he left Paris he
was taken seriously ill; and madame
preposed to send for a doctor, an inti-
mate friend of theirs. To this, as usual,
he positively objected. The wife watched
and nursed her husband with her utmost
skill, but the symptoms, fever especially,
remained unabated. One morning, when
Meyrac was evidently worse, madame
said 1o him :

« My friend, this will not do. Your
case is gelling beyond my experience
and management, and you know you
have often told me that a man who in-
sists on doctoring Limself in a serious
case bhas a fool for a patient. 1 must
send for our good Montfaucon.”

«1 thought,” replied the sick wman,
very politely, «to have already adver-
tised you, my dear, more than once, that
I do not desire to have any docter
attending upon me "

«In an ordinary case, dear friend,
very well; and you will do me the justice
to admit that I have hitherto always
obeyed your wishes on this point. But
the symptoms, this morning, are very
serious : 1 cannot take the responsibility
of waiting longer. I must absolutely
send for Dr. Montfaucon, in whom I
know you have confidence.”

« Before doing so, dear Elise,” said
her husband in his quietest tone, «do
me the favor to ring the bell”” Madame
obeyed and the servant appeared,

« Jean,” said his master, «in my study,
over the fireplace, you will find my pis-
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tols. Have the gooduess to take them
down carefully and bring them to me.
And—a moment, Jean ; that is not all—
in the left-hand drawer of my escritoire
there is a powder-flask and a small
package of baits.  Bring them algo.”

« My God I said the terrified wife in
an undertone, ‘his brain is disturbed.”
Then to the sick man: « Dear husband,
but this is madness. What can you
possibly want with pistols, lying here
on a sick-bed #? :

« Montfaucon is a good fetlow, and I

should be very sorry to do him harm. -

But if youn really insist upon sending for
him, my dear wife, and if he enters that
door 1o prescribe for me,’I shall blow
his brains out: that is all.”

« Just Heavens !” cried Madame Mey-
rac, now thoroughly alarmed. «Rest
tranquil, my husband: if you feel so

strongly opposed to having medical ad-
vice, be assured I shall respect your

wishes,”

«As you will, Elise ; but,” turning to
the servant, «let me have my pistols,
Jean, at any rate.” ‘

No doctor was sent for, and Meyrac
slowly recovered. On the first day he
was able to leave his bed, « You are an
admirable sick-nurse,” he said to his

_wife, kissing her on the forehead, «If

all men were as fortunate as I, my dear
Elise, we poor blunderheads would make
but a sorry living.”

The villagers generally were friendly
and social; and without other division
of class or caste among them save that
which superior cultivation and informa-
tion naturally bring about.

Sydenham resoived to make his future
home among them. 1n selling out some
of his lands adjacent to Chiskauga, he
had made reservation of a smal! farm of
fifty or sixty acres, west of the village ;
partly valiey-land, but chiefly picturesque
hills—an old clearing, on which the tree-
stumps had already decayed, and which
ran back to the original forest.  During
a former visit to the place he had picked
out a piece of table land, half-way up the
hills ; and, intending some day to build

tiere, had had it planted out with clumps
of shade trees. .

4

Here he erected a dwelling of moder-
ate size. The material was a fine-
grained freestone, from the New Red
Sandstone formation, found in a qoarry
which Sydenham had discovered on a
tract of his {orest-land at no great dis-
tance. The style he selected was the
Nerman, but in its later and lighter
phase, prevailing during the twelfth cen-
tury—simple semi-circular openings with-
out trackry, but with labels of the same
form, and bold corbel-courses devoid of
the grotesque ornamentatjion with which
our ancestors were wont to disfigure
them; several sharp-pointed gables; en
one side a slender campanile tower, with -
pointed roof and an Italian air about it ;
beneath it a handsome entrance, en-
riched on the jambs with a succession
of small, receding pillars. ’

The variety of freestone selected had
this peculiarity, that, when first quarried,
it was comparatively soft, working freely
before the chisel, and thus was readily
carved into ornaments; while by expo-
sure it gradually indurated almost to the
hardness of granite. DBut Sydenham was
not betrayed by this facility of orna-
mentation'into the eliborate. The outer
finish was in rough-tooling. A few grace-
ful leaves or flowers on the lower points
of the corbels and as capitals for the
dwarf pillars peculiar to this style, a
circular window with radiating mullions
in the principal gable; a few carved
finials—that was nearly all the architect-
ural luxury he indulged in.

The tint of the material accorded well
with the manner, being & lilac-gray, the
shade which ladies, in their dresses, call
ashds of roses. All this gave to the
dwelling, at a distance, a quaint and
somewhat grave and old-fashioned aspect.
Nearer, it had a look of substantial grace,
its fine proportions and beauty of out-
line giving warrant of a pure and culti-
vated taste.

Nor did the interior belie the external
promise. It had an air of welcome about.
it. No gilding, no glitter; no buhl nor
ormolu; no unwieldy tables with cold
marble tops, irksome to move, unfit to
write upon ; no huge mirrors ; no leng,
heavy brocatelle curtains excloding the
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Jlightof day ; no gaudy silk damasks too
fine to- ljunge on; but, in variety of
form, casf-clrigs “and sofas inviting to
rest; coz{"s&dts in oriel windows, sug-
gestive of téte-2-tétes ; furniture to Jast
a lifelime—solid oak and walnut and
rosewood ; in-the heats of summer cov-
ered Wit gay chintzes that looked conl
ere one sat down,—in keeping with the
India matting beneath the fect: during
the chills of winter with warm colors-—
maroons, scarlets, dark crimsons and the
like—imparting, through the eye. a genial
glow as one entered the rooms-—an effeet
which was heightened by adoption of the
Euvropean fancy of portidres, or door
drapery, corresponding in color to the
curtains and carpets, these last bearing
no huge, gorgeous, mimic nOSCEays, but
being of a uniform tint, with small stars
or single flowers spotting the surface,

For the rest, the works of art adorn-
ing the walls were choice, rather than
of great cost. Of statuary there was
but a single example: a terzino statue
(scarcely half life-size), in fanltless white
marble, of Eve, by Angelini of Naples.
It was a charming figure, admirable in
form and proportion, eminently woman-
Iy, and with a certain youthful dignity
ahout it--a fit embodiment of the Mother
of Mankind, She is seated on a mossy
bank, at her feet the roses of Paradise.
By her side is the serpent, in her hand
the apple; but she dees not look at
either.  She is gazing into vacant space
—an absent, thought{ul expression, as if
she were inguiring of the future touch-
ing the godlike knowledge of good and
evil. It seemed as if one could inter-
pret the expression and anticipate the
direful result.

This little statue was in the parlor,
set in a niche built expressly to receive
it, and liced with maroon velvet, against
which the purity of the marble showed
with excellent effect.

Then there were two or three land-
scapes by American artists of celebrity ;
also a small Turner, one sea-piece by
Achenbach, anather by Isabey; several
carefully-execited copies in oil of cele-
brated pictures 3 and, scatlered all over
the house, choice engravings executed in
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the first style of art,  Almost all of these
last illustrated some sentiment. One
of them, entitled & The Gentle Warn-
ing,” represented a young gitl, in ancient
costume, standing, with self-cenvicted
air, before a table at which sat an elderly
lady-—mother or aunt, one may suppose
—witls a charming face; an open letter
on the table before her to which she was
pointing, but raising her eves, the while,
to the face of the fair culprit with such
a look of love and gentle sorrow that
one could almost hear the mild weords of
tender remenstrance she was addressing

“to ber.  Another, hanging over the fire-

place of Sydenham’s study—setting forth
the great truth that the poor assist the
poor—was an engraving by Jouanin of
Dubufe’'s well-known « Denier de la
Vedve.”  All the rooms, by the way,
had open fireplaces, the fuel being sup-
plied from the neighboring forest. How
cheetful and home-like thal primitive

wood-fire’s hlaze !

A special fancy of one of the inmates
gave, in summer especially, an additional
grace to this dwelling, Leoline’s early

passion for flowers, still unchanged, -

showed itself in the beauty and variety
of the flower-beds, chiefly cultivated by

her own hands, from the spoils of which -

it was her daily delight to decorate the
principal rooms. Every morning (in
winter from the green-house) there was
a special bouguet of the rarest—the
delicate colors daintily selected and har-
monized—for the writing-table in her
father’s study. A favorite with her, be-
cause of its odor, was the mignonetie
and this, planted in narrow boxes, she
set on the sills outside of the parlor
windows ; the summer wind, as it stirred,
bearing the faint perfume, from time to
time, over the house. One came, at last,
to associate flower and locality. «1 was
reminded of you ard of your charming
residence,” wrote an English friend ane
day to Sydenham, «by passing, the other
morning, in Covent Garden, a flower-
stall fragrant with mignonette.”

It was a pleasant retreat for a man of
letters, and now and then a select friend.

Two spare rooms only. In an Italian

villa on the Hudson, built with California

BEYOND THE BREAKERS.

gold, there are a dozen. But when Syd-

enham visited its owner, an old {riend, |

and congratulated him on his magnificent
residence, the wife said, rather sadly,
«How much I prefer yours! If we
leave these rooms untenanted, it is like
living in an empty barn. If we fill
them, it is a bustling hotel, with guests
that never pay their bills, and of which
[ am Jandlady.”

But Sydenham was more than a2 man
of letters. It was as if he heard a voice,
silent on earth except to him, saying,
“« You neglected these people for me:

when you come toy)

count of your stewy

unspoken injunction Mg :

so ten years had passed since the sad
events at Baveno.

Our reac{ers are now acquainted with
the gentleman whom Miss Cetix Pem-
broke and her aunt, Mrs. Hartland, set
out to visit. Are they content, before
learning the result of that expedition. to
go back with us, for a brief space, to
Philadelphia, and ascertain how '].:EI’EHCE
O'Reilly fared during his prison-life?




PART III.

CHAPTER VIII,
THE PRISON-CELIL.

ERENCE had clung to the one idea

that haunted him from the first: he
eould not be convicted, because he had
not taken the money, He had dwelt on
this till it assumed almost the charac-
ter of a monomania. It had sustained
him through all the varied excitements
of the trial. Even the announcement
of the verdict failed fully to dispel the
iflusion. 1t stunned him. He scarcely
took in its import. He was but partially
roused even when asked if he had any
reasons to give why judgment should
not be pronounced against him. He
gazed vacantly at the jury, then at the
judge. And it was not until the latter
added, in a compassionate tone, « Have
you nothing to say, prisoner ¥’ that he
broke forth:

«But 1 didn’t do it, judge. Andisit
to prison you're sending me? They
don’t send innocent men to prison. I
don’t care for the money. Let the lying
scoundrel have it, since he swears it is
his; but for the Lord’s suke, judge,
don’t be after sendin' me to prison.
What will Norah do? And the poor,
heipless childher? Is it a thief you'd
make me out before them and their
mother P’

5z

A shriek from 2 distant corner of the
court-room, and some one cried out,
«A woman has fainted.”” Terence made
a fruitless attempt, arrested by the officer
in attendance, to rush from the dock,
then sunk his head on his hands, with a
desperate effort at composure,  But that
shriek had stirred the depths of his warm
and passionate nature. A stinging sense
of shame and pride came over him—in
vain. His loud sobs, heard all over the
court-room, awcke hearty sympathy in
the bystanders, One or two of the
jurors repented their verdict.

Nine months’ imprisonment was the
sentence. The seventeen eagles wete

paid over to the witness, Cassiday, and’

the rest returned to Terence, who, after
brief delay, was conveyed to Moyamen-
sing prisomn.

The preliminaries which preceded his
actual incarceration produced a terrible
effect on the high-spirited young fellow.
First, his hair was closely cut; then he
was put in the scales and his weight
carefully recorded in a book kept for the
purpose ; next he was measured, and his
exact height set down in the same
official record. Then he was stripped:
all marks or scars found on his person
were noted and minutely registered. To
this was added his complexion, together
with the color of his hair and eyes, his
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age, his birth-place (alas ! alas 1}, the date
of his conviction, August 24, and full
particulars of his offence. Finally his
prison-dress was put on, and his prison-
number assigned him—two hundred and
thirty-seven.

It is difficult for us, in these compara-
tively enlightened times, to realize what
the suffering of some poor wretch con-
demned to the « geiwe furfe ef dure” may
have been, when conveyed from the tor-
ture-chamber to a medizval dungeon,
Yet I doubt if it much exceeded the men-

e agony endured by Terenee when

consigned to the solitary cell which Lote
his number.
He wa# past all complaint now, or

cutward demonstration of gricf 1t |

seemed to him as if he had  bLeen
stripped of his very identity.  1is for-
mer life had gone out, and, in its stead.
had come up a despiscd and to-be-
avoided thing—a felon, weighing so
much, measuring so much, marked or
scarred so and so; and all this set down
as a man records the brand he has se-
lected with which to stamp his cattle, so
that each animal may be recognized for
ever.as his own. It was all done and
settled. It could never, in this world,
be undone, any more than one can
unlive the day that is past.

If he could only go to sleep and wake
no more ! Norah was far better without
him. His children too. If he died
naw, people might forget to cast it up to
them that, they had had a thief for a
father. Norah might marry a decent
man and change her name, and that
would help to bury the past. He hated
his new self, It had no business here.

It could be of no use to anybody. Why
should he live ?

Two days after Terence’s incarcera-
tion, Mr. Kullen, the prison-agent, called.
#Anything new P he-asked the under-
keeper, a good-natured fellow, Walter
Richards.

“Yes, a young man, nine months for
theft, whe bas not tasted food or water
since he came—two days and two nights
now, ! shouldp't wonder if he died.”

# What's the matter with him ?”

« Well, I don’t know. A stout fellow,
too, but looks as if he had lost every
friend he ever had in the world. I
could get nothing out of him, say what
I would, except that he didn’t want to
eat or drink, for it -was no use. I wish
yowd see him—two-thirty-seven.”

« What's his name? Has he a family i

« Terence O'Something: Irish, from
Cannaught, T think. M'lrried and two
children, He needs looking after.”

« Il sce him at once.”

He found. the prisoner seated on his
pafict, listless, with the look of a man
ahandoned to his fate, seeming to notice
nothing, not even the arrival of his
visitor. On a small table near by, his din-
ner, untouched.  Kuollen drew up a chair
andd sat eyeing him for some time ‘in
silenve .

« You have not eaten anything for two
days: that is very wrong.”

The other just lifted his eyes to the
agent's face, but without a word. .

“You have no right to throw away
your Jife. No man has—least of all one

.who has a wife and children.”

He started—that touched him,

«You don’t look like a coward; but
nebody except a coward gives up and
forsakes those that have a right to his
help.”

“An’ is it a thief can help wife or
childher ?”

“«You're a thief, then

Terence started up, deflantly; then
sank feebly back again on his bed.
« Didn’t the jury say I was? And why
shouldn’t he 7 as if speaking to himself.

« Maybe the jury mistook ¥’

1t was the first drop of balm to fl*at
bruised spirit. «Are there pecple that
think juries mayhap mistake 7’ he asked,
hesitatingly.

«I do. TI've known many such
cases.” ‘

«Thin the Lord above be blessed

that sint ye here. It’s no good now,

but it comes grateful to a man, anyway.” -
«Why is it no good now "
«Pm no good. There's only ome
thing 1 can do for Norah and the

childher.”?

« What's that 7
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« To git out o' their way. I'm a dis-
grace to them.”

Kullen moved the table, with the un-
tasted meal, toward him. Wistiully, for
a moment, the man eyed the food : then
his face hardenmed. «Ye're losia’ yer
time,” he said, feebly: «1 don’t want
to talk about it.”

« Are you innocent of this ¢crime ?”

“ Where's the use in tellin’ you? In
a day or two DI'll be afore the Great
Judge, He knows, JWH be all right
then.”

« And if He asks you, as He asked
Cain about his brother Abel, what you've
done with Norah and the children, wili
you tell Him that you were not their
keeper 27

w He knows better nor to ax me that.
He heerd the jury, and the judge on the
bench too, set me down for a thicf,
He saw them men here, when they tick-
eted me in their blasted book for a jail-
bird, and weighed me and measured me,
and wrote down every mole and freckle
on me body as if I'd been a dumb baste,
only fit for the shambles. And He

- knows that, after all that, I’li niver be
aught but a millstone around the necks
o’ Norah and themn Labes.”

« If you're innocent, Terence — and
you look te me like an innocent man-—
that can be proved; and then they’ll take
it ail back: they'll write down, in the same
big hook, that it was all a mistake, and
that you were found out to De no thief
at all; and then nobody can say you
ever were a thief. And why can't you
help Norah and the children then

« I'm not strong to argufy with ye,”
the poor fellow sighed : « the spirit’s all
gone out of me. Dut it's not a bit of
use, no more than the wind that blows.
Ye dida’t hear Mister Bagster ?”

« No: I wasn't at the trial.”

«Thin it's no use, I tell ye, at all, at
all.  If the angel Gabr’el, with his wings
on, had come down and stood afore that
jury, he never could have spoke better,
or done more, nor Mister Bagster did,
If %e couldn't get me out of it, there
isn’t a livin' soul that can come near
it-”

«1 have no doubt he said all that

could be said: 1 know Bagster, and
there is'nt a better man before a jury at
our bar; but as for what he did—how
many days had he to prepare the case *

« Three days the judge alowed him.”

« Three days ! No wonder they con-
victed you. Come, Terence: 1 dare say
it will all come out right yet. But you
must eat that dinner.”

« Mister—"’

« Kullen’s my name.”

« Yo mean the air thing by me, Mis-
ter Kullen; and ye're a good man to
come and speak to a peor devil as ye've
spoke to me. DBut ye can niver do but
one thing for me. Maybe ye'll do that.”

« Anything I can, I'li do.”

« Thin lock a bit to Norah and them
childher when I'm gone. But you
mustn’t never let the lassie know 1
wouldn’t ate: let her think it was the
jail-sickness that did it. Tell her God
knowed she’d be far better off without
the likes of me. It would break the
dear heart of her if she thought I wanted
to lave her and the two childher, And
God, He knows [ never did I'd stay
here and work my fingers to stumps,
though there whsn't a stlLL to the fire or
a blte to the table, if T didn’t know that
the very scum o’ the street can throw it

up to her, any day, that she has a thief -

for a husband. IMye think I could
stand that—me, that loves her as dearly
this blessed day as when the darlin’ first
tould me she'd never have nobody but
myself in ali the wide world, and that
she didn’t care no more for that scamp
of a Rory that was always coortin’
round her nor she did for the worm that
crawls 7

Kullen could not restrain a smile, but
the prisoner did not notice it.  Arxiety
and excitement, and, latterly, lack of
food, had done their work. He sank on
the bed, adding, in a half whisper: «1
never couid stand that, and I won't try.”

The agent, deeply touched, propped
the poor fellow’s head on the piliow, ar-
ranged the bed comnfortably, and then
sat looking at him, lost in thought.
« Terence,” he said at last, « you're very
lonely here: that’s not good for you.
I'm at leisure this afternoon, 1 want to

t

BEYOND THE BREAKERS.

tell you a story, It will help to pass
the time.”

«It's very kind o’ ye, Mister Kullen.
But it’s no sort ¢’ matter now about

« But if T like to tell it to you

«The Lord reward ye.”

«It’s about Africa. You've heard of
the slave-trade P

« Not much,” said Terence, listlessly.

«It's worlh hearing about. It lasted
a vevy, very long time—three hundred
and fifty years, If you should ever read
about it, you'll find it’s a histery of
men and women and children that were
hunted down by soldiers. and caught and
sold. There were fifteen millions of
them—nearly half as many as there are
people in this country—twice as many
as there are in all Ireland. They had
committed no crime: nobody pretended
they had, They were not tried or con-
victed by a juclfre or a jury, but they
were all sent to pr]son — every one of
that fifteen millions.”

Terence looked up, his attention evi-
dently arrested, but it was a Jook of in-
credulity. He was probably considering
where prisons could be found for fifteen
millions of people. Mr. Kullen resumed:

« Bear in mind that this happened all
through three hundred and fifty years.
The prisohs they were sent to were
slave-ships, and the prisoners were car-
ried from Africa to America. They
were stowed away between-decks, like
$0 many herrings. A full-grown man
had fifteen inches by six feet, and ro
maore, {¢ lie upon—IJess space than they
allow a corpse in a coffin. The men
were all put in irons, fastened two and
two, and the chains locked to the deck.
Even if they had been unchained, there
wasn't room to stand up,  On the aver-
age, one of them out of every five died
on the passage and was flung overboard.
If the voyage was a stormy one, some-
times one-half died. %0 you see three
millions of people out of the fifteen mil-
lions were thrown into the sea before
they arrived. Their sufferings, from
sickness and hardship and from thirst,
were often so dreadful that many did as
you are doing, Terence-—thcy refused
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to eat, and then they were ﬂogged some-
times to death.”

«To death!” with a faint look of
astonishment. )

«Yes, Terence, to death: that's the
way they treated them when they wouldn’t
eat.”

Terence winced a little.

« When they arrived in America,”
Kullen resumed, » they .were forced to
work from sunrise to sunset, for other
people, instead of for themselves; and
if they refused, they were unmercifully
beaten,  Afterward their children and
their children’s children were compelled
to do the same thing, Yet none of that
multitude were sent to these haorrible
prison-ships, or driven by the lash to
work for other people, because they
were guilty.  They were all as innocent
as you are,”

The prisoner’s sympathy -was now
fairly enlisted.

“What I particularly wished to ex-
plain to you,” pursued Kullen, « was the
manner in which they put a stop to this
stealing and imprisoning of people that
had commitled no offence. Most of
these prison-ships were owned by Eng-
lishmen, and they took their prisoners
chiefly to Jamaica and other West India
islands, where rich English subjects had’
plantations worth millions and millions
of dollars, all worked by these forced'
laborers, On that account many very
rich people were in favor of continuing
this mode of getting lahor. But there:
were others, good and just men, mem-

bers of Parliament, who were very fine

orators ; -and they tried to get a law
passed to prevent so great a wrong. I
defence of these innocent people they
made speeches that were every bit as
good as the speeth Mr. Bagster made
when he was defending you. But these
speeches had no more effect than Mr:
Bagster’s had: -the people were sent: -
into the prison-ships, all the same:

«At last a man whose name was Clark- -
son-—Thomas Clarkson—bethouglit him-
self that if the truth could all be shown
about'the sufferings of these poor peo-
ple, the wrong would be righted, and no
more of them would be chained down,
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under hatclies, in slave-ships. He had
observed that the surest way to have
justice done to an innocent man is to
search out what really happened in his
case. Ile spent a number of years in
finding witnesses and in getting the facts
from them. FHe ferreted out the whole
history of some of these prison-ships, and
of all the cruelties that were practiced
in them. Sometimes he got such hor-
rible stories during the day that at night
his brain was hot, and he was obliged
to lay bandages soaked in cold water
over his forchead for hours before he
could get quiet and go to sleep. Lvery
day he wrote down all the bits of evi-
dence he had collected.  Afterward he
classified these and copied them out in
large books, as a merchant does his
accounts. He had a journal, with a
«complete history of the different slave-
woyages,  Then, in a great ledger, he
thad a page for every prison-ship he had
‘heard about, and short notes of all he
had heard about it—a separate page,
teo, for cach witness (whether sailor or
«captain or surgeon of one of these
ships), Where he set down all he tes-
itified and his address, so that each
man could be found and personally ex-
.amined.  He got heaps of affidavits,
itoo, from different persons. Al this
‘was so well arranged that he could lay
his hand, it a moment, on any piece of
-evidence that might be called for. When
every thing was prepared, William . Pitt,
who was Prime Minister at that time,
agreed to sce Thomas Clarkson and to
.examine the testimony he had collected.
He cruss-examined him {(as you heard
the lawyers do the witnesses on your
trial} for three or four hours. Clarkson
had his books beside him, and answered
.every question, even about the smallest
details,  without the least hesitation.
When it wis over, Mr, Pitt said to him:
¢ Mr. Clarkson, all that I can do to put
.an end to the slave-trade shall be done’
He kept his word. A law was passed
ito prevent any Euclishman from buying
men in Africa and sending them on board
-prison-slavers,

« Now, Terence, what I want you to
«observe is, that as long as men made

fine speeches, like Mr. Bagster’s, in
favor of these innocent people, it did no
good : they were still put in irons and
sent to these horrible ships. Lut when
Thomas Clarkson found out the proper
witnesses, and collected -their evidence,
and laid it before & man who had power
to make it all right, then the great wrong
that had. been done for so many years
was stopped at once.  Can you guess,
now, why I told you all this, and what
1 intend to do in your case ?”

It was a study to note the wvarious
changes that passed over the prisoner's
face, like clouds over an inclement April
sky,as Kullen gave him this brief fa-
miliar sketch of one of the greatest
episodes in the history of the world,
Like many of his class and nation, he
had hitherto cared little for the Dblack
man, and given scant attention to what
concerned his sufferings or his wrongs.
But Kullen had placed the matter before
him in a new light, and at the very time
his mind was prepared to receive it,
Adversily was enlightening him., He
was learning her lessons, bitter Dut
wholesome.  And the young man was
coming stowly back to life. To Kaullen's
question whether he guessed his inten-
tions, he replied, after a pause, « Maybe
1 do> -

«I’m not an orator,” said the other,
«! can’t draw tears from the eyes of
jurymen, as Bagster does. But I'm a
worker, like Thomas Clarkson. I am
prison-agent of this State.  It’s my duty
to look into cases like yours, Now
ltearken to what I've got to say. I've
already told you that I don’t believe you
ever took that money. If you didn't,
I'll do what living man may to find out
the truth, and clear you. If I send
you back, cleared, not a rascal of them
all will be able to say one word against
your character, unless he lies; and as to
liars, 've a notion you can attend to
their case yourself, when you get strong
again and get out.”

Terence smiled grimly, and Kullen

.went on:

« DIl do all this for you, and it shall
not cost you 2 cent—on one condition.”
«What's that 2"
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«You see I don't like 1o work for
dead men: it’s as much as I can do to
attend to the Hving. When they've
brought the jail-coffin for you and put
you ander ground, I shall kave lost all in-
terest in your case. If a man is a cow-

ard, and won't stay here to see his case |

through, and live down slander and per-
jury, and kneck down every vagabond
that insults his wife and children, he
can't expect anybody else to do it for

bhim, If the scum of the streel, as you

call them, throw it up to—"
« Norah,” suggested Terence, as Kul-
ten hesitated.

«Yes, if they ever throw it up to’

Norah that she’s a thief's wife, or 1o her
childven that they had a convict for a
father, it will be nobody’s fault but
yours. Now I want to know, once for
all, whether you're going to starve your-
self to death, or to eat that dinner ?”

Another grim smile, Terence slowly
drew the table close and cut himself a
large slice of bread. At the first mouth-
ful the animal instinct that rules a fam-
ished man came back in all its force.
He began to devour the food.

« Slowly, man, slowly ! said Kullen,
«That won’t do.  I'm going to pul you
on half rations for to-day and to-mor-
row, or we'il have you in the hespital
after that two days’ fast of yours. You'll
have time enough. You can’t track an
old fox to his hole and dig him out in a
day: then DI’ve got other cases to attend
to ‘besides yours. It will be three or
four weeks, maybe twice as many, before
I get evidence enough to satisfy Judge
Thomas,”  (The prisoner drooped at
this, and the hopeless look came over
his face again.) « Fie, man! 1Is that
all the patience and the courage you
bhave? What are six or eight weeks?
Youwll need that fime to get strong,
before you undertake the ragamuffins
that are to cast up lies to Norah and the
children,” ’

The victory was won. And although,
afterward, Terence did, now and then,
chafe' against the bars, like some caged
wild beast, yet he behaved, on the
whole, as well as could be expected. of
an impetuous and untutored nature.

5

A triffing incident that occurred that
very day greatly encouraged him.

Interrogated as to his antecedents by
Kullen, he stated that he had worked
three years and a half on the farm of a
Mr. Richards.

@ Richards ? Living where 1

«In Cumberland county, near Car-
lisle.”

«Had he a son grown "

«Yes, but ‘I never saw him. He
lived in Philadelphia, I think.”

Kuilen left the cell abruptly, and re-
entered it a quarter of an hour later.

«Are you a believer in Providence,
Terence 7 . :

«Sure an’ T was, Mister Kullen, till
they sint me to prison for nothin’ at ail”

« Well, you'll have to come back to
your old belief. Only think! The
under-keeper that brings you your meals
is old Mr. Richards’ son, Walter ; and
he says he remembers his father talking
to him last spring, when he went to see
him, about a young Irishman that had
been three or four years with him—the |
best hand and the honestest man he had
ever had on the farm. Now ain’t you
ashamed to have lost heart as you did #”

Terence clasped his hands: «The
Lord be praised! Well, I'll never mis-
doubt Providence again.”

« Not till the next time. Take eare,
Terence! Suppose I don’t get you out,

_after all 2

«And isn't yer honor after tellin’ me
ye're goin’ to get me off as sure as
there's a God above? And would I be
doubtin’ ye, Mister Kullen, and makin’
a liar of ye, Mister Kullen? 1 know
better nor that,”

#0h, yowll do! There will be no
trouble about making you eat now.
Well, T stand to my bargain.”

CHAPTER IX.
THE RECONSIDERATION.

FarrururLy did that, good prison-
agent carry out his promise. He went
first to Carlisle and obtained Mr. Rich-
ards’ affidavit. Nothing could be more
satisfactory. During the last years of
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Terence's service the old man had en-
trusted him with large sums of money ;
had made him manager of a spacious
market-garden, the produce of which
Terence sold in the adjoining town ; and
had also occasionally sent him to Harris-
burg with a drove of cattle to sell. He
gave him the highest character for hon-
esty and fidelity. During the term of
his service, Terence had married the
daughter of a neighboring farmer, and
when he resolved to seek his fortune in
Philadelphia, bis master had agreed to
his departure with great regret.

Returning to that city, Kullen made
stitl more important discoveries. He
obtained from Terence the name of the
gracer with whom he chiefly dealt, P. R.
Hardy, 10 whom Terence thought he
had paid some money a diy or two be-
fore his arrest.  When the case was ex-
plained, the grocer turned to his books:
“ Yes, on the seventh of May, O'Reilly
paid me ten dollars and a quarter.”

« Did he pay it out of a linen bag,
with gold pieces in it.”

«« Now 1 come to think of it,” said the
man, after a pause, #he did; and, more
than that, the careless fellow left that very
bag lying on the counter. 1 picked it
up soon after he left; and as 1 wasn't
sure whether it was his or not, I thought
I'd make a note on a bit of paper of
what was in it. It was a considerable
sum, I remember, and Terence called
for it that same evening.”

«What became of the bit of paper P

«Can’'t say. [ generally put such
things in the till. I'll see.” Then, after
a brief search: « Sure enough, here it
is. - 1'd swear to that any day.””  And
he tossed over the counter to Mr. Kul-
len a precious decument, reading thus :

wMeM,  Mongy in linen birg. May 7,
1555.
$170 0o in eagles.”
45 50 in smaller gold and silver change.
70 00 in notes,
$235 so
wLibely belongs to T. O'RY
The auvthenticity of this memorandum,
and the circumstances under which it
was made, were duly sworn to by Hardy.

It was two months after this that the
man who was present when Terence so
incautiously exposed the contents of the
bag before Cassiday, returned from the
South ; but he remembered, and swore
to, all the circumstances.  "This brought
the seienter, as lawyers say, home to the
accusing witness, satisfactorily explain-
ing how, by rapidly counting the gold,
he came to name a hundred and seventy
dollars, in eagles, as the sum he lost.

While waiting for this testimony,
Kullen set about the most difficult part
of his task—to trace Cassiday’s antece-
dents. He obtained a certificate from
the clerk of the court of Berks county
to the effect that no such persen as
Gottlieh Dauverman lived, or had re-
cently lived, in that county ; but. he was
not satisfied with that, Yet he was
long at favlt while searching farther.
He could hear of no such person as
Byron Cassiday, and he began to suspect
the name might be assumed, )

One day he cross-questioned Terence
closely :

«Try to remember every word Cassi-
day said, and everything he did, that
first evening. It's important, Terence.
Did he hesitate when you asked Lim his
name .

« Well, I do” know as he did. T re-
member I called him Bryan, and says
he—quite warm like, as if I had misca’d
him o’ purpose—says he, « What for d'ye
call me Bryan? it’s Byron’s me name.’
I might a’ known he was a false thief,
and no Irish heart aboot him, to like
Byron better nor Bryan for a name to
go by '

Kullen was something of a detective,
His experience in tracing out evidence
had rendered him very ohservant of
trifles.  After a minute or two’s thought
he went to a drawer in the prisoner's
tame, where e nsualty kept the paparg
in this case, and took thence the manu-
script notes which Bagster had muade in
anticipation of the trial, running them
over carefully, Two of them arrested
his attention, and he copied them out.
The fArst was this:

“No name on the Register of the
police stalion at Port Rickmond (except

'
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. of persons well Enown to the afficers)

bt one only—BRYAN DELORNY, and
he came from Pottsvilie”

The second was:

« Description of prosecuting wilness !
middle-sized, appears to be from 30 1o 35
years old, No beard. Brown whiskers
and brown, curling hatr. A purple scar
across the left ear. Fealwres well
Sformed, but injured by a furtive ex-
pressiont

«It's worth looking after, at any
rate,” said Kullen, as ‘he placed these
memoranda in his pocket.

He went first to Terence’s tavern,

now carried on, after a fashion, by the
barkeeper, Patrick Murphy, with DBridget
to attend to the boarders. It had been
shut up for several days after the trial;
but Kullen bad called on Mrs. O'Reilly,
encouraged her about her husband, and,
by his advice, the house had Deen re-
opened. Kullen carefully examined the
name in the register under date May g:
“ Byron - -Cassidey, Port Richmond
then, taking the book with him, he pro-
ceeded to the Port Richmond police
station, and asked to be allowed to look
at their record for May last.
" «] want you to examine two signa-
tures,” he said presently to one of the
officers, an experienced detective, «and
tell me what you think of them.”

The officer compared them critically
for several minutes,

« Well # said Kullen.,

« The smne man wrote hoth,”

; “Are you sure of that?”’

«Dead sure! Lock for yourself,
There’s the capital B in Byron and in
Bryan ; then there’s the Po in Port and
the Po in Pottsville, as like as two pins:
there can be no chance in all that.
Lock at the #’s, too—four of them—
two in Byron Cassiday and two in Bryan
Delorny, A half-blind man could see
they’re by the same hand. How’s this?”’
He examined the date on the tavern
register, then that on the police record:
“Why, the man went right from our
station to that tavern, and changed his
name on the way. On the frack of
some villainy, ain’t you #

« It looks like it.”

«Here's a memorandem by one of
our men: « Cawe on a coql Irain from
Pottsvitle! «Let’s see: that's Tom
Sullivan’s hand. Tom I”

An officer entered from an inner,
rooin, and the detective said to him:
«Here’s a note of yours, Tom, isn'

it? Do you remember anything of the

coal-train passenger i ‘

w« Not much to his credit,” said the
officer, examining the memorandum, « ]
touk~ special notice of the man, for I
didn’t like his looks. A scaly customer,
I should say. Couldn’t look a man
straight in the face. A scar on one of
his ears. Been in rows enough, I'll
warrant,”

«A scar, you say " asked Kullen.

@ Across the left ear—a blue line,
from a cut, probably., That your man ”

« Any beard M _

«No. DBrown whiskers. Hair curl-
ing. Rather handsome, if it hadn’t been
for that down Jook of his.”

«It's all right,” said Kullen, referring
to Bagster’s memorandum. «What
account did the fellow give of himself I

«That he hadn’t a cent to pay for his
supper and night's lodging., Some story,
1 titink, about losing his wallet at Potis-
ville,  Any way, we gave him something
to eat, and let him stay the night. Tt
was a regular storm, I remember, and he
was soaking wet.”

-Kullen felt pretty sure that he held the
clue in his hand, and his next visit was
to Pottsvillee. He went at once to a
friend of his, John Clews, a lawyer of
the place, To Kullen's question whether
they knew anything in Pottsville of a
certain Bryan Delorny, Clews replied:

«1 should think we did l-——more, a
good deal, than we ever care to know
again.”

«Tell me about him. I have good
reason for asking.”

4 Pretended to do business among us,
but turned out a common loafer and
drunkard. “Swindled wus bere, right and
left. First he cheated the keeper of
a public-house where he lodged and
boarded ; then, several of our store-
keepers : worse than that, his washer-
woman, a hard-working soul, a widow

¥
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with three children; worst of all, a poor
sick seamstress who sat up, when she
ouzht to have been in bed, to make
three shirts for the scamp, and hada’t a
loaf of bread or a ten-cent piece in the
house the day she delivered them to
him. When she entreated him for the
pitifu! sum he owed her, he laughed in
‘her face and bid her sue for it and be
damned.  Some of the boys heard him,
That was the drop too much for us.
We got hold of him, gave him five min-
utes to pack his bundle, took the three
flew shirts wut of it, and let the poor
sick creature have them. Then we gave
him his choice——either to have a tin pan
tiel o his coat-tails amd be ignomin-
iously drummed out of town for a vaga-
bond. with a fair supply of odoriferous
erues and similar delicacies, or else to
save us the trouble by taking the first
train for Philadelphia.  He pleaded that
he had no money to pay his fare.  We
scarched  him thorou; Jhly, and found,
sure enough, that hé had but fifieen
cents, in a greasy wallet.  There was a
coal train just starting.  YWe gave the
conductor a dollar, told him that Potts-
ville would regard him as a public bene-
factor if he would give the rascal an
outside seat and -set him adrift—the
farther off, the better we should like it
He set him down, so he told us after-
ward. near Port Richmond.”

Kullen interested Clews in Terence's
story.  Through his aid he obtained a
deposition, duly authenticated. setting
forth a1l the main facts above related.

it took even longer than Kullen had
anticipated to collect and arrange the
testimony necessiry to establish, beyond
possible cavil, Terence O'Reilly’s inno-
cence,  September and October passed :
November came, and the poor fellow
was still in prison.  The repeated de-
lays incident to such work greatly an-
noyed the kind-hearted prison-agent,
certzin as he now was of Terence's in-
nocence. The prisoner might have had
a visit from Norah and the children;
for. under the separate system in the
prisons of Pennsylvania, such visits are
permitted at regularintervals.  But he
had made a vow to himsell that his

family should never come near him till
he could embrace them as a free man,
with character .cleared of all suspicion.
He adhered doggedly to this self-im-
posed vow; Dbut, as the weeks passed,
and he recovered bodily health and
strength, that hope deferred which
maketh the heart sick preyed upon him,
till his impatience rose, at times, almost{
to frenzy.

At last, quite late in the evening of
the seventeenth of November, Kullen
procured the last of eight important
affidavits, containing legal proof—

First» That two days before the al-
leged theft the prosccuting witness had
but fiftcen cents in his possession, while
the accused had upward of a hundred
and seventy dollars, in gold eagles, loose
in a.linen bag.

Second r That the said witness had,

deposed under a false name, his real
name being Bryan Delorny; that he
was a common drunkard and swindler,
disgracefully expelled as such from the
town of Pottsville.

Third » That the witness before go-
ing up to bed, on the night of the al-
leged theft, had had an opportunity to
see and count the gold-picces found in
the possession of the accused.

Aund, finally : That the said witness
had given a false reference when asked
where he obtained the money which
he alleged to have been stolen from
him.

It was nearly ten o'clock at night
when Mr. Kullen, fortified with these
overwhelming proofs that an innocent
man had been sentenced to nine months’
imprisonment, and accompanied by the
under-keeper, Richards, reached the
residence of Judge Thomas, The ser-
vant at first refused to take up their
names, saying that the judge was occu-
pied with business of the utmost im-
portance, and had ordered that he should
not be disturhed.  Finally he consented
to deliver a message from the prison-
agent to the effect that his business
hrooked no delay; and, afler some de-
mur, they were admitted.

The judge received them somewhat
abruptly.
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wWell, Mr Kullen,” he said, «what
is it ?”

« A criminal case which T am very
anxious you should reconsider.”#

« ] have no time to consider any case
to-night.  Call to-morrow evening.”

«It’s a case where »the greatest in-
justice has been done, judge; as I can
prove to your satisfaction, if yow'll listen
to me for half an hour.”

«I tell you I have no half hour 1o
spare for any such business. What's
this case that's so important it can’t be
put off for a single day ?”

“A man you sentenced for larceny
last August—Terence O'Reilly.”

«Oh, i's that young Irish fellow,
is it 2

#Yes—as clear a-case of perjury as
ever I mat with in my life.”

«let me tell you, Mr. Kullen, that I
sha'n’t reconsider that case, neither to-
night nor any other night. "It was a
protracted trial—two whole days. If
the man’s life had depended on it, it
coukln’t have been managed with more
skill and care. 1 haven’t a doubt of the
[irisoner’s guilt,  That Bagster's elo-
quence is ringing in my ears now.
You're losing your time to talk to me
after the defence he made. Once for

all, I won’t reconsider it.”

“Youwre a just man, Judqe-—lmpartnl
and merciful, 100, when mercy ought to
be shown. But you are hasty, especially
when you have a lot of werk on hand.
If you stick to that last resolution and
refuse to hear this case, and if, by and
by, the truth comes to your ears, you'll
never forgive yourself, I know you.”

«Do you? Well, I can return the
compliment, I know you for one of the

most incorrigibly obstinate fellows 1

ever had the bad luck to encounter.
Some of your ancestors must surely have
been Scoich: are you sure you're not
descended from John Knox? I see

* At the date of this natrative (1855 the Court of
Quarter Sessions of the county of Philadelphia claimed,
and exercised, the prerogative to reconsider the ver-
dict under which a criminal kad been convicted, and to
discharge him from custody, It was but during the
year 1868 that the Supreme Court of the State of

Pennsylvania overruled that interpretation of the court
below.

what I shall have to do.  You may talk
about my justice, but you'll force me to
imitate an zxjust judge that you've read
about. There was a widow, you may
remember, who was as great a plague
to him as yeu are to me; and he con-
cluded to hear her at last, lest by her
continual coming she should weary him.
That's the shortest w way 1o get rid of
you. ‘To-night it's entirely out of the
question,” putting his hand on a bundle
of documents : «it will take me half the
night 1o gect throngh with hese, and
they muss be disposed of before I go
into court in the morning. To-morrow
evening, at ewht Till then, good-bye
to you.” '

« I'm very sorry, judge: I know you
are worked a great deal too hard. But
I’ve labored at this case for two months.
My heart’s in it. This is the twelfth
week that poor young fellow has been in
prison. He’s half crazy now. I gave
him my word that the evidence in his
case should be completed and should he
laid before you to-night, 1 got up this
morning at four, and I've been at it
every minute since then, Now Ive
made up ry mind not to stir from this
place te-night 1ill T get a hearing.”

The judge had taken his pen, unfolded
one of the documents before him and
commenced a memorandum, He threw
the pen down petulantly and. addressed
the under-keeper:

« Richards, is craziness infecticus in
that prison of yours? Have you seen
any symptoms of it in Mr. Kullen before #

#T'm afraid Pm not a goed judge,
your honor; for I take a’most as much
interest in the young fellow as he does.”

a Oh, if you're all crazy, then the
matter’s hopeless.”

#1 did think the man would have
died on our hands, judge, he took it so
hard. I don’t believe I ever should
have got him through, if it hadn’t been
for Mr Kullen ; ; and it would have been
a great pity. - He's as good and as
honest a fellow as ever lived.”

«How do you know ?”

« He worked three or four years for.
my father in Cumberland county. The
old man set the greatest store by him,
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would have trusted him with untold
gold, and took it awfully hard when he
heard Terence was in jail.”

] see it's a regulr conspiracy against
me.  Well, a man may as well submit
first as last.  Come, Mr. Kullen, since
it must be, be as brief and as quick
about it as you can.”

Before the prison-agent had read two
of the exculpatory docaments, the judge,
quite forgetting his impatience, began to
take as much interest in the case as
Kullen himself,  Then came the grocer's
memorandum,  « Upon my word, Kul-
len,” he said, «this looks like the finger
of Providence.” When there were laid
before him the authenticated proofs that
the prosecuting witness had deposed
under a false name, and that he was a
penniless, notoricus swindler who had
been expelled from T'ottsville, the good
judge broucht his fist down on the tahle
with a vigor that upset the mass of for-
gotten documents he had still to wade
through.

Kullen saw that the cause was gained:
« Will you reconsider the case and cause
the clerk of the court to make out an
order for the man's discharge to-morrow
morning 2"

«No, I won't” said the judge, taking
up his pen.

“You won't 2

« No. Do you think I'd leave an in-
nocent man like that, who has suffered
so shameiully already, one night more in
prison than 1 can help?  Richards here
will take an informal order from me at
once, and Tl make it all right with the
clerk to-morrow. Won't you, Richards "

«God bless your honor’s kind heart 1”
said Richards: «of course I will?

The judge wrote out the order accord-
ingly, and handed it to the prison-agent.
« You're a good fellow, Kulten,” he said,
warmly ; ¢ and if you only knew what an
infernal lot of papers I've got to go
through to-night—bless me! who scat-
tered them all over the floor ?—~you
would excuse my hastiness.”

Kullen wrung the hionest judge’s hand
without a word, the moisture rising to
his own eyes; and he and Richards
hurried off to the prison.

A little before three o'clock that
morning, Terence, his convict-dress
cast off for ever, yet the man scarcely
convinced that he was at last free and
beyond reach of reproach, stood once
more at the door of his dwelling, and
startled its inmates by a loud demand
for admission,

CHAPTER X,
AMOS CRANSTOUN.

Let us revert some ten weeks and to
Chiskauga, for that morning visit of the
aunt and niece to Mr. Sydenham yet re-
mains to be described. -

Our readers may remember that while
Byron Cassiday, or Bryan Delorny (let
each select the paternal or maternal
patronymic# as to him seems best), was
scated on that grassy knoll and wishing
Terence O'Reiily out of prison, without
doing anything to procure his enlarge-
ment, the said Byron or Bryan, looking
northward over Sydenham’s residence,
discerned, beyond the vineyards, on the
line of a brook, indications of a waterfall.

On the banks of Kinshon Creek, be-
side that waterfall, under a rustic arbor
of trellis-work overrun with grapevines,
sat two young Iadies in earnest talk.
They were worth seeing, and, what is
better, worth knowing—very unlike each
other in appearance, but each possessing
no little share of beauty.

The stature of the one just reached
middle size.  Her well-developed form,
with its rounded outlines, was finely pro-
portioned, and its motions were easy and
graceful; small, dimpled hands, and
small feet. Her eyes were blue, soft,
thoughtfid ; her hair, curling in ringlets,
was light brown, with a golden tinge in
it. Her face, not quite long enough for
the classical model, had a child-like ex-
pression about it, very pretty (that word,
rather than handsome, occurred to one
in looking at her); a chin slightly re-
ceding ; a very fair complexion, and a
delicate color in the cheeks. There was

*As we do not say satrenymic, 1 nssume that
patronyimig, like the word man, may oceasionally refor
to either sex; the etymology to thécontrary notwith-
standing.
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a touch of laaguor about her, and she
looked a little out of health and spirits.
This was Celia Pembroke. .

The other, a full inch taller, though
evidently several years younger, con-
trasted strongly with her companion.
She seemed in brifliant health., Her
figure was lithe, agile, vigorous, but
somewhat slender, giving promisc of Te-
markable beauty ‘when a few years more
should have filled up the outlines and
expanded the form. The limbs were a
litile longer in propertion than Celia’s,
and her hands and feet larger, but per-
fectly well formed ; the fingers long and

tapering, and the foot with the ««Arab_

arch.”  Her face showed the fauitless
oval, more frequent in Italy than among
us ; the nose was very slightly aquiline ;
otherwise the features were classical, but
with nothing of the tameness sometimes
marking this type; the expression de-
noting high -spirit, full of life and hope
and energy and intelligence. Thorough-
bred, one might have been tempted to
style her, A clear, bright brunette, with
large, dark-brown eyes, that could flash
as well as melt. Her hair, too, was
brown-—long, thick, dark, silky—s«une
chevelure magnifique,” as the French
say, choosing to designaie, by a single
word, what we somewhat strangely call
a «head of hair.” The chin was well
set and delicately cut, its form indicating
{Lavater would have said) resolution,
That was Leoline Sydenbam.

What these young girls were saying
to each other I do not purpose to dis-
close. The elder people, Celia’s aunt
and Leoline’s father, were talking in-
doors. Let us listen to them.

They were sitting in the recess of a
bay wicdow opening east on the lawn,
Sydenham bad made the usual inquities

after the health and welfare of her family, -

to which Mrs. Hartland had replied with
that absent, preoccupied manner which
indicates a purpose to enter on an im-
portant subject that the speaker has not
exactly determined how to broach, or
has not mustered courage to encounter.,

When Sydenham paused, the color
came slightly to her cheeks, and she
said, hastily ;

«Mr, Sydenham, I fear that I am
about to take an unwarrantable liberty
with you, but our old friendship, your
uniform kindness—"

«Aljce,” said Sydenham, smiling, «1
was beginning to think you bad quite
forgotten that happy old timé when your
excellent sister and you and I were chil-
dren fogether,  You have never called.
me Frank, as you used to do then, ex-
cept the very first time we met on my
arrival here ; and we see you so seldom
here among us.”

. «ltis not customary.” |

« Not customary for old friends, living
in a country village, and who certainly
have not quarreled, to visit each other 2%

«] did not mean that—"

«Ah! Iam glad to see you smile
once more.” . .

«Surely you cannot doubt that to
vjsit you and my favorite Leoline, and
dear, good Mrs. Clymer, whom every-
body loves, must be a pleasure to me.
But Mr. Hartland—you know his ways.
He is more devoted to his favorite
botany and entomology than ever; and
he seems never satisfied unless I am at
home. While he is in the field he ex-
pects me to make colored drawings, for
the work he is getting out, of every un-
deseribed flower and insect he finds.
Then 1 have to lahel his specimens, ar-
range his cabinets; and so, what with
these and my domestic duties—"

«You have not time or thought to
spare for your peighbors, Well, I wiil
not quartel with my friend Hariland
about the importance of his scientific
pursuits ; but, upon my word, I hold
this same science to be a villainous eh-
grosser, an arrant monopolizer as ever-
sold salt in Queen Elizabeth’s days. 1
shall owe it a downright grudge, Alice,
if it carry you off too. We can't spare
vou out of the world, These insects are
very curious—I have spent hours in ad-
miring them—but they are not worthy
of having the interest one takes in hu-
mankind” wholly squandered on them.
These undescribed flowers that grow
under your pencil—1 dern’t doubt their
grace and beauty—but when Hartland
gets out his work, I am sure I shall
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never lonk at them with patience, if
they are to steal your affections away
from us.”

A painful expression crossed Mrys.
Hurtland's gentle face for a moment, and
then was gone. ul strive to take an
interest in my husband's pursuits,” she
said: it is my duty, And 1 do take
interest in them-—much more than [
once thouzht I ever could. You don't
kiow,” shie added, with a faint smile,
“hiow learned I have become in genera
and species-—"

« Dear Alice.” interrupted Sydenham,
wforsive me. I was wrong, and you are
rizht.  You shall come to us just when
you please and when you can.  You
know how welcome you are. But you
have not told me yet what it is that is
not customary,”

w0 ] meant that itis not the castom
for muarried  persons, unconnected by
blood, to call each other by their first
names.”’

wlaitnot?  Well I never wore the
straizht coat, thourh my father did. But
I bhave quite enough of the Quaker
lewven within me to sanctify, among old
frieuds at least, that heautiful patriarchal
custom, a reminder of the common
brotherhood of ‘mankind.  And you too,
Alice © your good mother wore the plain
cap and bonnet to the day of her death.
It strikes me that might justify her
danzhter in calling an old schoolmate
Frank”

« I think I am quite as much Quaker
as you—"

o Frank.  Mr. Sydenham won't fit in
there at all.”

«wWell, I think 1 am quite as much
Quaker as vou. Frank; but Mr. Hart-
tand is not. Sometimes he seems as if
he wished me to forget my Quaker
arigin”

« s he so much prejudiced

« Heis a strict Congregationalist, as
you know ; and I have heard him speak,
in general terms, of the dangerous lati-
tude which the followers of William
Penn allow themselves. I never heard
him say a syllable on this particular
subject of Christian names. Bat, as I
have always called him Mr. Hartland,

I think, Mv. Sydenbam, that you cannot
ohject to sharing the same fate, my
dear mother’s plin bonnet to the con
trary notwithstanding.”

=0h,” said Sydenham, laughing, «1
have not a word more to say. If you
have never called your husband Thomas,
[ am not surprised that you should have
forgotten to call me Frank.”

The painful expression shot again, for
a moment, across Alice’s face ; but Syd-
enham, not cbserving it,addeds «Andam
I to call you Mrs. Hartland in return ?”

« No, indeed no,” she replied, earhest-
Iy. «You have always called me Alice;
and if you were to change now, I should
think [ had vexed or offended you. De-
sidles, it is your common habit, Do you
not call my niece Celia

«Do [

« Always: I have particularly remarked
it. And that reminds me of the purpose
of my visit to you. I come 1o trouble
you about affairs not your own.”

« My dear Alice, you shall call me
just what you please. But I shall quar-
rel with you outright if you ever con-
sicler it necessary to employ preface or
apology in asking my advice or aid in
any matter that concerns or interests
you.”

“Then, as I don’t feel able, just at
present, to encounter a quarrel cutright
with you, I shall come to the point at
once. It 78 a matter that interests me,
for it concerns the happiness of dear
Celia.” :

« OFf late she has not been looking so
well nor so happy as usual.”’ .

4 She is not happy, poor child. Tt is
the old, sad story,” said Alice, with a
sigh :

¢ The course of true love never did run smooth.? *

#Ah ! said Sydenham, «she has made
a choice 2

« Does that surprise you ? You know
nothing of it? DBut you are so seldom
with us, now. Yes, she has made a
choice, and one that does not at all suit
Myr. Hartland.”?

« May 1 know the name ?*

« Certainly, if you have not already
guessed it—Mr. Mowbray.”
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«And what are Mr. Hartland’s objec-
tions to Mowbray "

wlIn the first place, his poverty. His
mother has not enough, aside from what
her school brings in, for a humble
support.” .

wCelia must have thirty thousand
dollars.”

« Forty thousand.  Mr, Hartland has
invested for her prudently and profit-
ably.”

« Barring extravagant ideas, that is
enough for both.,”

sAh, I knew you would lock at the
matter as I do.”’

« But perhaps T don’t.”

«You are not going to support Mr.
Hartland's view, surely !”

s« What is his view P

«That a girl with forty thousand dol-

lars is entitled to look for a corredpond-

ing fortune in a hushand.”

«You transport me back to Paris. A
hundred thousand livres must marry a
hundred thousand livres; and, to do
rezlly well, ought to attract and subdue a
hundred and fifty thousand. Purses are
mated. No wonder poor, hearts take
their revenge afterward. No, if that be
Hartland’s view of the matter, I never
can support it.  Besides, where, in this
humble village of ours, is he to find
forty thousand dollars for her? T am
altogether too old; Leoling is within a
few years of Celia’s age.”

«0Oh,” said Alice, quickly, «T assure
you Mr. Hartland has no designs upon
you. He favors a very different man.”

« He Zas some one in view then P

“You have already guessed whom : I
see it,”

“Indeed I have not. I cannot even
imagine whom, in this neighborhood, he
would select. Why should you think I
had hit upon it 2

« Because you seemed to feel alarmed,
as I do when I hear Mr. Hartland urg-
ing the claims of Mr. Cranstoyn.”

“ Cranstoun ! Amos Cransteun! Tm-
possible I

« It is only too true.”

“This is serious,” said Sydenham
after a pause, « The wishes of the dead,
no less than the welfare of the living,

5

urge me to interfere. Strange that this
should so long have escaped me!”

He went to a cabinet of carved oak,
dark with age, and, after a search of
some minutes, returned with a letter in
his hand.

« Her fears foretold the truth,” he
said, as he offered it for Mrs, Hartland'’s
perusal. It was the same he had re-
ceived, ten years before, from Mrs,
Pembroke, at Milan.

«Dear Eliza!” The tears rose to
her eyes as she recognized the familiar
characters. # And three months only
before her death 1”

Sydenham paced the room while she
read the letter, and when she looked up
he stopped before her.

«Alice,” said he, «this must be looked
to, and it sha'l be. How does Celia
feel toward Cranstoun .

« Strangely. She undoubtedly dislikes
and seeks to avoid him. Yet I think
he possesses a certain influence over
her. 1t has seemed to me to resemble
fagcination. 1 believe the poor child
hears in-her dreams her father’s death-
bed words about that man, They seem.
to haunt her.” '

«There is something I do not_quite-
understand in all this. It certanly is.’
remarkable that Cranstoun should have
been tolerated—even favored, conciliated,
recommended to his wife and daughter
by Frederick Pembrcke.”

«Eliza often expressed to me hexw
aversion to him.”

«She was right. He has a smooth,.
plausible manner, is not without ability,.
nor, I believe, without kindly impulses—"

«Your sister Clymer says that in her
visits to the poor of our village she has
several times found herself forestalled,
by the charity of Cranstoun. His name:
is seldom withheld from any subscription:
for benevolent purposes, and he has the:
character of winning to himself the at-
tachment of those whoem he employs.”

«His character,” said Sydenham,,
musing, #has been to me. a study.
Hannah has told me of his charitable-
deeds, The man is neighborly, com-
passionate, I suppose-—indulgent, they
say, to his dependants. And yet he has
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no more idea of honesty than if such a
thing were not to be found in the world.
He is an arrant knave—nat a2 viatent
one, not what wonld be called a crucl
one-—hut a knave without a single grain
of rectitude, without the first spark of
honor, and, with all his plausilility, de-
vaoid of every principle that stamps the
gentleman.”

« s it passible that henevolence and
such utter Tack of principle can coexist
in the same character 77

# Benevolence is too strong a term,
But undoubtedly a rascal may be kind
to his neirhbors and family, compassion-
ate to suffering that comes under his
immediate ohservation, and disposed to
save to his fellow-creatures all puin that
is not necessary in carrving out his own
sinister  parposes.  Cranstoun  would
Dbring suit azdinst a poor widow—wrong-
Sully ton—he would suffer the constable
o sell out the last article not exempted
Dy law, and then, next day perhaps, if
‘he chanced to see s victim and found
her i want. he would send her a bushel
«of meal ar a barrel of potatoes.”

50 bad as that 7

o1 have had little to do with him,
thank Ged ! but the case § have supposed
is not an imaginary one. . You know the
widow Carann 7

« Betty Carson 7 Certafnly, She
washes for Mrs. Mowbray—as  hard-
warsning atd as honest a creature as
fves,”

s You may remember Matthew, her
husband—a confirmed sot. who led her
a dog's Jite. Matthew had dealings with
Mro Cranstoun, and, at one time, fell in
his debt some twenty-five dollars, oiving
his note Jor the amount, with Betty's
name, by Cranstoun’s special request,
as security. About a vear before he
died Carson fell sick., and Mr. Harper,
for whom he sent. so wrought upon
him that he became, for a time, guite
a reformed man, went to work o good
-earnest, and promised fair to be a credit
te his familv.  During this interval. at
his wile's carnest solicitation, he con-
trived. partly with her assistance, to Py
-off the debt to Cranstoun; but either
vhe forgot that he had given his note, or

carelessly neglected to take it up. The
payment of this debt poor Betty men-
tioned gt the time, with tears of gratitude
in her eyes, to Mr. Harper. He has
not the stightest doubt it was paid,
Soon after, Matthew relapsed into worse
than his former courses, coming home
late at night from the grogshop, break-
ing open his wife’s chest, and taking
thence, to supply the next morning’s
orgies, the pittance she had earned by
unremitting toil over the wash-tub, and
laid by to procure bread for her children.”

« Poor Betty! That was worse than
I imagined. 1 knew Matthew was a

drunkard, but did not suppose him a

thief.”

« Neither was he, that I know of.”

« Not when he stole his wife’s
money 77

«1 did not say he stole it—he only
took it.”

« Now you are jesting.”

« God forbid that I should jest on so
serious a subject.”

“You say he took from her chest,
without her permission, the money she
had worked for—""

“Yes, money made painfully, toil-
somely by going out to wash at seventy-
five cents a day.”

w And that was not stealing 7

« Not in the case of a husband whe
look the money from his wife,”

« /5 that the law 7

« in our State, yes.”

« Man's law, then, not God’s’

« I hape it will not long be man’s law
in any State of the Union.  Our neigh-
bors of Indiana have got rid of it; and
others are doing likewise. The rage
for strong drink seemed to return upon
Matthew with redoubled force afier his
Lirief season of sobriety.  One article of
furniture went after another to cke out
the means of staking his ceaseless thirst,
At last—the best thing he could do then
—he died of delirium tremens,”

« And Cranstoun brought suit against
Betty for the delt

w Not at first, He did his best to
obtain work for her, and ¢ven set on
foot a small subscription for her benefit.
After a few months the chairs and tables
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were replaced, a list carpet once more
covered the cabin floor, the children
were decently clad for winter, and the
widow was just beginning to feel that
she might yet work her way through the
world, thanks to the timely aid of Mr.
Cranstoun and other kind people, when
one day a writ was served, at Cranstoun’s
instance, for the amount of Matthew’s
note to him, soon to be followed by an
execution of sufficient amount to sweep
nearly all she had saved since her hus-
band’s death.”

« How surprised the poor soul must
have been !”

« She was thunderstruck—could not
imagine at first that it was anything else
but a mistake ; and went to Cranstoun,
who asked her, very coolly, if she had
any receipt to show of payment made.”

“«You had this from Detty herself ?”

« Certainly. I never take such things
at second hand., She came to me, in her
distress, to ask if there was no remedy.
I examined the case with care, saw Mr.
Harper and others, satisfied myself, first,
that the money, beyond a shadow of
doubt. had been paid, and, secandly, that
no legal proof could be obtained of the
fact.”

«Did you call upon My, Cranstoun ?¥

“Yes,” '

¢ And he denied the payment ?”

«No. He merely requested to hear
my proofs ; and the array, as to moral
conviciion, was perfectly overwhelming :
that, I saw, was evident even to him.
He listened very quietly, and then asked
me which among them I supposed to be
sufficient, in a court of justice, to bar
his claim. ¢« Do you deny payment ' said
I—indignantly I am sure it must have
been. for I felt my blood boil. «Not at

all,” he replied, without the slightest ap-.

parent emotion either of shame or re-
scutment, ¢l am not required to deny
anything of the sort. It is Mrs, Car-
s0n’s Lusiness to prove payment, and if
she does not, I have a legal right to the
debt, and shatl certainfy gét it

“Atrocious I said Alice. «And such
a man as that has Mr. Hartland’s confi-
dence !

« He made himself very ugeful in the

way of business. To your husband the
available part of his chavacter has prob-
ably shown itself, while its baser traits
have been kept under in the background.”

«] know he has spared no pains to
win Mr. Hartland’s good-will and good
opinion. At ane time—about the time
this letter of my sisfer’s was written—
my husband seemed to dislike and mis-
trust him. I think that was the chief
reason why Eliza, on her deathbed, re-
quired from Celia a promise that she
would not marry, before the age of
twenty-three, without her guardian’s
consent,”

«Did Celia give such a promise

¢ In the most solemn manner.”

. «And this consent Mr. Hartland now
refuses to her marriage with Mowbhray 77

“Absolutely.  The poor child is in de-
spair. I could not see these crosses and
vexations prey upon her health, as I
know they are doing, -without asking
your counsel and aid.”

“ Have you seen much of Mowbray ?”

« Of late not much. Hartland’s man-
ner almost forbids him the house. Celia
has been taking German lessons of Mrs,
Mowbray, and thus has seen him almost
daily ; but Mr. Hartland bas told her
that at the end of the present guarter—
that is, next week—these lessons must
cease.” ‘

sAnd your own opinion of this young.
man—"

#ls favorable. Mowbray is young,
handsome, well-principled, I think; and
he Joves Celia devotedly. Cunnot you
do something for her, Mr. Sydenham ?
No one who has not lived with her for
years, as 1 have done, can tell what a
dear, good, warm-hearted girl she is.
And she might be so happy! And she
might make him so happy! My very
heart sinks within me to think of their
early years darkened, saddened thus;
and youth that never returns 1’

There was a tone in Alice’s soft, low
voice that went to Sydenham’s heart,
Her eyes were fixed, absently, on the
lovely landscape which, under a slight
haze, stretched out before them.

«Do -you kpow, dear friend,”” she
suddenly resumed, «it has often been a
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puzzle to me that God's gift to us of
His most beautiful attribute should so
often—oh, so very often !—have been
given in vain, worse than in vain !’

« It is one of the world’s great mys-
teries,” said Sydenham, sadly—« one of
many. Who shall explain to us why,
just outside the garden of our happi-
ness, stands Death to enter—who knows
at what moment?—and lay desolate
hopes, affections, enjoynients, that seemed
the direct boon of Heaven itself ?”

« Death I said Alice, following her
own train of thought—how often we do

this. unheeding our neighbor's —«death ! 1

Al that is the least of evils !’

Sydenham looked up surprised. But
she did not notice the look, and he
merely said: « Have you pleaded Celia's
cause with Mr. Hartland ??

«l dare not: besides, it would be
useless.”

«“And you wish me to doit? Small
chance of success for me if you feel
secure of failure.”

« Do mot fear that, Mr. Sydenham,”
said Alice, eagerly. «He does not heed

e: he thinks I cannot understand such
things. But you—oh I know you can
do so much, if you will. You will speak
to him as her mother’s early friend—
nay, this letter of Eliza's gives you
authority to interpose.”

« [t makes it my duty, at all events,
to leave nothing untried that may prove
of service 1o her daughter, be it much or
little.”

«] knew I could depend on you,”
said Mrs. Hartland, giving Sydenham
her hand. «When we were children
together you never refused me anything.
It was a happy vmre, then @ angd you did
so much to make it happy! 1f ! come
but seldom to see you now, Mr. Syden-
ham, and if T don’t call you Frank, you
mustn't think I am ungrateful enoutrh to
forget. Indeed, indeed, 1 have much to
do at home "—she rose—wand 1 have
been gone, I fear, too long already. Mr.
Hartland takes it so much amiss if I am
absent when he returns from his walk,
Where can those girls be 2”

« They must be close by; for I saw
them, but a minute or two since, return-

ing by the vineyard gate. But cannot
you leave Celia with me? T ought to
speak to her, and perhaps it would be
better alone. Ab! here they come.”

w Lely dear,” said Mrs. Hartland as
they entered, ~can you spare the time
to drive me home? We did not bring
Potter: Celia was my charioteer; and,
as your father has something to say to
her and I am in a huarry, she cannot re-
turn with me. I know what a’ skillfui
driver you are, and, to tell you the truth,
I am a little nervous about that brown
mare Potter bought us.”

wAh, you are driving Brunette. I
shall be delighted. 1 am a good whip,
I think: am I not, papa ?”*

«If you would drive a little more
cauttously down this steep approach of
ours, I could recommend you with more
confidence. But I think I may trust
Mrs, Hartland with you.” ’

« Well, that’s a good deal for papa.
You must know, Mrs, Hartland, he's
afraid of spoiling me by too mach
praise, and deals it out by thimblefuls.
But I find him out, for all his stinginess,
He would not let me drive you, Mrs,
Hartland—you, who are such a favorite
with him— nay, you needo’t look in-
credulous : isn’t she, papa ?”

« Certainly, my child,” said Syden-
ham, with a quiet smile—s with me and
with all her friends; but you are de-
taining her.”

« Well, would he entrust you to me
if he didn’t believe, in his heart, that
I drive, as our old coachman says,
splendidly #

«Go along, chatterbox,” said her
father, patting her cheek fondly : « Mrs.
Haruand's thine 18 precious.”

«In a moment. My driving-gloves .
al, here they are. Now, Mrs, Hart-
land, I'm ready.”

Sydenham accompanied them to the
door, Celia following,

« That is a beautiful animal,’? he said,
patting jts arched neck as Leoline took
her place Dbeside Mrs. Hartland and
assumed the reins, «but she seems high-
spirited.”

«Yes, papa, spirited, but not vicious.
There’s not a bit of vice in those large,
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bold, projecting eyes, I had a good look
at her the other day.”

w Drive cautiously, my child.”’

«] will indeed, papa,’ said Leoline,
earnestly. ¢ Do notfear for us. Dy-by,
Celia”  And, at a light touch from the
whip, the high-bred animal trotted off,
stepping in a style 'that delighted her
young driver and would not have dis-
graced Hyde Park.

<

- -
“ CHAPTER XI,
THE USE OF A VILLAGE PFOND.

« MRrs. HARTLAND,” said Leoline as
they drove along, «I wish Celia could
feel just as I do.”

Mrs. Hartland smiled: « She seonld
be the bettev of a little of your flow of
spirits.  But Celia used to be gay and
light-hearted as any one. It is ouly of
lateﬁ”

“Yes, I know: that is just what I
am thinking of. I did not mean that I
wished her to be like me—dear Celia is
for better than I am, already: I only
meant that, at this particular time, I
could wish that she felt as to some
things—"

“«Some things! Ah, Celia has been
opening her heart to you, then #7

“«No. T never ask people about their
hearts : it's not much in my way. What
a beauty that Brunette is, and how nice-
ly she goes! It is a real pleasure to
drive her.”

“Yes, dear, but if you were to go a
ltsie slowerﬁ”

# 80 1 will, if you are the least afraid.”

«Thank you. It was not about Celia's
heart, then, that Tou were talking to me.”

“VYes, it was; and perhaps I have
no business to say a word, for Celia and
I have not been touching on that topic
at all, to-day ; but 1 cemt help hearing
what people, in a village like this, wil/
talk about, when they ought to let it
alone.  And it provokes me to think—
it provokes me still more for others to
think-— There, Mrs, Hatland, she shall
£0 mote slowly : I didn't intenel to touch
her with the whip. Don't look so ap-
prehensive, Brunette shall walk down

this hill quite quietly, so that papa shall
say I am a good chiid.”

“You are a good child to think of my
silly fears. Now tell me what it pro-
vokes you to think and for others to
think.”

«That Mr, Mowbray should have the
power to make dear Celia’s cheeks pale
and her eyes sad even for a day. I
dare say it’s all wrong for me to speak
so plainly, but that is the honest truth:”
and 1 only wish—" She hesitated.

« That Celia felt toward Evelyn Mow-
‘bray just as you do.”

« [ believe that was just what I was
going to say,” said Leoline, laughing ;
«and a foolish enough speech it would
have been, But no: it's not quite that.
My anxiety, I believe, went no farther
than this, that—in short, that she should
take things quietly.”

Mrs. Hartland looked at that fair.
young face, unclouded by a care, and
sighed.

«1 am only wishing, remember,” said
Leoline, apologetically, as she met Mrs.
Hartland’s pensive eyes. @1 know,”?
she resumed, a sudden shade I?.adr:lemn«r
her own, “we cannot take sone thmrrs
quietly. Poor, dear papa! what years
bhe grieved about mtunma ! But that
was de']th P

«The death of those we love is a
terrible evil, but they may be for evbr
lost to us, though yet alive,” S
"« But thele is no quesnon of Ce]la
losmw Mowbray for ever; and if she
did—

« Well 7

“«Iam afraid my ideas are not very
clear this morning, dear Mrs. Hartland.
I come back 1o my wish that Celia could
but take things a fittle more as 1 do. |-
like people to be happy. Not that I
should object to Mowbra) s looking a
little forlorn or so; but darling C(‘lla,
who Is too good for any of them—uworth
them all put tonether-l can’t bear to

 think that she should droop and grieve.

I beheve——yes I fancy that must be jt—
that my idea is, men ought to care more
for us than we do for them »

There flitted across Mrs. Hartland's
face a singular expression—sad, regret-
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ful, it seemed—which Leoline was trying
10 interpret when it suddenly changed to
one of great alarm.

They had descended more than two-
thirds of the hill which led from Syden-
ham's house to the level on which the
village stood, and the mare had behaved
perfectly well. They had passed the
neat paling which fenced the garden and
orchard, and now, ~n their right, was a
tivulet, swelled by late heavy rains, and
which, running down some distance
parailel to the road, crossed it a few
bundred vards farther on: then, passing
to the lelt, its Danks frinzed with wil-
lows, it bisected and irrigated the lower
portion of Sydenham’s pasture-ground,
dropping thence into Kinshon Creek be-
low the ful. On the left of the road
they were descending was the post-and-
rail fence which enclosed said pasture, a
pretuy, undulating piece of meadow-land,
with an eastern slope to the plain be-
low, and extending some distance be-
vond the foot of the hills.

In this pasture were cattle and several
hurses, among them a colt three years
old and still unbroken, which, as soun
as it saw the dearborn descending the
hill, raced across to a point a little he-
hind where they then were, stood for a
second or two. head and tail erect, snort-
ing loudly; then, after trotting slowly a
few bounding steps, dashed impetuously
down the hill, close to the road fence.

Whether it was that Bruanette had
been purchased by Potter of some of
his racing associates, who had been
testing her specd on the turf, or that the
high-spirited animal had been but im-
perfectly broken, the sudden start, as the
colt shot past her, wus too great a trial,
and, in a moment, she too was galloping
at tull speed down the road.

Mrs, Hartland's first impulse was to
snatch the reins, but 3Mr. Hartland had
once checked her harshly for a similar
imprudence ; and she recollected hersetf
just in time to refrain from an act that
mirht have proved fatal 1o both.

¢ oling had not boasted vainly of her
skill in diving, and her self-possession
was admicable,  With one foot planted
against the dashboard, she gathered up

the reins, and, though she could not
check the powerful animal, she guided it
steadily and without difficulty.

In an instant they had reached the
foot of the hill. Leoline glanced at
Mrs. Hartland's agitated countenance.
« [t is nothing,” she said: «1 can take
her up, sever fear; only pray, pray, sit
sHIL?

They approached the spot where the
rivalet already mentioned crossed their
path.  There was but a foot-bridge,
composed of a squared log with a rude
hand-railing, close to the pasture fence,
for the stream scarcely ever deepened
so as to prevent vehicles from passing
casily ; and now there might be some

eighteen inchies of water,  Fortunately,

the descent on each side was gradual.

Leoline drove the mare close on the
left of the road, toward the foot-bridge ;
then, as they reached the descent, drew
her briskly to the right, cutting at an
angle across the little stream and up the
opposite bank, thus avoiding any dan-
verous shock in crossing.  The rush of
the water and the acclivity beyond caused
the animal somewhat to slacken her head-
long speed, and Leoline managed to guide
her safely round the turn whicl, sweep-
ing to the left, brought her into the main
avenue, leading dircetly into the village,
which was nearly a mile distant.

On the left of this road, fronted by a
neatly-kept grass-plat, dotted with ever-
greens, was Mr. Harper's dwelling, a
pretty, white-painted frame house of a
single story, with green blinds, and a
rustic porch shaded with woodbine ; and
before his gate, at this moment, stood
his gig, which the good man was in the
act of entering.

No sooner, however, did he see the
plight of the Judies than he rushed for-
ward, totally forgetful of the risk to him-
sclf, and, in spite of Leoline’s warning
exclamation, attempted to seize the run-
away by the reins, The effect was to
cause the animal to swerve and start off
afresh, thus depriving the gt of the
mastery which she had almost succeeded
in obtaining,

But even at such disadvantage she
did not lose heart. It was market-day,
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and she saw crowds in the distant street,
« It will never do,” such was her rapid
thought, «to eater the village at this
pace.”

Now. about half-way between Mr,
Harper’s house and town, on the right
of this road, was the village pond, a
pretly piece of water, fed by constant
springs, partially shaded by willows and
acacias, and presenting, on a summer
evening, when the cattle, returning un-
herded from their forest-pasture, stopped
to drink there, a pleasant scene of rural
quiet that Cayp dr Gainsborough need
not have disdained to paint. ‘

It was a usual watering-place for
wagoners, being open to the road, and
was accessible, by a short sloping de-
scent, a5 well on the village side as that
on which Mr. Hartland’s dearborn was
now tapidly approaching.

As they came in sight of it a sudden
thought flashed on Leoline’s mind, and
she acted on it with instant promptitude.

With a single word of encouragement
to Mrs, Hartland, she headed the mare,
to that lady’s consternation, right for
the centre of the pond. Down the slope
they went, and into the water, with a
vush that dashed it over the animal’s
back and sprinkled - the ladies  pretty
heavily. But Leoling, in that moment
of decision, had calculated well. She
drew the mare sharply to the left, ‘The
bottom of the pond was soft sand, the
wheels dragged through it heavily, and
before they had completed a semi-circular
sweep toward the opposite landing-place,
the pantinfg korse was fairly brought to
a stand-still,

«1 could not help it, dear Mrs. Hart-
land,” said Leoline, shaking the large
drops from her dress: «I was so much
afraid of running over some of the chil-
dren in that crowded street. 1 hope
you are not very wet. Indeed [ could
not help it.”

“Wet, dear Lela! How can you talk
or think of such a trifle when nothing
bat your eourage has saved us perhaps
from death ! Oh let us get out 1"

“What! Into the water? That
would be a craziness! And let Bru-
nette get home her own way, break the

dearborn to pieces and frighten your
household into fits? Oh fie, Mrs. Hart-
land! T was going to return you the
compliment about cowage, but now
you've spoilt it all.”

« Leoline, if 1 could but feel and act
like you! I owe to you my life,”

« It was nothing, Mrs. Hartland, If
the mare had been vicious and had
kicked, ah, then it would have been
serious. A gentleman we koew in Eng-
land had his knee lamed for life in that
way; and I've been rather nervous
about it, myself, ever since. DBut Bru-
nette ran beautifully. Ah, good mare !
See, she drinks : she is conquered now,
We shall get home with her quite safely.”

“« How skillfully you drove over that
brook in the road! I scarcely felt a .
jolt.”

“Yes: I flatter myself that was hot
badly dene. If you are going fast,
never drive at right angles, but always
slantingly, across a drain. I} faut
couper les ruisseaux,’ as good Monsieur
Meyrac once told me. Now, Bru-
nette, you are too hot to drink much.
Come 17

And the animal suffered itself to be
driven, quietly enough, out into the main
road.

« Ah, here is Mr. Harper in his gig,
come to look after the runaway damsels.
Dear old man ! He nearly upset us, but
his kindness and courage are not the
less for that.”

« Are you safe P said Mr. Harper,

« Perfectly,” said Mrs. Hartland,
«thanks to this noble girl! But how

-could you think of risking your life 'for

us, as you did 7

« The truth is, T didn’t think of it, or
I might have done better. Zeal without
knowledge was mine. But isn’t that
your man Potter coming to us? And,
though Miss Leoline drives admirably,
had she not better resign the reins for
to-day 2"

« On one condition, Mr. Harper,"” said
Leoline—s« that you witl do me a great
favor, 1 am” so much aftaid of dear
papa hearing of this runaway scrape of
ours before he knows we are safe. If
you are not too busy, and Mrs. Hartland
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will spare me, would you mind setting me
down at our lower orchard gate ?”

« Most willingly shall it be done, my
dear young lady ; and you shall go safe-
ly, if not swifily. My good old Trooper
won’t bear comparison with that brown
beauty of Mrs. Hartland's ; but he is a
faithful scrvant, that has not failed me
in fifteen years,”

H

«Yes, dear Lela,” said Mrs, Hartland,
#you do quite right to carry the first
news to your father. God bless you,
my child 17 ‘

And with looks of love and admira-
tion, Alice's eyes, fixed on Leoline, long
followed Mr. Harper's ‘homely equipage
ere she bade Potter drive carefully
home.

PART IV,

CHAPTER XII,
TUE ADVANTAGES OF THE NINETEENTH
, CENTURY.
YDENHAM and Celia had returned
to the parlor. As they entered, a
look of consciousness and painful em-

" barrassment stole over the girl's anxious

face. .

« You have a dear and excellent friend
in your good aunt,” said Sydenham.

« No mother could be kinder,” she re-
plied, warmly. 1 call her mother, and
well she deserves it from me, What
should T do now, if il were not for
her .

« Are you so hard bestead ?”

“Oh, Mr. Sydenham,” said -Celia,
the tears glistening in her eyes, « 1 am
very unhappy !” .

“You are very cold, poor child!” said
Sydenham. faking her hand..s absolute-
ly chilled through, Come to the fire and
let us talk it over.,”

Now this speech did not please Celia
at all.  If the tone and the ook had not
been so kind, it would have offended
her seriously. As it was, it effectually
arrested her tears. .

Sydenbam seated her comfortably in a
huge arm-chaijr by the fire, and stood

-looking at her.  « What is the matter 3"

he asked, after a pause.
Celia reniained silent,

« Cannot you trust me with the cause
of your troubles ¢ Canunot you talk to me
as you would to a father #

« No, sir.”

« No

# No ; and I don’t wish you to call me
< poor child,”

« Nor to tell you you have not been
behaving well 27

« Not in that tone)

« How old are you, Celia 27

« shall be twenty next week—in ten
days ; and that is altogether too old to be
a daughter of yours.”’

Sydenham  smiled, well pleased:
« What! Three whole years older than
Lela

. «Don’t let us talk of that. T am
quite willing to trust you, Mr. Syden-
ham. 1 will do as my aunt advised me
and tell you all my difficulties ; only—"

« Weil, only what ?”

% You never seemed to me the least
like a father, and I am sure you never
will? ‘ )

Sydenham, who had remained stand-
ing beside Celia’s chair, put back from
her forehead a few stray hairs that had
been displaced by her bonnet, passed
his hand gently over the soft, rich, wavy
tresses and touched the fair brow with a
light kiss, «1 suppose, then, 1 must be
satisfied with the authority of an elder
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brother,” said he, as he drew a chair be«
side her.

«Talk fo me as your sister,” said
Celia, locking up well pleased, «not as
if you were soothing a spoilt child, and
you may tell me I have been behaving
Ladly, or anything else you please.”

« You lawe been behaving badly.”

- 450 you told me already.”

“You have been doing what many
older and wiser people than you do every
day—horrowing sorrow, causelessly, of
the future ; vexing yourself—I will not
say for nothing, but for nothing that
ouzht 10 make my sister Celia's cheek
look pale and her step grow languid.”

“3What did my aunt tell you

« That Mr. Hartland disapproved the
choice you had made; and that, unless
he changed his mind, or you broke a
solemn promise made to your mother,
you cannot marry Mr, Mowbray-—let me
sec !—no, not for three whole years and
ten days.”

« (Oh, Mr. Sydenlam, surely you don’t
think—"

« No; I don't think it ever presented
itsell to you before exactly in that plain,
matter-of-fact point of view, else 1 might
not have had to scold you for these pale
cheeks.  You felt that Mr. Hartland
could not understand you, did not sym-
pathize with you—that he was unjustly
prejudiced against Mowbray, and was
cruelly outraging your affections. It
brought to your mind the various piteous
cases of thwarted love and jailer guard-
ians which you have pored over in nov-
els—you thought yourself very ill-used,
and persuaded yourself that you were
very unhappy.”

«1s that the way in which brothers
talk to sisters ?*’

s« If they care more about doing them
service than pleasing them for the mo-
ment, yes, it fs.”

« Is it not wrong in a guardian to flout
the suit of a good, estimable young man
merely because he is not rich, and to in-
sist on his ward marrying another, whom
she fears and dislikes ?

« Both are very wrong.”

« My uncle will never forgive me if 1
marry Evelyn. It is not a question of

now or three years hence. Thrice three
vears would not change—no, not a hair's
breadth—his rigid prejudice. He has
set his heart on my marrying Mr. Cran-
stoun, and he will never cease urging it
upen me to receive the addresses of that
man—never, never! Oh, Mr. Syden-
ham, how-can I help being unhappy,
when I see nothing before me but endless
quarrels, a strumrie between myself—
dependent, 111cxpcncmcd and a guard-
ian, estimable to De sure, to whom 1 owe
much, who wishes me well, 1 dare say,
but who §s bent upen what would make
me miserable, wretched for life? And
even that is not all.”

« What more ??

« My father, during his lifetime, seem-
ed strangely bound to Mr. Cranstoun,
and on his deathbed urged it upon
me, in terms ihe most earnest, always
io look upon him as a friend, and
to abstain from whatever might offend
him.  And I myself can scarcely get rid
of the ided that he has power over me.
He seems, when he speaks to me and
looks at me, to feel that he has.”

v Is that all ?

«1s it not enough ?”

“« Enough to demand thought and call
for prudence, but not enough—except in
some romantic love-tale, in which the
herpine may resort to every means of
escape from difficulties except common
sense—very surely not encugh to be
just cawse for serious unhappiness ; far
less to be sufficient reason why the ha-
rassed mind should prey, as yours has
Leen- preying, on the bedy.”

«1 am not i1, though my aunt wweeld
send for Dr. Meyrac yesterday.”

«Youf are not ill, but, if you go en in
this way, you very soon will be. I have
more faith in Meyrac than, report says,
he has in his brother Galens: you have
heard the story ?”

«Yesterday, from his own lips, 1 vae
not laughed as heartily for a month.”

@ He showed his sense by getting you
to laugh, and Meyrac 75 shrewd and sen-
sible; but I hope to do you more good
than he and all his brethren, backed
with every nostrum in their pharma-
copeeia’?
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& What if T have no faith?  Will not
the charm lose its virtue ¥

«Vou shall not choose but believe.
Now, my good, persecuted, affrighted
fittle friend, I pray you to answer me a
few plain qucﬁtmns

« That is the empiric's privilege—
well 27

» You are getting sh"trp I have more
and more hopes of "you. But do you
know what empiric means 2

#«Ah! the word touches Dr. Syden-
ham's professional pride ?”

«On the contrary, it suits Dr. Syden-
ham, and he adopts it. LEMPIRIC—one
who practices from persomnal experience
only, not from theory ; one who tries
experiments.” |

#And you intend to expc.nment upon
me

« Precisely, relying for success on my
own experience.” )

“Pray proceed, then. 1 will answer
truly, on my conscience, as to all the
symptoms.” .

1o you |emember who was Bacchuys’
Heutenant-general in his expedition into
India 27

«You begin sufiiciently far off, so as
not to c11:11‘111 your patient,” said Ceha,
laughing.

& N.ly, I approach the principal symp-
tom. Have patience.”

« But my mythology is rather rusty.
Bacchus® lieutenant-general? I have
forgotten.” )

«lt was Pan. DBacchus being sur-
rounded in a valley by a vastly superior
force, the shepherd-god recommended
that the men, at night, should give a
general shout, which so surprised and
terrified Lthe opposite force that they in-
continently forsook their camp, took to
flight and left to Bacchus a bloodless
victory. Hence, as you may remember,
any sudden terror, without a cause, is
usnaily called a paric terror.”

4 Ah, one cannot accuse you of flat-
tery, Mr, Sydenham, nor deny that youn
speak plainly, if it be in parable. But
your diagnosis is faulty. I have not,
that 1 koow of, been seized with any
sudder terror.”

“No, in your case the disease as-

sumes its chronic form. ‘So much the
worse.’

«Let us speak seriously, Mr. Syden-
ham. I am hardly able, to-day, 1o keep
up the light shuttlecock of jest.”

« With all my heart.  Let me ask you
a serious question, then: Are you not
afraid of your guardian P

« He is so stern and severe.”

« What are you afraid of? Neot a
SCOlde‘ [ '

“ Mr Hartland does not scold.  But
Le tatks just as if everybody must do
exactly what he requires of them, and
especially a young person like me, My
aunt always obeys him, without question
ot delay. He makes evelybody obey
him who comes near him.”

“«And suppose you were not to obey
him—what then 2

« Oh, it would be terrible!  You have
no idea of his look and tone.”

“Stern looks and severe tones are
disagreeable, no doubt: I am very
sensitive 1o their influence; myself; but
the most favored of us cannot pass

‘through this world without encountering

a few disagreeables. DBeyond these for-
midable looks and fones, what else do
you fear from your uncle? What other
danger impends

«Indeed I scarcely know. If I were
to defy his will, I cannot tell to what
lengths he might go. Ob, it would be
dreadful 1"

« Let us see.  In the first place, dify
implies a challenge, provocation, a call-
ing out to a contest. I recommend only
gentle firmness. You cannot tell what
he might do.”

« 1t scems to me that, if he were tho-
_roughly roused, he might do anything.”

« Just so—anything. I dare say those
Indian troops whom Pan so scared with
a shout had ideas of danger about as
definite as you seem to have. Let us
analyze this <anything' of yours. It
does not include a whipping, I'suppose #**

« Mr. Sydenbam 1 said Celia, rising.

. Her indighation became her well. Syd-

enham could not help admiring the glow-
ing cheeks, but he proceeded without
change of tone:

«wAh, this will never do. T undertake
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no cure if my patient starts up and runs
away from my questions. Sit down.
Don't you see that we must proceed
in the matter regularly if we are to
reach any practical conclusion? And
let me tell vou, ladye fair, that the time
has been when your «anything? included
consequences that might appall the bold-
est.  The Romans had the power of life
and death over their offspring.  Arnd did
they spare sex or age? There was
Boadicea. Do you remember p—
* When the British warrlor-queen,
Bleeding from the Roman rods,
Scught, with an indigraat mien,
Counsel of her country's gods,”
Those must have been serious times for
disobedient wards. Don't you think so,
Cedia 17

I was foolish, But you have such
a strange way of putling things, Mr.
Sydenham, I see that my ranything’
has a restricted meaning.  And you
shall have an answer to your question.
1 am not at all afraid of sharing the fate
of poor Boadicea.”

“Good! Now we shall get on. I
don't think my friend Hartland would
be likely to lock you up in seme upper
clamber and starve you into compliance,
or feed you there on Lfead and water
Gl you promised to be a good girl and
to say yes when he bade you.”

“ Mr. Hartland is despotic enough,
but he is a gentleman—?

«Of the nineteenth century: that is
the best part of it: those picturesque
gentlemen of the good olden-time were
not much to be trusted in such matters.
And Hartland does not live in a remote
castle, in some wild forest, with moat.
and donjon keep, with subterranean dun-
geons for prisoners and lone turret-
chambers for refractory dawsayseles. His
house, without a single loophole or even
window-grating, is situated in a quiet,
unfortified, civilized village, in a republi-
can country: a great convenience, all
this, in your case, depend upon it.
Bricks and mortar have 2 good deal to
do with civilization and morality. An
iron will in a feudal fortress, and an iron
will in that pretty, comfortable two-story
dwelling-house of your uncle’s, with noth-

ing worse than its neatly-painted green
shutters 1o aid in a scheme of incarcera-
tion, are two very different things.”

«I admit that I run no risk of hope-
less captivity.”

“Here, you see, is another point settled,
Your person and your liberty are in no
danger. One thing more. Can your
guardian disinherit you if YOu use your
own eyes, instead of his, in selecting a
husband ?* ’

« Not that T know of,?

¢ Of course lie cannot.  You are your
mother’s sole heir.  Just at present you
are a minor, and he might, perhaps, cur-
tail your allowance. DBut in another
year and a few days he will be obliged
to account to you for all your property
he will do so iaithfully—Hartland is tho-
roughly upright—and will place it un-
conditionally in your hands, You will,
thenceforth, have the entire control of
forty thousand dellars. and will be free
to select your own residence, choose your
own friends, follow out your own muode
of life. There is a great deal of inde-
pendence, especially here in a Western
village, in forty thousand dollars.”

«I confess all this did not occur to
me.”

“«0Of course not. You do not know
half your own power and privileges.
You have a dash of romance about you,
Celia. I like you all the better for that:
I was seriously touched: with it, in
younger days, myself, and am net tho-
roughly cured yet.  But romantic people
never do see what lies in the plain path
straight before them. Their eyes wan-
der up to the heavens and offto the right
and left—to those regions of earth to
which distance lends enchantment. No
wonder they are sometimes grievously
puzzled to thread their way.”

“ Unless they find some kind elder
brother on the road, who has stil] ro-
mance enough to sympathize with them,
and not so much as to disqualify him for
a guide,” said Celia, looking up with a
grateful expression to Sydenham.

His ideas secmed disarranged just fot
amoment : then he said quietly: « I dars
say it was well your aunt Alice thoughi
of me. But we are wandering from ths

it appears, in the first place, that your
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point.  How far had we narrowed down
your canything 7 ' o

o1 believe 1 had to admit that it did
not touch life, limb, lberty, property.”

«Very well.  You are sure your heart
has made a choice

A bright Blush for answer.

«1 see it has, To that choice Mr,
Bartiand gays - Ney for the present at
least, and may very possibly persist in
saying « No’ as long as he lives. Yn.u
have resolved not to marry without his
consent il you' are tweniy-three—"

o Most positively. A violation of a
promise solemnly made to my mother
on her deathbed would haunt me to my
own dying day.” - -

s You are quite right.  Then, to re-
turn to the point from which we started,

guardian may postpone your marriage
for three years and ten days.”

«And meanwhile P

«That is my secondly. Meanwhile,
Mr. Hartland may look steraly, speak
severely—"

« And that is so hard to bear !

i It is disagreeable, very, to come into
daily contact with ill-will or anger. 1
once gave a man up a most just debt
that could be obtained by litigation, and
in no other way, because I had to pass
his door each morning, and became im-
patient of being reminded. once in every
twenty-four hours, that I had a quarrel
with him.” :

« And T should have done just so.”

« And you might have afforded to pur-
chase exemption from a daily-vrecwring
annoyance at a cost of fifty dollars, as |
did.” But what is the price of your
uncle’s good-wilt? Is it worth while,
do you think, to marry Cranstoun in
order lo get it 77

«God forbid! 1 would rather die.””.

«The price, you see, is too high.
You have quite decided not to purchase.
You cannot afford to buy off your uncle’s
harsh words and angry looks at the rate
of a lifetime’s misery. 1t is like any
other luxury which one's purse is not
heavy enough to compass. 1 should
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i Canova’s statues for my entrance-hall,

and a few of my favorite Murillo’s best
paintings to adorn these walls. But,
seeing that my fortune is inadequate to
such expensive indulgences, I do not set
my heart upon them, and 1 cease to repine
that they -are beyond my reach.”

« And you think I ought not to set my
heavt on Wy uncle's Sood—win and kind
locks )

« Not if he sets upon these a price
unreasonable, extravagant, and which it
would bankrupt your happiness to pay.
Offer him freely, generously, what you
really can afford-—the little attentions to
his personal comforts which men at.lns
age value; cheerful obedience in minor
matters, though it involve sacrifice of
your taste and inclinations ; the respect-
ful fulfillment of every duty which a guard-
ian, stnndling for the time in a father's
place, can reasonably exuet ‘o expect of
his ward. Remind him that you are
young. are in no haste to marry, and
that all you ask is, not to have a match
forced upon you against your will.”

« That is it, exactly—that is all 1 ask.
If it were not for this Cranstoun—"

« Cranstoun seems to be the défe noire
of your dreams. And, to be right hon-
est with you, Celia, I think him a dan-
gerous man.” ]

« Ah, there it is!  You have left him
out of view altogether. 1 do think there
is nothing he might not do.”

« Pan's midnight shout again, Celia.
Don't desert the camp and leave its
spoils to the ememy until you have as-
cestained his force.  + Mothing he might
not do? Do you think, for example,
that he might hire three or four ruffian-
looking men, their faces covered with
crape ; have a carriage-and-four close
by; set upon you some day when you
were out botanizing in these woods;
cause you to be gagged after the most
romance-approved fashion; spirit _you
off to some out-of-the-way, mysterious,
unknown region ; and there, aided by
a ghastly wonk or chaplain, compet
you, at the dagger’s point, to marry
him

very much like, in addition to what works
of art I have, to’ possess one or two of

. % You are really too. bad, Mr. Syden-
ham,” said Celia, laughing.
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« These mysterions impending dan-
gers, you observe, will not stand ques-
tion, They vanish as you approach them.
Tney are ghosts from a hygone age
It is nearly seven hundred years since
Dermot Macmorrough carried off, from
her bog-fenced castie, the Princess Do-
vergilda. His exploit, then deemed a
proof of gallantry and spirit, would now
be rewarded. if in our day it were prac-
ticable at all, with ignominy and the
State prison.  Forcible abduction is,
among us, an almost impessihle felony.”

«Certainly : I am not afraid of being
stolen away.”

«Very well.  Can they marry you
lere, to this Cranstoun, against your
consent?  Not very readily, 1 should
think.  When Mr. Harper, or some
other clergyman, asks you, ‘Do you
take this man for your hushand? you
must take care noi to say ¢ Yes' That
is all.”

Celia smiled: « Tt is a comfort to think
one has the privilege of dying an old
naid it one chooses.”

«lt 75 a privilege, though vou may
not think so—one which women lave
not always enjoyed.  You possess lands
and houses; and if you had lived in
England in the early days of King
Joha's reign, vou might have been forced
to marry, whether vou chose it or not,
so that vour husband might render, in
person. at the Lead of a suitalle number
of armed vassals, that military service
to his suzerain which, by feudal usage,
attached to the ownership of land.”

1 Have such things been "

#“ Undoubtedly.  War, in those days,
was more important than happiness.
The right to compel such marriages was
an ancient prerogative, though afterward
abolished by Magna Charta.  See what
vou have escaped! Then, again, you
have no father 10 go down upon his
knees before you, as selfish scoundrels
of fathers do in silly novels, informing
you that he has been committing some
murder or other infamous crime, before
you were born perhaps—that his life, or
beonor, is at the mercy of some rascally
accomplice, and that you, by way of
mending matters, must, like a dutiful

child, swear at the altar to honor and
obey this same rascally accomplice 3 thus
condemning to a penajty worse than
death a young, innocent victim, to whom
he, the while, is not ashamed to profess
unbounded love.”

Sydenham rose and paced the room,
as was his habit when excited; and
Celia sat gazing absently on the dying
embers for several minuies.

«] see,” she said al last, < how reason-
able all you say is. Mr. Hartland's con-
trol over me is for a limited time only,
and meanwhile 1 may conciliate where [
cannot obey him.  But, Mr. Sydenham—
if T have not already tired you—"

“ Celia,” said Sydenham, coming to
her side, «your mother was an early
playmate and valued friend of mine;
and, if she had not been, you are a dear,
good girl, whom I like for your own
sake.  Are you in the habit of getting
tired when those you love tell you of
their troubles and ask your advice #?

« Nobody ever asked my advice,” said
Celia, smiling, «BDut I remember that
Franklin, when some one whom he had
relieved expressed a fear that he might
never be able to return the obligation,
told him to pass it round when he found
a-suffering brother.  And I, when I am
an old Jady with gray hair and a plain
cap, looking venerable, and when young
girls think I am very wise and come to
consult me about their troubles, shall
not forget my debt. 1 will listen to
them—oh, so patiently l—as you have
been listening to me; tell them that
sharp words, after all, are not a killing
matter ; that nobody is likely to lock
them up and feed them on bread and
waler, or to run away with them against
their will; and that, as long as they
keep saying + No, they can’t be married.”

wAdmirable! 1 only hope you will
find pupils who will learn their lesson
half as aptly as mine has done. But
there was something else.”

“Ah, yes,” said Celia, the playful mood
fading away. «there 75 one thing more,
1 have no father, as you have reminded
me, exposed to suffering which a hateful
marriage might avert. But is it not
possible that Mr, Cranstoun may be in
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possession of some important secret,
perhaps connected with my father’s past
life, which he could still use #”

« Did he ever say as much to you

« Not in so many words. - But he has
left that jmpression on my mind by cer-
tain vague expressions dropped from
time to time, and which I could not
help coupling with my father’s dying
request not to do anything to irritate
this man.” ]

« You do well to tell me all this.”

«Ah, even you are alarmed now,”
said Celia, turning very pale.

«Indeed, no,” said Sydenham, smil-
ing. «It-is a matter worth looking at
and thinking over, but I feel no alarm
about it. Cranstoun was acquainted
‘(intimately, it would scem) with your
ather in early life. It is possible that
he may possess, or think he possesses,
the clue to some undivulged transac-
tions, which it might have been un-
pleasant to your father—might be pain-
ful to you, perhaps — to have brought
to light.  But if he has any such know-
ledge, and hopes to turn it to profit, 1
don’t very well see why he should not
have sought, ere this, to do so.”

« He may, at this very time, be medi-
tating such an attempt.”

« Possibly.  Yet I cannot believe he
has much in his power. T was not in-
timately acquainted with your father, but
I believe himt to have beefi a man of
honorable, gentlemanly seatiments—im-
pulsive at times, somewhat infirm of
purpose, perhaps, but incapable of any-
thing that would disgrace his memory,
or which, if known, ought seriously to
pain his chitd.” ‘ i

«Oh, I am sure of it!" said Celia,
eagerly,

“«But, Celia, remember this,” said
Sydenham-—e« that even if we are both
mistaken—even if this fallow Cranstoun
possesses, and should hereafter disclose,
matters redounding to your father's dis-
credit, disgrace even-—nay, dear child,
you mustn’t look as if all this had al-
ready taken place: I don’t believe a
word of it: I am ‘putting a mere possi-
ble case—and if that possible case ever
prove a reality, I wish you ever to bear

in mind— Are you atiending to me,
Celia 27

«Indeed, indeed I am,” said Celia,
raising her downeast eyes to Sydenham’s
face: «you wish me to bear in mind—"

« That no man—I will not say who
loves you, but whose good opinion is
worth striving after or caring for—that
no man who has the slightest claim to
be called good or wise will visit on the
daughter the father's sins, If any man
ever does, Celia, take my word for it,
you are well rid of him.”

Poor Celia’s eyes sank beneath the
flash of Sydenham’s, and her lip trem-
bled as she faltered out, «Are you speak-
ing of any one”

«Of no one whatever, dear Celia,”
said Sydenham, in his usual gentle tone,
« Pardon my vehemence. I have an un-
lucky habit, when I think of any mean
or wicked act, of personifying the crea-
ture of my imagination, and speaking as
if it stood in bodily form before me,”

« How good you are " said Celia. «1
wish that I could only confide in all the
world as I do in you.”

Sydenham looked toward the door.
It opened, and, her cheeks glowing with
health and exercise, her bright eyes
radiant with spirit, Leoline entered.

#Ah, still here? I am so glad!”
she said, tripping lightly up to Celia.

Something struck her in the expression
of her friend’s face, and she looked from
her to her father. o

-+ ] believe I had better go up to my
room and lay aside my hat,” she said,
demurely.

« Pu. your hat beside mine on the
piano,” said Celia, «and sit down with
us, like a reasonable creature. Did you
think your father and I had been plot-
ting treason that was to be kept from
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«Oh, T didn’t know. - You both look-
ed as if you had had a long, confidential
chat.”

« S50 we have, Your father has been
doing me so mueh good, dear Lela.”

e Has he?” said Leoline, depositing
her hat -and shawl, « Good father!
He shall bave a kiss, to pay him for it,
before I sit down. There! Confess,
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Celia, that was more than you gave him,
with all your gratitude. Abh, you were
afraid.  You needn’t have been. FPapa
is not a dangerous man to kiss.”

“How do you kneow, rattlebrain ?”
said Sydenham, smiling. <« Celia thinks,
at all events, that I am too young for
her father.”

«Does she? Wise girl! Her father,
indeed! I often think you're not nearly
old enough for mine. Do you know,”
turning to Celia, «I féel so templed
sometimes to call him Frank! How do
you think it would do? But what great
good has my young father been doing
you, dear "

« [ came here, seeing nothing in the
future but strife and unhappiness.  And
now [ am going away with a heart—no,
not as light as yours, Lela: nothing but
a bird singing in the morning sunshine
can match that—but hopeful, reassured;
fecling as if some tempest had suddenly
passed away. and a bright, genial sky
had come out, with a few clouds here
and there—maybe a dark one now and
then—but only such as all skies that
shine on this world of ours must sone-
times have.”

« That’s my own Celia I said Leoline,
kissing her. «A practical philosopher !
Papa is great on philosophy.  And now,
to do honor to his lesson, these eyes
must grow bright again ; these cheeks—
let me look at them !—they show a little
better just now, but they have been of
late most unphilosophically pale—"

« Why, philosophy is privileged to be
pale. ¢ The pale cast of thought.’”

#Not in our house. Ask papa. We
are republicans, and don’t allow phil-
osophy a bit more privilege than the
humbiest handmaiden virtue in her train:
pale cheeks least of all.”

s Lela reminds me,” said Sydenham
to Celia, ~that 1 intended to prescribe
for these cheeks and eyes. But as my
crucibles and alembics are out of order
just now, and as the chief ingredient re-
quired is not to be found in our village
drug-store—"

“You must cull the necessary sim-
ples,” interrupted Celia, «just at mid-
night in the moonlit forest.”

#No: 1 am more likely to be success-
ful at midday, and in the neighborhood
of some thriving farm.”

“1 don’t think yeur father bhas one
spark of poetry in his composition, Lela,
If anything is presented to him with the
least spice of imagination about it, he
analyzes and dissects it after such an
inexorably matter-of-fact fashion! And
now he won't even gather the materials
for the specific he promises me,

' In that hour
That seatters spells on herb and fiower.’ P

« Out, Celia—completely out in that
guess ! Papa not poetical! You don't
know anything about him. As to the
moonlight, 1 can’t say. If e makes up
a prescription for you at all, it's more
than he ever did for me. He was teiling
me, the other day. that the Greeks em-
ployed the same word for medicine and
poison”

« Nevertheless Celia shall have her
prescription within ten days—to be taken
once axlay, if the celestial influences are
favorable.”

+ This is some joke'of papa'’s. Don't
puzzle your brain to understand it now,
Celia 1 it will unriddle itself one of these
days. But for papa having no poetry
about him, I must come to his defence
there. Gravely as be may talk to you,
he sometimes reads to me his favorite
poets, English and German, by the hour;;
and 1 caught him, this very morning,
translating from Schiller, T believe, some
Lallad or ode.  What was it, papa ?”

“Schiller’s ¢Jdeale;’ a favorite of
mine—a lament over the loss, in middle
age, of the beamtiful Ideal cherished in
early youth. And, by the way, Celia, as
there are some of the verses not inap-
plicable to your case—  You read Ger-
man, do you not

# Not with facilily. Read me your
translation.”

«1 am sorry; for I have not at all
succeeded in rendering the melodious
flow and graceful spirit of the original.
The idea is all 1 can give you. Lela,
my child, you will find the manuscript
on the sofa-table.”

Lela brought i, 4nd Sydenham re-
sumed : «The opening verses 1 have
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not vet arranged to my satisfaction.
Here are a few, picked out toward the
conclusion :

¢ How rich the buds of promise that put forth
Along my life's path as I wandered on |
How few of these Lave 'scaped the chilly North]
How soon the freshness of these few is gona! ~

* With bounding courage winged, through fairy-land,
Happy in dreams that cheat the fleeting hours,
Untouched, as yet, by Sovrrow’s fetter-hand,
How sprang the youth aleag that path of flowers |

% Aloft to ether’s farthest, palest star
His checkless wishes bore lim in their flight :
No thought so high, no enterprise so far,
But on their soaring wings he reached its height,

% How lightsome was he borne through ambient air |
What task seemed weary in that jevous day !
How graceful swept, before his triumph-car,
‘Fhe aivy heralds of life’s summer-way !

Laove, with her sweet reward, T ween, was thers,
And Happiness, with golden wreath bedight,
Glory, with crown of stars that blazed afar,
And Truth, resplendent in her garb of ight.

4 Alas! midway th inconstant troop divide ;
Fhe falr companions of his path are gons:
Faitliless, they turn their devious steps aside—
Faithless, forsake the wanderer, one.l;y nne.

‘ Lone and more lone the dreary path doth seem,
And more forsalen still, and darker aye;
Hope's fading torch scarce sheds one flick’ring gleam
Athwart the rudeness of the murky way |
= Of all the clamorous attendant train,
Who yet remains where'er my footsteps roam?
Who lingers still to cherish and sustain,
And {ollows even to the last, dark Home?

¥ Healer of ills with which the world is rife,
Thou, Frienpsuie! of the soft and geutle hand—
Thou who dividest al} the cares of life,
Whose love, unchanged, all ordeals can with-
stand ;—
\ -
And Thou who by her side hast constant stond,
And whe, like her, the soul from grief canst
sever,— b
Thow, TvpusTay | who weariest not in good,
Creating evermore, destroying never j—

** Thou who, to rear the sempiternal pile,
Rut grain, indeed, ot grain of sand doth cast,
Yet from the voll of ancient Time, the while,
Days, years, a lifetime, strikest off at last.”

Sydenham read well—a rare accom-
plishment,  Celia thought she had never
seen him look so handsome.

« Beautiful I’ she exclaimed, «and so
just! I shall ask Mrs. Mowbray to let
me go over the original with her. I
must go” She rose: «Why, Lela,

6 .

how wet your dress is! What have you
been about ?”

s That mare of yours is hirrd-mouthed.”

“5he ran away ?’

#Something like it. - Nay, Celia, nay,
darling papa; your anxious looks fright
en me far more than Brupette did. Mrs.
Hartland is quite safe.”

“ How was it, my child /" said Syd-
enham, his voice calm, though all color
had forsaken his cheeks.

«Perhaps I was off my guard for a
moment, interested in the conversation
—it was about you, Celia, A colt racing
in the pusture startled the mare near the
bottom of the hill, and she started off,
I'm satisfied I'could have taken her up,
only good Mr. Harper tried to stop her,
and made things worse. So, as [ had
no mind to drive into town at that John-~
Gilpin pace, I ran the mare into the
pond, where I knew I could stop her -
easily—at cxpense of a sprinkling, as
you see.”

“ Thank God!” said Sydenham.

% She's not vicious, papa : I told you
$0. She-ran beaufifully, 1f I had had
a stiff bit, instead of a snaffle, I know 1
could have held her. But perhaps Mr
Hartland had better sell her. She's
hardly safe for you to drive, Celia ; and
what a pity itis!  There isn't such an-
other beauty in the county. 1 wish men
and horses were always as good as they
look.  Dear papa, that was so frightened
about his runaway daughter "—she kissed
him fondly — « I'm glad I got him to’
smile once mare.”

Celia had put on her hat and shawl,
«No,” to Leoline, who was about to do
the same. « My talk with your father
has made me feel more independent al-
ready, and I shall go home alone. This
is ‘the hour of your drawing-lessan,.l
know. How do you get on #”

« Charmingly, if you will trust to Aunt
Haonah, who, you know, has not the
heart to find fault with anything. Papa
is not so easily satisfied, and he is right.”

“Good Mrs. Clymer! I do believe
God never made a kinder heart, Where
is she this morning P”

«In the village, I believe, visiting the
saddler’s wife, who was taken ill in
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church last Sunday. 1 dare say you
will meet her on yvour way down.”

w Good-bye, dear Lela,  Mr. Svden-
ham, I shall never forget your kindness,
not, 1 hope, your advice.”

CHAPTER XIIL
CHISKAUGA MATTERS,

© He nwuins the dead who lives as they desire.”
YUuNG.

Wirex Sydenham, in fulfillment of his
promise fo Alice Hartland, ¢alled on her
husband to speak of Celia Pembroke
and her suitors. it was with slender hope
that any good would resalt ; and the cold
and distant manner with which My Hart-
Lind reccived his first allusion to the
subject convinced him that any direct in-
terlerence on his part would injure rather
than bencfit the girl’s cause. This arose
not only from Hartland's impatience of
contradiction, and because he and Syd-
enbam were mutually antipathetical, but
also because circumstances that had oce
curred eight or ten years before had pro-
duced, on the part of the former, a tool-
ness toward the other which seemed but
10 increase with time—a coolness-grow-
in;; out of a benefit conferred. In
seame natures  benefits unwillingly  re-
ceived rankle as deeply as injuries.

Inasmuch as the circumstances re-
ferred to connect themselves with the
earlier fortunes of the neighborhood in
which our scene is laid, and afford an
opportuenity to present to our readers a
member of Mr, Hartland’s family Detter
worth their acquaintance than that gentle-
man himself, they will bedr with us, per-
haps, while we revert to them.

Sydenham, when he made his home
close by a Western village, entered what
to him was a new world—a world differ-
ing more widely from that which swarms
in ow Atlantic cities than the people of
these cities differ frorp those of the
towns and villages of England. Still
greater, however, was the contrast be-
tween the farmers and farm-laborers
around Chiskauga and the same classes
on the continent of Europe.

The young Philadelphian, when he
first crossed to the Old World, had spent
months in a pedestrian tour—jor a time
in the agricultural portions of England,
afterward among the peasantry of France
and of Germany. He had often found
among them simple goodness, patience
under hopeless toil, resignation beneath
grievous burdens. He had met a cheer-
ful smile, a ready welcome. Dut the
spirit of the man was not there—the
spirit that can look up with an honest
confidence, and feel that while it is no
man’s master, neither is it any man’s
slave.  One felt—#hey felt—that between
themselves and the favored of fortune
there was fixed an almost impassable
gulfl

How great the difference lie found in
the lowliest cabin of our rural West!
Humble, often the means; homely the
forms ; blunt, nor usually grammatical,
the manner of speech; but a certain
rude independence, natural not assumed,
shone through—a quiet sense of equality
in political rights and in the pursuit of
honors and office. The tone in which
hospitality was tendered assured one of
this.  Seldom any apolegy for rough
fare or poor lo(lgmg, or, if such was
made, not in the tone of humility one
meets with on the Rhine or in the
French chasemidre.

A wrifiing incident brought this home
to Sydenham. One evening, at the close
of a political meeting held in the open
air and in a remote portion of the
county, he had accepted an invitation,
from a farmer carrying his homespun
coat over his arm, to stay with him wuntil
next morning.  He found a large family
inhaliting a double log-cabin, with an
open entry separating the two compart-
ments. ¢ We're poorly fixed to take in
strangers like you, Mr. Sydenham,” said
the farmer as they entered; then added,
with a smile, #«but I thought, as we've
made out with our accommedations for
filteen years, that maybe you’d be willing
to put up with them for one night.”

Supper, plentiful but badly cooked,
was served in the kitchen, T'wo grown-
up daughters remained in that apart-
ment for the night, while the rest of the

1
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family adjowrned to the other. Three
or four younger children there clambered,
by a short ladder, to the loft above,
while the guest and his host, sitting
down by a blazing log-heap, dropped
into a long chat; the wife, on the other
side of the fireplace, knitting and listen-
ing as silently as her ancestress, Eve,
when Adam was talking with the Angel
Riphael on the origin of the world and
other celestial mysteries.

The conversation branched off into
arguments on government, and Syden-
liam had occasion—not for the first nor
the twentieth time since his arrival
among these' primitive people—to note
the common sense which marked the
maa's judgment of men and things and
his views of national policy, albeit these
were couched in uncouth phrase  and
interlarded with homeliest illustrations,

- At an early hour the hushand, after
Lcovering up the fire with ashes, retired
to rest with his wife in one end of the
apartment, while to Sydenham was as-
signed a cot bedstead, with clean sheets
and abundant bed-clothing, at the other,
The latter [ay long awake, watching the
effect of the moonheams shining tl‘]lO\l“’h
the gaping apertures between the logs
of the cabin wall, and calling to mind
Waller’s lines :

* The soul’s dark cottage, battered and decayed,
Lets in new light through chinks that Time has
made.” .

If a cerlain abrupt rusticity of de-
meanor common especially to the older
settlers, jarred, at first, on Sydenham’s
tastidious taste, yet, as he penetrated
the rough shell, he found beneath such
genuine qualities, so much that was fresh
and racy, mixed too with a quick sense
of humor, that his prejudice melted
away. These people, for example, were
strictly law-abiding ; yet with their re-
spect for the hws behests was min-
gled but little reverence for its external
forms. Witness an old anecdote, cur-
fent among them : Nancy Leavitt, known
to all the county as widow of a thriving
farmer who had made his home there at
aAn eaﬂ) day, had been summoned as
witness in a suit pendmn‘ between two
of her neighbors,  This ancient dame

1

i

was hale and hearty, and she began
giving testimony with great self-posses-
.sion,  DBut as she had lost several teeth,
her enunciation was somewhat indis-
tinct, and ber voice no longer as power-
ful as in her younger days it had been.
Add to this that she wore what was
called usually a sun-bonnet, sometimes a
« poke-bonnet,” made up of a liberal
allowance of pasteboard, covered with
gay calico, projecting farther than even
the Quaker fashion permits in front, and
with a voluminous cape, protecting the
neck from the sun, behind.

“ Madam,” said the judge, «we will
thank you to speak a little louder.”

A second attempt did not seem to be
‘more successful, for the judge again
interrupted her: .

“Witness, the court cannot hear a

word you-say, Please to take off that
large bonnet of yours,”
- #5in” she replied, «the court has
a perfect right to make a gentleman
take off his hat, but it bas no right at
all to require of a lady to take off her
bonnet.”

«Upon my word,” retoried the judge,
“you seem Lo be so well versed in law,
maglam, that T think you had better come
up here and take a seat on the bench
beside us.”

Whereupon the old lady rose, dropped
a low curtsy, and, with.the gravest face,
and to the infinite amusement of lawyers
and audience, added: «I thank your
honor very kindly, but there are old wo-
men enough there aiready.”

When Anna Sydenham, on her death-
bed, commended to her husband’s care
the inhabitants of Chiskauga. she « build-
ed better than she knew.”  Yet it is
doubtful whether Sydenham, with his
lofty aspirations and his vagne theories
of perfectibility, would have succeeded
in doing much practical good among
these people but for a fortunate incident.
While casting about, soon after his ar-
rival, for some ‘intelligent foreman or
manager accustomed to land operations
and farming business, and familiar with
the habits of the Waest, he became ac- .

quiinted with Ethan Hartland, son of
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Mr. Hartland by bhis first wife, a young
man who had returned, six months be-
fore, {ronl a four years’ residence in
Germany, where, in an excelient poly-
technic institute, he had qualified him-
selfl as civil engineer.  Yet his tastes,
formed before he went to Germany, were
for farming pursuits. Modest and de-
ficient in self-assertion, he preferred the
independence of rural life to the chances
in a profession where success depends,
in a measure, on patronage. Sydenham
made his acquaintance, and liked hin
He found him steady, industrious, per-
severing—a great favorite, too, with the
country-people onr account of his good-
nature and ready sympathy.  Young as
Fihan was, Sydenbam {fell into a habit
of consulting him on his plans for the
sale and improvement of his property,
and for meliorating the condition and re-
forming some of the habits of the popu-
lation in the willage and its neighbor-
hood. He soon discovered that the
youth, under his quiet demeanor, had
opinions and a will of his own, and he
gradually began to entertain doults
whether sundry of the somewhat am-
bitious schemes hie had himself projected
might not be advantageously modified by
the practical, business objections which
the other interposed.

«+1 have more land,” he said one d:ly
to Ethan Hartland, « than any one per-
son ought to possess while so many
hard-working men around me bave no
homes of their own; and I have been
thinking of a plan by which this in-
justice might be remedied.”

«What do you propase 2”7

“A workingman’s land association. [
am willing to place at the disposal of the
members three or fmur thousand acres
at two-thirds of the present market
price. Let a certain number of laboring
men organize a joint-stock company, with
shares, say, of ten dollars. When the
number of ghares acquired by any sfock-
holder is sufficient to purchase a home
for him, let him take it up. T will accept
payvment for the land as it is sold.  Let
him who is first ready to buy have the
preference,” ’

«1f you put the land at two-thirds its
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market value, speculators would be likely
to come in and engross the whole.”

«But I should make it a condition
that the company pass a reguolation to
the effect that no member be allowed to
buy until he is ready to build and im-
prove; and that if, within a given time,
he did not make the improvements
specified, the land should fall back to
the company.”

« Even the passage of such a pro-
vision might prove insufficient protection
against the greed of speculators.”

“You are suspicious, Ethan, for so
young @ tman,” said Sydenham, smiling.

«The fucts are in my tavor, Mr, Syd-
enham. Oun wmy return from Europe 1
spent a month with an uncle in Phila-
delphia, and met at his house a Mr
Disland, who had promoted just such an
association as you propose, dud taken
stock therein, The company made a
judicious purchase of five thousagd
acres  of unimproved land, partly on
credit, and, guided by Mr. Disland’s
advice, adopted the very regulation you
have just suggested.”

«lndced ! This interests me. What
was the result P

“«At first ajl went well.  Several of
the members turned their shares into
building lots or smaill farms, and im-
proved these. Gradually all the stock
was taken up.  Other settlers following
the example of the first, the land began
to increase in wvalue. Thereupon the
shares rose to a premium. This at-
tracted the attention of land operators,
who bought in pretty heavily, hoping for
a farther rise.  Disappointed in this,
they wished to turn their shares into
land, but the rule in regard to improve-
ment stood in the way.”

« Did not that induce them to sell out
again 7

«No, They combined together, in-
trigued with the la.hor"_ng men whe held
shares, represented 1o them what an ad-
vantage they would reap if each was al-
lowed 1o secure a site at once, instead
of waiting tilt he had money enough to
build, and so losing the best lots. Then,
taking advantage of Mr. Disland’s ab
sence {rom Philadelphia, they procured
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a call for a public meeting of the stock-
holders, had the obnoxious resolution
reconsidered and rescinded, and the next
morning, within a quarter of an hour after
the office opened, they entered, to the
amount of their shares, the most valuable

_portions of the property.”

«The rascals !

« They considered it a fair business
transaction,”

« Do you know how the matter finally
resulted

.o Mr. Disland returned the same day,.

and sold out all his shares Lhefore even-
ing. The stoclk gradually declined, poor
men being unwilling to enter and im-
prove a bit of property lying by the
side of a larger tract held by some rich
man, who avowedly declined to do his
part, waiting for others to move, and
thus seeking to reap where he had not
sowed,  lu four or five months after-
ward the association went to picces.”

«] think precautions might be taken
to prevent such a result. In conveying
the fand to the company I might make
it an imperative and irrevocable con-
dition that it should not be sold out
except under stringent improvenient
slipulations.” ’

« Qur people are peculiar, Mr. Syden-
ham. Wherever, in larger or smaller
tcliberailve bodies, they have the right
to debate and decide, they want, to use
a common phrase, to have their «full

swing=’ not to be cramped by restric-

tions, however wholesome, that have

been arbitrarily imposed. I think they

would not®submit -to the Constitution
itself if they did not know they had the
right to amend it.”

Sydenham, struck with the sagacity
of these strictures, pondered the mat-
ter; and meeting LEthan next day, in-
vited him to spend the eveping at his
hause.  There the conversation was
renewaec.

s« sl think my plaii "of a land as-
sociation practivable,” said ~Sydenham,
“if the first movers are prudent in se-
lecting their associates, and if they have
a wide range of choice. But it might be
less advisable here, where the number
of land purchasers is limited, and one

has to take them as one finds them.
Have you any substitute to propose "
#The idea of selling land below the
current rates, and under strict improve.
ment stipulations, seems to me practica
and very ifmpeortant. DBut why not go

" directly to your object? Retain in your

own hands the powers you propose te
delegate 1o an association. Say that
you set apart five thousand acres, Have
these laid out, in the vicinity of the vil-
lage, in building lots of a few acres
each, and farther off have the land di-
vided into small farms. Reserve {rom
sale each alternate lot and farm, and
offer the rest (giving several years’
credit for part of the purchase-money)
at low and fixed rates. Instead of a
deed, give the purchaser a bond of
agreement containing a covenant on his
part to erect, say within a year, a habita-
tion for purposes of occupancy, and to
make certain other specified improve-
ments, with the right to demand a,
warranty deed as soon as these condi-
tions are fulfilled and the land is paid
for. Before the first two thousand five
huadred acres are sold out, the remainder
will have risen greatly in value,” ”

«] should be willing to stipulate that
I will sell the reserved lots and farms at
the same rates as before. The increase
of price will be due to the labor of
others, not to my own.”

« That would be generous: yet I ad-
vise not to encumber yourself with any
promise in advance, If the difference
between the selling price and the actual
value of these lands be great, great also
will be the temptation to circumvent you,
You may hereafter see fit to set apart a
portion of the surplus which you now
think of relinquishing, and to expend itin
works of public value—to aid the schools
of the village, or in drainage, in opening
roads and avenues, and planting these
out with shade rees.  Posstbly that
might, in the end, be best for all parties.”

Sydenham sat silent for some time:
then he " asked, «How old are you,
Lthan

« Just twenty-two.”

“«You seem to have given much at-
tention to this subject.,”
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< ¥ owe my ideas on it chiefly to Mr.
Dﬁi.md who has made it a study for
years.”

The young man’s modesty attracted
Sydenham : « Have you determined to
follow out vour profession as engineer ¥’

« My father wishes it, but, so far, no
situation has oftered.  The former pres-
ident of the Riverdale Railway, an inti-
mate friend of my father, had promised
to give e a post on his road as assist-
ant engineer, but he died, as you may
remember, a month before my return.
1 can hardly say 1 regret that 1 missed
the chance, tor [ greatly preter a farmer's
Tife.”

« You managed a farm of your father’s,
1 think, for two vears before you went
to Germany ?”

“Yes, and should be glad to return
to it,”

« Perhaps 1 can offer vou something
better.  You know, probably, that I
have between nine and ten thousand
acres in and around Chiskauga. 1 am
quite ignorant of the details of Western
farming and land management, and I
wiant an educated young man as superin-
tendent, to supply my defciencies, 1
know how thorough German training is:
it is an excellent preparation for our
faster life. 1 think we should suit each
other, Ethan.  What say you

w As my father has recently finished
paving for my education, I ought te con-
sult him.  But 1 feel most deeply the
confidence with which you honor me,
My, Sydenham, and should be delighted
to accept the situation.”

«1 tan atford a salary of eight hun-
dred or a thousand a vear. 1 know you
could save me as much as that.”

wGive me sixty dollars a month, if
vou find my services worth the amount,
I can pay my own board and live com-
fortably for less; and that is more than
a young man of my age can reasonably
expect.”

“ One can see that you come from a
German college, Ethan.  Young Amer-
ica will leave you behind. By the way,
when we talk business, let it be in Ger-
man, How I envy you your accent !

With  that they parted, mutually

pleased. INot at all pleased, however,
when he heard of it, was Mr. Hauarnt-
fand, Sr.

Parents, especially these who, like
Lthan's father, are of an arbitrary turn,
are apt te, forget that when their chil-
dren reach adult age the time has ar-
rived when advice should succeed au-
thority.  Mr. Hardand was angered that
his son, aller four years spent in pre-
paring for one profession, shoull select
another. «1 hate such change of pur-
pose in a young man,” he said,

« You may remember, sir, the son
replied tn a respectful tone, ¢ that when
you were about sending me to Furope, 1
begged you, instead, 1o let me study im-
proved agriculture on Professor Mapes’
farm. You yourseif selected for me the
profession of engincer. 1 am grateful for
the expense vou incwred in qualifying me
as such, and in giving me an opporiu-

© nity to sce foreign countries and to learn

German. 1 have always been ready, at
a day’s notice, to go into the field if a
situation presented itself. But six months
have elapsed, and I do not wish to be a
burden on you, now that a chance offers
10 make my own livelihood.”

«Have I ever sent you ina board-
bill, or refused 1o piy your store-
accounts 7

« No, sir: Tam grateful that you have
rot.  But that is no reagon why I should
remain dependent upon you longer than
is necessary.’”

« You prefer to be dependent on Mr.
Sydenham.”

Lthan did not reply. He saw it was
a matter of feeling, not of reason. ‘The
next morning, after Mr. Hartland and
his tin case had gone out botanizing,
Mrs. Hartland spoke to the son.

My dear Ethan,” she said, «there
is no one living from whom @ would
sooner see you accepl employment than
from Mr, Sydenham, Put don’t vex your
father.  You know le could never en-
dure opposition.”

«1 know, mother ; but then 7 cun’t
endure dependence.’”

« Not on your own father 1"

«No. I would accept the Axton farm
from him, and trouble him for nothing
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more ; but you know he has no inten-
tiou lo give it me.”

«No, he doesn’t like putting prop-
erty out of his own hands. But he
never refuses you money when yOU. want
it-”

« I am no longer a child, to ask him
for every dollar I need.”

«] have to do so.”

«I know you have, and that’s all
wrong.”

«Oh fie, Ethan! to talk of your
father so 1"

« It's the truth, mother,”

«Must not a busband support his
wife

«Yes, but he needn’t dole out every
five-dollar note as if she were a pensioner
on his bounty.”

«The money is his, to give or not as
be pleases.  He made it all.”

w1l don't see that.  If we hadn’t you,
mother, how much would Le have to pay
for an ordinary housekeeper, not to say
some one that" would hold his property
as well together and make us all as com-
fortable as you do? I wouldn’t under-
take it for five hundred a year. 1 do
believe I can manage Mr. Sydenham’s
land with less trouble, It's nearly eight
vears that you've been with us, mother ;
and if all had their-dues, 1 think father
would open a bank account for you, and
place three or four thousand doliars to
your credit.”

«Did you get these ideas in Ger-
many, Ethan? Whep.you marry are
you going to pay your wife five hundred
a year as housckeeper

“I shall be too poor for that; and
then the mistress of a domestic estab-
lishment is far more than housekeeper—
she's housefolder.”

« How ' do you propose to manacre,
then #»

“I do not mtend to ask any girl who
doesn’'t understangd hot.sei,eepm and
who can’t tell what it costs. 171l ascer-
tain how much she wants a month to
keep house and to cover her personal
expenses, and 1 won’t marry till T can
spare her that. Then I'll put enough

cash to last for a month or two in her
bureau drawer, and ask her for the key

now and then, so I can see to it that it
doesn’t run out.”

Mrs. Hartland ]au‘ghed « Bache-
lor’s dreams, Ethan! I expect nothing
else than to see you marry a girl who
don’t know whether coffee needs roasting
before it is ground. Young people al-
ways do make up beautiful theories
beforehand.”

« Well, mother, my only theory just
at present is, that it won’t do for me to
qpcmrre on my father any longer. It's
\\TOT.I'«"

« Fow hard set you men are in your

‘opinions ! Ethan, you've never dis-

obeyed your father yet; and when he is
dead and gone it will be a comfort to you
to think that you never did.”

« ]t must come to an end some time,
mother.  As well now as later. 1 may
have a houselhold myself in a few years,
and then maybe he'll object to that
arrangement about the bureau drawer.”

The wife felt the justice of all this.
But she felt more strongly still how
serious is often the first breach between.
father and son. Alice Hartland was one:
of those of whom it is written that they
shall be called the children of God. Hu-.
man strife—even war iiself, no doubt—
has its mission, yet the peacemakers are
to be the ultimate rulels of a civilized.
world.

« Dear Ethan,” she said, «you have
always beer such a comfort to me in
the house, especially since you returned
from Europe. God knows how muchs
more wiilingly I should see you accept

-Mr. Sydenham’s generous offer than to-

have you going off, to remain for months.
or years from home, and then settling.
down at last, perhaps, as resident engi--

. neer in some distant State. 1 hope it

will never come to that, and I know you.
have a right to choose. But you re-
member Paul says : (All things are law-
ful for me, but all things are not expe-
dient.” Your father has paid much for

your education, Cannot you give way

to him a little? Cannot you agree to-
wait a few months? Then, if there-
seemed no chance of a situation as en-
gineer, 1 think he would give way.”
Alice’s mediation was successful. The:
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compromise was made.  Forsix months,
during which Ethan kept up his mathe-
rmatical studies and sought in vain for
employment in the field, Sydenham re-
served for him the place be had offered.
Then, without further opposition on his
father’s part, the young man accepted it.
Hartland overlooked the contumacy of
his son, but he never forgave Sydenham,

Now that our readers know something
of Ethan’s connection with Sydenham,
and of the cause that Ied to the antip-
athy which grew up in the mind of Mr.
Hartland, 5r., toward his son's employver,
it is time that we return to the current
of events that followed Sydenlram’s un-
successful intervention in the love affairs
of Celia Pembroke.

CHAPTER XIV.

MHE MILLER AND TilE GENTLEMAN,

Trx days elapsed.  Then, one even-
idng, Cassiday came to report progress to
‘Cranstoun,

«A devilish hard time of it 've had,”
the said.  « That miller of yours expects
.t man to do two days’ work in one.”

«Yau've found cut nothing 2

«He gave me little chance. But 1
Tike to keep a promise when I'm well
paid for it,”

u Let us have it, then.”

« Widow Carson’s boy Tom has been
hired Dy Mowbray, at a dollar a week,
to rub down that gray gelding of his
once 4 day and clean out the stable on
Saturdays. 1 thought it would be con-
venient to take the widow for my washer-
woman, so | got acquainted with the
iboy,”

» Not Dad, that.”

«It's a stylish gelding enough, but
‘there's a splint coming on the near fore
Jeg.”

« What's that to me, you incorrigible
lhorse-jockey 7!

« And the shoe.of that foot—"

“You used to bhe straightforward,
Delorny—"

« Cassiday, if you please, while I'm
there.”

«Very well. You used to be straight-
forward in telling a story, Mr, Cassiday,
What do I care for splints and horse-
shoes "

«A horseshoe’s an important thing.
The rider has been lost for lack of ene
Lefore now ; and the rider of that same
gray may have cause to curse that very
shoe.”

« Go on your own way, then.”

«On one side the iron has a noteh in
it, and on the other there’s a nail that's
been badly driven in, and the head's
turned over a little. A man can tell the
print of the shoe among a hundred.”

« You've tracked him ?”

«“He meets Ellen—damn [m '—ahout
a quarter of a mile north of the road, and
half a mile helow the mill, near the Lluff
bank of the creek, where the brush is
thick. It's an unfrequented spot.”

s You saw him 1’

«And heard him, lust Saturday after-
noon, reading to her — from my name-
sake, too—bByron’s poetus.”

« How did you know it was Byron

« We liad an old copy in the Squire’s
stable at home, and 1 used to read it at
night, by the lantern, when the horses
were restless and wouldn't let me sleep:
that was what made roe think of Byron
for a name to go by. He was dealing
out to her some Jove-verses., I could
have throttied the infernal scoundrel
where he sat.”

“You take up Ellen’s case warmly.”

« Did not you tell me the girl mustn’t
be ruined, and ar'n’t you paying me
thirty doilars a month to look after her #?

“5She's very pretty, isn't she, Cassi-
da), :F”

«1f there are any prettier girls, 1
haven’t been lucky enough to light on
them. And she’s as good and as modest
as she’s pretty. I'll bet all I'm worth
the poor thing wouldn’t let that rascal
say three words to her if she didn’t be-
lieve he intended to make her his wife.
She owught to be some honest man’s
wife."

« Your's, perhaps "

« Why not ?” )

«Well, there are¢e some small mat.
ters—"’
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& That you and 1 were engaged in
torether long ago. Yes, I remember.
Tut then we don’t take any more heavy
risks now. We have both reformed,
you. know. We're repentant sinners.
And you would like to marry—"

Cranstoun’s eye warned Cassiday that
he might go too far; so he added :

« Ta marry some rich, handsome girl;

and no doubt yowll do it, too, one of
these days.”

« Arg you serious, Cassiday i

« Never was more serious in all my
life. Didn't T tell you I had set up re-
spectable, as yow've done. I've been
thinking it must feel very comfortable
when a man has 2 house of his own over
his head, like this of yours.”

« But then—" said Cranstoun, putting
his hand to his mouth and turning up
his little finiger.

«Yes, I know,” rather dejectedly.
«That cursed drinking has been the
ruin of me. But I haven’t touched a
glass since I came here, nor-I don't in-
tend to. I felt mean about it when I
was talking, last night, to—to the miller
at supper.”

«I  wonder,” Cranstoun thonght,
wwhether a fancy for a young girl really

-could reclaim a sot like that?”’ But he

only said: «Was the daughter at sup-
per, too ¥

«Of course, The handiest girl about
a table, Mr. Cranstoun! 1 believe she
knows what a man’s thinking about be-
fore he asks for it.”

« The miller’s pretty well off himself,
and he’ll look for a son-in-law that’s
well to-do in the world.”

“ And why shouldn’t I be well-to-do ?
T've made some money here already.”

“ How was that

«1 heard that Mr, Sydenham wanted
a handsome pony for a lady. Nelson
Tyler, who has an eye for a horse, told
me Where to find the snuggest fourteen-
hand mare in three counties, and lent
me a nag to go after her. Small, tho-
roughbred head; eyes like a deer's;
shoulder thin and high, running hand-
somely back; arched neck; short-
coupled ; legs flat and clean and slender
as any racer's I ever backed ; the least

little hits of ears; coat like silk ; mane
as fine as a young girl’s hair, and drop-
ping half way to the ground; color just
the thing—dark bay, with black legs.
Where the old Dutchman who owned
her got such a beauty I can't imagine.
He thought her too spirited and too
light for his work: 1 got her for a hun-
dred and thirty-five.”

4 And sold her to Mr. Sydenham—"

« For a hundred and seventy-five, and
theap at ithat,  Forty aollars clear, you
see, for a few hours’ work.”

« But Miss Sydenham has a saddle-
Torse already.”

«It was not for her he bought the
mare.” -

« How do you know

« Would you like to hear something
about Mr. Sydenham’s motions for the
last ten days 27

“ Such things never come amiss,”

“Well, the same day I hired to the
miller, Miss Pembroke and her aunt
started out, at nine o’clock in the morn-
ing, to visit Mr. Sydenham. Mrs, Hart-
land returned about eleven, but Miss
Celia didn’t get back till nearly ane,
though Miss Sydenham wasn’t at home.”

« How do you know she wasn’t at
home 2" :

«She drove Mrs. Hartland back;
there was a runaway scrape, and if the
girl hadn’t been a trump, and rushed
the mare into that pond close to town,
they might both have had their necks
broken.”

«Anything more P’

« Mr, Sydenham returned the visit
next day. Then he set about getting a
lady’s horse. Then he bought, at Jacob
Hentzler's, the handsomest side-saddle
and 'double bridle—Dbit and bridoon, all
bang-up—that were to be had in the vil-
Tage. And this morning, being Miss
Celia Pembroke’s birth-day, he sent
down the old coachman on one of the
carriage horses, leading that beauty of a
pony—saddle, bridle, white saddie-cloth,
ear-nets and all complete—a birth-day
present to the heiress.”

« Confound his impudence 1*

« She don’t care for him, Mr. Crans~
toun : she’s looking another way.”
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#« Upon my word, Mr, Del—Mr. Cas-
siday — considering that you've becn
doing two days' work in one at that mill,
you seem to have been making good use
of your extra time. Pray how did you
happen to find out the state of the young
lady's heart 3

#] was on hand when she and the
aunt started for Mr, Sydenham’s. Mow-
bray came alobg on his gray, and I saw
her color up red as a peony, and cast a
lock at the windows of her uncle's house
like a guilty thing. It wasn't hard to
guess that the young scamp was the
favorite, and that old Hartland—well,
that he didn’t take to Mewbray, and

. probably did favor somebody else.  I'm
glad you think I've been industrious.
If you care about any more informa-
tion in that line, and will make it an
object, I'm your man., There’s one
thing I'd like.”

wWell 77

« The mare that ran away, and might
have killed Mrs. Hartland, was sold to
her husband by the coachman, Potter,
I've made the wan's acquaintance : he
says Hartland looks as black as night at
him, and he's expecting every day to get
notice to quit when the month’s out. A
word from you would settle it.”

“ You want to leave the house where
Ellen Tyler lives #”

« Next month, yes. It’s no use fora
fellow to see a girl every day as long as
she cares more for another. DBesides, I
like being among horses better than
among meal-bags. And then Hartland
gives fortv-five a month, and a house
just across-the street from the stables.
It’s small, but it’s neat, and it’s large
enough for two.”

« Did you hear what Mowbray said to
Ellen ?”

«No, He read loud, but when he
spoke to her it was so low I couid nat
ke it out.”’

« 1 must have another witness before
you leave the mill. T want you to watch
vour time and tdke the miller himself to
the spot, so he can see them there to-
gelher with his own eyes.  They'll have
a nice time. Mowhray's not good for
much, but he’s fiery enough ; and Nelson

Tyler, though-he’s hard to rouse, isn't a
man to stand any nonsense.”

“«An ugly job ! said Cassiday, hesi-
tating ; and ]Cr%stoun arlded @ < You
needn’t appear,  Don’t you sce it's for
the gitl's good, Cassiday? These clan-
destine meetings must be stopped, and
who can put a stoep to them but her
father? Do you want her to go on
meeting that kid-gloved fop in secret
tll—* : :

« Enough said I” broke in Cassidax.
« 11 see 10 it that the burly miller has'a
chance at him.”

«And 1'll lock to that matter about
the coachman’s place.”

Thereupon the two worthies parted.

The next Sunday afterncon the stout
miller and Cassiday might have been
seen not far from Tyler’s mill, on the
road leading thence to Chiskaunga, walk-
ing away from the mill, as two men
might for a wager. Silent too. In the
case of one of them, however, not (if
physiognomy may be trusted) for lack
of thought. The usual bold, frank, good-
natured Jook of the miller seemed cloud-
ed with anxtety or anger, the lips set,
the veins of the forchead swollen. Cas-
siday stopped at a point where two large
poplars stood by the roadside close to
each other. After passing back and
forth aleng the read several times, ex-
amining the ground carefully, he said:
« We are in time: he has not returned.”

Then the men struck off into the
woods at right angles to the road, pro-
ceeding north, and, as they approached
Chewauna Creek, slackening their pace.
When, at some distance through the
trees, there became visible a gray horse,
saddled and bridled, fastened to a sap-
Ing, Cassiday turned to note the effect
on his companion. A flush on the
cheek and a twitch of the right hand, in
which the miller carried a stout hickory,
« Rather him than me,” thovght Cassi-
day; then to the miller:. «[ did it for
the girl's good, Mr. Tyler, but 1 don't
want to appear in it. I'm not used to
act ihe informer, and you don’t need
me.”

«1 should think net,” was all the

\
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other siid as he strode through the
brushwood alone. i

Ellen was seated on a low ledge of
rack, over which a horseman’s cloak had
been thrown: Mowbray on the grass at
her feel, a book in his hand.

« [t is such a pleasure to read to those”

bright eyes of yours, dear Ellen. You
ought to be a poet’s wife”" -

The young girl blushed with pleasure.

o It was like sunshine to me,” he pur-
sued, *when you used to come three
times a week to mother's Irench class.
Wouldn't your father let you come for
another quarter

«No: he says I have learned French
enough already ; and you know I am
nineteen.”

«'I'hen T must bring a French book
with me next time and let you read to
me, -0 you may not forget what you
have learned. When can [ see you
again, Ellen

Ere the girl could reply, the sound of
a heavy footstep caused Mowbray to
start to his feet. Ellen turned, recog-
nized her father, and, acting on the im-
pulse of the moment, ran off through
the underwoad in the direction of the
mill,  The two men remained-coafront-
ing each other.

Mowbray was by no means deficient
in animal courage, but, as the Dane ex-
pressed it, « Conscience does make cow-
ards of us all”  He avoided the milier’s
fixed gaze. . '

“['m not surprised,” the latter began,
“that you can't ook a man straight in
the face.”

Mowlbray raised his eves: <« Why
shoutdot I look you in the face? I
happened to be riding through these
woods huating a board-tree to cover our
wood-shed. 1 met your daughter and
stopped to have a chat with her. We
gol acquainted when she was taking
French lessons from my mother.”

“Yes. I wish I had run my hand in
the fire rather than ever suffer the girl to
darken your doors.”

“Have you a good board-tree any
where on your land that you want to
sell, Mr. Tyler 2

“A liar too! Do you go hunting

board-trees all the time in the same
place F—yesterday was a week, for in-
stance, when you came here with Byron's
poems in your pocket 2

Mowbray flushed scarlet, but he re-
strained himself, conscience-smitten ;
and Tyler added: «You young gentle-
men think it fine, spirited amusement to
cozen a poeor young girl that knows no
better than to believe you. You have
respect neither for God nor man.”

& Ask Miss Ellen if 1 ever treated her
otherwise than with respect.” ’

«If you had—"

«I'll abide by whatever she says.
I'm willing to suffer any punishment if
she declares I ever did. Ask her.”

« il ask her whether you ever asked
her to be your wite, and the poor child
will say no, and will weep as if her
heart would break. [ vot going to
ask you that question: God knows I
want no such upstart as you for a son-
in-law ; but 1've another question I'd
like to ask.” '

o Well, sir 7

« Suppose you had a sister and 1 a
son.  Suppose that my son met your
sister secretly, without your mothers
knowledge, without yours. Suppose you
found this out, and that you had every
reason to believe my son never meant to
marry your sister—was actually courting,
at the very time, a richer girl—and only
flirted with the other, and tried to win
het foolish heart, for his own amuse-
ment—nothing worse, observe ; and sup-
pose you found him, one day, making
love to her in a jodely spot, and telling
her it was like sunshine to him when-
ever he met her. Suppose you had
happened, that day, to have a good
stout bickory witl. you, what do you
think would have been the prubable
resule I

+ But the case is not the same”

#Yes, I know. I'm a clod: youhre
some of the porcelain of the earth; or .
at least you think you are, and that
often answers just as well.  What you
do to me and mine I have no right 1o
do to .you and yours. That doctrine
may answer in Russiap where they sell
the working-people along with the land
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they live on.®* It won'tdo here, What's
the difference between us, Mr. Mow-
bray ¥ Nobody ever asks me twice for
a debt; and the story goes that’s more
than you can say. There's not a neigh-
bor T have that won't bear witness 1
never willfully injured him or his. You
kuow there’s ane neighbaor, at least, who
would lie if he said that of vou. Are
yvou more respectable than T am? Not
in God's eyes: I'm not at all sure if
you are in nman's, either. Now I want
to know about that son of mine, and
what would happen if you cavght him
courting vour sister, and you with a
stout cane in your hang ¥’

« You won't listen to what I have to
say to you, and I don't choose to
answer a question when it implics a
threat.”

« Ol you don't 7"

« No gentleman would.”

«fohn Mowbray, you shall have a
picce of my mind. I suppose you would
scorn to break into my house and get
at my strong-hox, and, if you found a
couple of hundred dollars there, to go
off with it under the cloud of night, If
you did play me a trick Bke that, vou
wouldn't deny that you deserved the
peaitentiary ; and if anybody saw you
at such work, you'd be very sure to get
there.  Now | {hink a midnight thief a
decent, respectable man compared with
vou. He risks his life to get my money:
there’s some spunk in that ; and he may
need it—who knows --to feed a wife
and children.  Then in a month or two
I can make it up again.  But you steal
fromy me my very life—my child’s heart,
my child’s honor.  You do this in mere
wantonness of purpose, out of no need,
only out of profligate selfishness.  She
trusts you, and yvou deceive her: she
loves you. anel vou betray her., None
hut a villain would do that: none bat a
base. treacherous coward would do that.
Jobhn Mowbray vou are both I”

And the old man, in his hot indigpa-
tion, unconsciously raised the cane he
held in his hand,

Up to this peint, Mowbray, exceed-
ingly desirous to avoid a braw]l with
*The Russian serfs were not emancipated until 1862,

Ellen’s father, had done his best to curk
his temper, though his bleod boiled
when the miller first called him a lar.
But the villain and the coward! And
the menace of the cane! It was more
thar his father's son could bear. His
rage, long pent up, burst all bounds,
Scarcely knowing what he did, he drew
from a pocket a large spring-knife,
snpapped it open and rushed on Tiler,

The miller, who had kept his eye on
him, stood quite still and threw away
his cane, With a sudden jerk of his
left hand he clinched, with the grip of
a vice, Mowbray's uplifted arm; tlien
with his right he seized the blade of the
knife, wrenching it from the other’s
grasp with a force that sprainéd the
wrist; then, letting him go, he snap-
ped the thick blade in two as if it bad
been a pipe-stem, pitched the picces
over the cliff into Chewauna Creck, and
signed contemptuously to the young
man, saying:

«(Get ye gone for a fool! What
business had you to meddle with edge-
tools 7

If Mowbray's bleod had not been in
a ferment, he might have appreciated
the generosity that let him off so easily.
But he was maddened ; and he grappled
fiercely with his opponent, his passion
lending him a force which took the
miller by surprise.  Mowbray struck him
two or three violent blows. Then, for
the first time, the animal in Tyler was
fairly roused. For a minute or two he
had to do his best; but he was a vete-
ran wrestler, whe in his youth had pever
been beaten; and age had but little
diminished his extraordinary strength.
Closing with Mowbray, in a few minutes
he had tripped him up, caught him, as he
was falling, in his arms, and borne him,
despite his struggles, to the verge of the
cliff, 1t was a sheer descent of tull forty
feet to the bank of the cresk, and that
was covered with sharp-angled rocks.
Had Mowbray at that terrible moment
pleaded humbly for his kfe, it is just
possible he might have lost it through
the contempt he would have inspired ;
but pride and passion overcame fear: he
said not a word, and when +he had ex-
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fausted nimself by terrible but fruitiess
effort, and felt in that clutch of steel that
he was eovermastered, he submitted si-
lently to his fate. Nelson Tyler stood,
for 4 fuw moments, as if irresolute—it
was no bad subject for a group of Her-
cules and Antmus—then, turning from
the precipice, he flung the young man on
the ground with stunning force.  In fajl-
ing, Mowbray's head struck against a
stray root of a tree just visible above
the ground, and he lay insensible,

The miller stood looking at him,
#»He's had enough,” he said; then
hastily descending to the creek, by a
circuitous path well known to him, he

brought back a hat-full of water just as
Mewbray had-recovered consciousness
50 as to sit up. The wound on Lis
head was trifling, and the cold water
soon revived him.  Not a word passed
between the men except the question:
«Can you ride home ?” and the answer ;
“ Yes.”

Tyler brought the horse, assisted
Mowbray to mount; and, as he gave
him the reins, he said, in his deep bass
tones:

«Thank God, young man, that He
preserved you from death and me from
murder.”




CHAPITER XV,
ELLINOR ETHELRIDGE.

ELTA told Leoline the exact truth
when she said, after the conversa-
tion with Sydenham, that she was return-
ing home hopeful and encouraged. But a
few words, how wise aad encouraging
soever, so long as they fail to remove
daily-recurring annoyances, afford alle-
viation only,  One cannot take a fire in
one’s hand by «thinking on the frosty
Caucasus.” Hartland’s grim looks were
real things—as real as frost or rainy
weather—for they chilled her more than
either.  Sydenham’s mediation, she saw,
had only irritated her guardian ; but when
his-imysterious prescription reached her,
on the morning of her birth-day, in the
shape of a beautiful peny, it proved an
habitual comfort, in substantial form,
that almost offset the grim tooks. DBess
—so she named the little mare—became
a petted favorite at once; and the spirit-
ed creature returned her mistress’ daily
caresses. after a time, with almost hu-
‘man affection.  She would follow Celia
everywhere, though at Jarge, even
through a crowd:

Morbid thoughts usually spring either
from feeble health or from idleness. It
is a difficult matier to get rid of such by
sitting down and seeking to reason one’s
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self out of them. We do better to re-
move the cause ; and this we can often
eflect by some simple arrangement of
external circumstances.  This young girl,
while she reaped the advantages, suffcred
also the evils, which money brings. With
a competence already assured, she was
subjected to no wholesome demand for
exeftion of mind or body, She had
finished her education, or what is called
such by those who forget that the de-
velopment and cultivation of our faculties
go on not only through the life which
new is, but doubtless through that which
is to come. Had she been at the head
of her own household, a sense of duty

would have kept her busy; and the

actively busy have no time to be sent-
mental. But she had no vocation—
nothing imperatively calling her off from
trifles and snmmoning to the realities of
life.

Sydenham, even if he did not realize
all this, had prescribed wisely. Bess
became educator as well as physician.
As Celia gradually contracted the habit
of riding out for an hour or two every
fine day, the effect on health and spirits
was notably salutary.  She dwelt less on
petty annoyances than formerly. On
horseback she seemed to get away from
them, The custom of the country per-
mitted her to ride unattended ; and when
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out in the woods her thoughts took freer
scope and a fresher tone.

After a time she found a companion
with whom to ride—one who was at
once a puzzle and a pleasure to her.

In most villages there is to be found
some mysterious personage, whom the
villaqers'cannot exactly make out; who
drop}md down among them, they scarcely
know how ; with whose antecedents they
are. very imperfectly acquainted: some
one, perhaps, whose manners and bear-
ing are at variance with his apparent
circumstances, and who becomes, by
turns, an object of curiosity, of admira-
tion and of suspicion.

Nor was Chiskauga without her
sphinx’s riddle, welcomed by village
gossip. It had made i1s appearance
about five years before the present epoch
of our story, in graceful guise—to wit,
in the form of a young lady of very
striking appearance: not pretty, cer-
tainly. Handsome ?  Well, one scarcely
knew whether to call her so or not
Stylish-looking she certainly was in face
and in person, though her manners were
very quiet, even reserved. Her features,
though expressing dignity and intelli-
gence, were irfegular, but no one would
call her plain who looked in her beauti-
ful soft eyes. They were a little dreamy.
Those might have thought her proud
who did not note how uniformly unob-
trusive her deportment was.  Did these
expressive features indicate spirit? One
would have said so but for a despondent
look that was habitual to her.

She had brought a letter to Mr, Syden-
ham, introducing Miss Ellinor Lthel-
ridge from England, an orphan, It was
from a Mr. Williams, an elderly Quaker
gentleman of Philadelphia, with whom
Sydenham had accidentally made ac-
quaintance at Pisa. They had traveled
together to Florence and Rome, and
Sydenham had been delighted with the
benevolence and the inquiring spirit” of
his new acquaintance.

What the exact tenor of Mr. Williams’
!Etter was did not transpire, except that
it contained a warm recommendation of
the bearer as a person in every way well
qualified tv fill the post of teacher—a

situation, it appeared, which the young
lady desired to obtain in- some quiet
country place.

Sydenham’s influence and exertions
soon procured her a school, to which the
principal people in the place gradualiy
sent their children. He was himself a
frequent visitor, and he was pleased and
surprised with the good judgment and
ability which Miss Ethelridge displayed.
No such teacher had ever before ap-
peared in Chiskauga. Aside from music,
in which she was not a proficient, her
qualifications were admirable — aniong
them a familiar acquaintance with French,
which she spoke with the fluency of
a native. This brought about an ae-
quaintance with Dr. Meyrac’s family,
and after a time they received her as
boarder. With Madame Meyrac, fas-
tidious in her likings, she became a great
favorite. :

Celia, desiring to perfect herself in
French, had taken private lessons from
ber; and, notwithstanding a five years’
difference in their ages, was strongly
attracted to her teacher. For a year or
two her advances had been met, on the
part of Miss Ethelridge, with a degree
of coldness which would have repelled
Ler in almost any one else ; but the soft
eves, with their spiritual light, and the
cultivated tones of a low, sweet voice,
drew her on with a strange fascina-
tion, and her persistent love thawed the
frost at last, Beneath, she found rare -
qualities—a noble spirit, generous and
impulsive, covered, however, with a reti-
cence so strict that Celia knew no
more of this stranger's early history up
to the time of which we are now writing
than the rest of the Chiskauga world
did. - But if this woman, to cthers grave
and undemonstrative, withheld even from
Celia her confidence, she granted her at’
last, in unstinted measure, affection--
unwillingly, it seemed, as if she were
yielding to a reprehensible weakness, but
with all the warmth of a genial nature’
breaking over the bounds of self-imposed
restraint. And for the little kindnesses
which Celia’s position enabled her to
bestow she returned a measure of grati-
tude out of proportion to the benefits
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conferred.  One of these, which the eir]
had recently offered, seemed to touch her
more than any other she had received.
1t happened that Cranstoun, in fulfili-
ment of his promise to Cassiday, had
spoken of the latter to Hartland; and
having exhibited the certificate which

the groom had received from Rarey at-

testing his ability as horse-trainer, he
persuaded Hartland to try the new-
comer’s skill in reclaiming Brunette, the
runaway. So satisfactory had been the
result that when a young city friend of
Celin's, a timid rider but fond of the
exercise, came for a day or two to visit
them, the uncle permitted his niece to
ride Brupette and to lend Bess to her
visitor, The «brown beauty 7 hehaved
admirably, and both yoang ladies came
home delighted with the trip.

This sugyested to Celia a plan, to
which, as Mr. Hartland had somewhat
demurred to her solitary strolls on horse-
back, she hoped to obtain his asseat,
One evening, when her uncle, with infi.
nite self-satisfaction, had been exhibiting
to her a magnificent beetle yet unde-
scribed, and one of the finest specimens
he basd ever added to his colleciion, her
instinct bade her avail herself of the
rare good-humor which her praises of
the insect’s brilliant colors had called
out. She broached her proposal, which
was, that she might be allowed, occasion-
ally, on days when her aunt did not re-
quire the dearborn, to have the use of
Brunette for Miss Ethelridge, so that
that lady might join in her rides.

Hartland, after reflecting a little, gave
a hearty assent; for which Celia would
have been more grateful had she been
quite -sure that his ready compliance
with her wish was due to kindness alone.
She zeaes thankful, however, especially to
her aunt, who joined warmly in the plan
and placed Brunette at her disposal dur-
ing three days a week.

At the German saddler, Hentzler's,
Celia early next morning picked out a
saddle, bridle and accoutrements, the
exact counterparts of her own, and her-
self accompanied the man who carried
them to Dr. Meyrac’s. Ellinor was
absent, but came up to her room, where

Celia awaited her, a few minutes later,
Her first look of surprise at sight of her
friend’s gift, which had been deposited
on the floor, changed to one of sadness
—it seemed alimost of pain—so suddenly
that Celia, disconcerted, presented her
offering with hesitation.

« For me I” was all Ellinor said, in an
incredulous tone—e« for me 17 And when
Celia disclosed ber project, telling what
a pleasure it would be to bave such com-
panionship in her rides, she was startied
by the effect her words produced. She
had never seen her friend give way to
deep emotion in all the five years of their
acquaintance ; and it was evident that
Ellinor tried hard now for self-control.
In vain! The tears wonld come-—the
s0bs could not be restrained.

#Celia,” she said, at last—edarling
Celia, 1 used to have friends who called
me ILlie: I have none now. They
used to plan for my happiness as you de
—as no one else has done since—since
a dear friend died. If you treat me as
you are doing to-day, I must be Ellie to
you— Ellie, dear one, Ellie! What
years since I heard my name

Celia, startled by this unexpected
burst of feeling, threw her arms about
Ellinor’s neck, called her « Ellig,”” and
wdarling,” and other pet names besides,
and then cried heartily, as il she had
just Tost a friend instead of finding one.

Her tears arrested Ellinor's.  She
took the excited girl in her arms and
soothed her as a mother might.

« Dear child " she said: «how self-
ish I am, giving pain to you when you
were recalling to me dreams of pleasure!
1 wish so much to give yox pleasure ; and
then your gift was such a temptation !’

Celia looked up and met the sad, long-
ing eyes:

« You are not going to let me call you
Ellie, and then refuse the only hitle bit
of comfort I have the chance to offer
you? And the kindness is to me, not
to you, Please, please believe me!
there’s nobody—not evers Leoline—that
I feel drawn to as to you,”

«Yes, that's'it. That is all wrong.”

« All wrong that I should love you,
Eilie i
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o Wrong that 1 should have asked
vou to call me Ellie, as things stand.
What do vou know of me, Celia? Who
am I? Why did I come here alone? I
was but twenty when I reached Chis-
kauga, and I have had dear friends. Yet
I am sought for by no one, cared for by
no one, | scarcely receive a letter—
pever hut from one person, and upon
himy 1 have no claim.  You have given
me your love, from pity maybe, or be-
cause your heart is warm and trusting,
and you knew I needed love. But have
I a right t9 accept it and explain noth-
ing? You are so young and guileless !
You do not know the world and its false
pretences and its crooked ways. Ought
1 to take advantage of that 77

«1 know you are an orphan as I am ;
and I dare say there was no uncle and
no kind auat, like mine, to take the o1-
phan in and care for her. Is not that

enough? Have I ever asked to know

more
« Never: that is the worst of it. If

vou had been inquisitive, I should have

hd an excuse fof reticence.”

« I needs none. 1 have known you
five years, Ellie, and have loved you
nearly as long. I you are mot good,
nobody is,”

The tears glistened again in Ellinor's
eyes.

«If T live,” she said, ¢yon shall
know, some day, whether I am worthy
of your love or not. Keep that beauti-
ful faith of yours till then. We grow
old when we lose it. God, in his mer-
cy, send that your trust in his creatures
may never be betrayed !”

“ Mr. Sydenham said, the other day,
that you had done so much good here—
that your pupils, as they grew up, would
be an honor to the place.”

“«Thank God !’ Then, after 2 pause:
““When they are mothers of familics and
I an old woman, 1-shall have friends in
them.”

¢« But as you are a young woman still,
and working hard for them, you ought

' to have a ride now and then to do you
good. Macheth asked that <doctor of -

physic.' with the long black gown, if
he could not sminister to a mind dis-
7

eased?’ I think Bess can. That’s my
experience.”

«What do you know about ¢a mind
diseased,’ little pet ¥ L

Celia blushed: she would have been
ashamed to talk of her sorrows to one
like Ellinor — foreaken, alone. The
quick eye of the latter saw and inter-
preted the emotion at once. « Forgive
me,” she said; then picking up the
bridle Celia had brought for her, with
its white web-reins and blue silk front-
let: « Where did you find anything so
pretty as this 7’

#« Mr. Sydenham had a set of horse
equipments made. or sent for, expressly
for me, by Mr. Hentzler, and this is a
duplicate set which the saddler got up,
or procured, at the same’ time, thinking,
I suppose, that Bess would set off mine
to advantage, and that somebody might
fancy the pattern.”

«Qne recognizes Mr, Sydenham's
taste: it is faultless. Every article is
perfect, even to this beautifu! riding-
whip with its knobs wound with silver
wire. Ah! from Swayne & Adeney!
1 thought 1 detected Londem work.
The coverad buckles of that bridle were
never made in Chiskauga.”

« 1 am so glad it all suits you.”

«1 could not help admiring ity But it
does not suit me, dear Celia.” She
stopped, seeing how much paiiv she:
gave : «You ought to have a companion
in your rides, but there is Leoline, nearly
your own age, in your own rank—a far-
more fitling associate than L7

« Leoline is a dear, good girl, merrys

‘as she can De, and I like her ever so.

much, Now und then she rides with,
tme—more usually with her father. But:
I want you + 1 need you, Ellie.”

« Me, dear child ?’ .

# Yes, you do mé good. 1 feel better:
and quicter when I've. had a real’ chati
with you. And we can have such leng,.
Tong talks. en: Horseback in the weoods..
Don’t youw like-riding '

« 1 used to like it very much.”

« Did yowever take riding-lessons 2

“ For nearly two years, before I Teft: |
Londen.. It was my chief amusement:
then.'”
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« Ah ""—Celia took her friend’s hand
and patted it coaxingly—« now do be a
good girl, Ellie. I've been wanting so

" mauch, for two years past, to take riding-
I know I need them. Mr.
Q)d'apﬁam gave me some hints about
apy *:!thn the saddle: I'm certain he
3 thinks I* ride badly. You have praised

w me_for tny progress in French. Who

3

r ﬁ!t&wq but what I may do as well in
3 Jdm(r 7

Strange ! 5till that despondent look.
Celia read refusal in her friend’s face.

« Ellie,” she continued, « I'm not too
proud to accept a gift from you. Won't
-you make me a present of a quarter’s
iriding-lessons 7’

« Little plotter I Tt was said with a
-sad, sweet smile, but something in the
ttone or look convinced Celia that she
had not reached the depth of her friend’s
«ohjections, whencesoever arising.  She
-made one last effort

«#There’s anather reason why 1 want
o’ asd with that she blushed a
Jitde, and Ellinor’s expression changed.
& My guardian is a good man, but he is
‘not a cordiakone.  Yet he agreed cor-
«(dially to this proposal of mine when I
-spoke to him about it. I think T know
the reason.  There is a young man
Against wham  Mr, Hartland has very
-strong prejudices ; and he imagines that
1 shall not be able to meet him so0 often
Jf you and 1 ride together sometimes.”

¢ It s Evelyn Mowbray.”

# Yes,"

« Do you wish to meet him aloae 2

« Nut often.  We can be friends only,
for two or three years at least; and I
am so anxious to do nothing that shall
offend my guardian.”

Eliinor sat silent for a minute or two.
“God forgive me if I do wrong ! was
‘the thought which occupied her «You
are right,” she said at last: wit is best
not to meet Mr Mowbray too often.”

#Then help me do right—there's a
-darling I See!” taking up the riding-
whip: «here’s a tiny silver shield:
‘mine has exaclly-such a one, and Mr.
Sydenham had my initials engraved on
ift.  There’s just room for s Ellie:” it
won't hold ¢ Ellinor”  I'm going to take

it to the watch-maker’'s—you know he
engraves nicely.”

“1 don't need a memento of this day,
Celia.”

«Well, I shall carry off your whip
with me, at all events ; and—let me see,
to-morrow is Saturday : you do not keep
school, and we can take the morning
for it—to-morrow at half-past ¢ight I'll
be here.  Potter shall call for your sad-
dle and bridle at once: I only had them
brought here to show to you. It's your
hour for school, Ellie: you haven't ime to
argue with me any longer. Good-bye!”

The little strategist had carried the
citadel by assault. Lllinor let her go,
saying only, « It's such a comfort to be
able to teach somebody without asking
payment in return! You shall have
your riding-lessons, Celia.”

Ellinor mounted Brunette next day,
Even Celia’s unpracticed eye detected
the finished grace with which she rode,
Whether she felt the inspiration which
Bulwer may have realized when he de-
clared that, «give him Dbut a light rein
and a free bound, he was Cato, Cicero,
Casar,” 1 know not.  DBut, as they
cantered swiftly through the woodland
glades, her eye appeared to kindle with
a spirit, and her stately figure to dilate
with a commanding power, which Celia
had never seen in her before.  Some
old character, hidden tili now under the
veil of grief or despondency, seemed
emerging. The viliage teacher was trans-
formed. Tor a time her thoughts had
strayed off, far off, beyond her control.

Then, awaking to the present, she
drew rein. She was in the Chiskauga
woods once more.

«The elbows a little closer to the
body, Celia,” she said, « That is well:
if it seem stiff at first, the feeling will
wear off by habit. I think 1 had better
knit up that Lridoon rein for you tiil
you obtain more complete management
of the bit”

oI thought that was the snaffle rein”

#A snaffle, as my riding-master took
pains to tell me, has a bar outside of
the ring, on each side, and it is used
alone: the brideon, you see, has none—
it is used along with the bit, but inde-
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pendently of it. The bridie hand lower,
dear. That is important, especially in
rapid riding.”

That new creature whom Celia had

admired, curbing her horse in queenly |

fashion heside her, a few momernts be-
fore, was gone. It was again Miss
Ethelridge, the village teacher, pains-
taking, with an eye on her pupil and
giving her advice from time to time.
As they were approaching home on their
return, she said, with a smile: «My
riding-pupil will do me as much credit
as my pupil in French did." Then,
with changed tone and manner, she
added: «You have given me such a day
as 1 have not had for years, dear child
—for years ! Dante was only half right
when he spoke of the griet we suffer
by recalling happy times in the past.”

Two days a week was all Celia could
persuade Ellinor to agree to. «1 took
only two r:dmg—[essons each week my-
sely” she said.  The second day, when
they were about to mount, she asked
Cglia, « Would you mind leiting me ride
Bess a little P

« You shall have her most willingly.”

«“She doesn’t rein back readily, and
she should be taught to passage.”

«To passage

«To move off sideways, her. head
turned just a little, 50 as to let one foot
cross in front of the other. It is wery
convenient sometimes, when one is riding
in company.”

They were not to have their talk fo
themselves this time.  After a ride of
some miles in the woods, they heard
galloping behind them, and turning saw
Ethan Harttand and John Evelyn Mow—
bray “approaching. Celia was a little
surprised, for the young men were sel-
dom seen together. Mowbray rode up
at ence beside Celia, and Hartland, with

. apparent hesitation, slowly moved his

horse to the other side,

#Cousin Celia,” he said, « we had no
intention of mtrudmcr on you and Miss
Lihelridge. Mr. Mowbray asked me to

show him a piece of land belonging to'

Mr. Sydenham which he thinks of
pur(.hasing.”

Ellinor, after a single glance at the

speaker, turned quickly to Mowbray, - -
who spoke, almost as if her Jook needed

a reply : « Yes, mother finds cord-wood
gelting to be so expensive that she g

poses to buy a bit of wood]an

which we can supply ourselves.;

They rode on, a little f
abreast, then eame 1o a spot here the ”
road, cut into a hill and flar ;f:dﬁmh
ditches, narrowed considerably. S

“«We crowd you, Miss Ethelritigs A
said Hartland, reining back.

« Perhaps we had better ride on,”
said Mowbray, and, without waiting for
Celia’s answer, he put his horse to a
canter, Brunette keeping up. Ellinor
checked Bess, prompted by the evident
incivility of leaving Hartland behind;
but the animal—much to her surprise,
for it had hitherto seemed perfectly do-
cile—reared, made one or two dashes
to the front, then, when cheeked, stamped
impatiently, neighing the while; and,
when put in metion again, curveted so
violently that a rider with less practiced
hand and less assured seat might well
have been in danger. But Ellinor, the-
roughly trained. sat with skill and self-
possessicn, such as is said to have de-
ceived the poor Peruvians into the be-
lief that Pizarre and his followers formed
a portion of the animals they rede.
Hartland forgot his apprehensions for
her safety in admiration of her horse-
manship ; but when, afier the mare was
reduced to submission, she siill fretted
against the bit as impatiently as' ever, he
said

« Celia has stopped, alarmed, I think,
for your safely, Miss Ethelridge. Had
we not better ride up? The road is
wider now.”

s« [t is spoiling Bess to let her have
her own way,” replied Ellinor; yet slie
acted on the suggestion and touched the
mare with the whip. No dog ever
showed joy more plainly at his master’s
return than did the high-spirited animal
when once more by her mistress’ side.
She rubbed her head against her as if
secking the acoustomed caress. Celia
could not withheld it, but she said: « I
am ashamed of you, Bess: how conld
you behave so P

f?
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It seemed almost as if the credture
understood the tone of reproach. She
drooped her head and submissively
obeyed the slightest touch of the rein.

« Have you had any difficulty in de-
taching her from Brunette when you
were riding her, Celia?” said LEllinor,
thoughtfully,

« Not' the least: [ have separated
them again and again, and DBess has
always obeyed at ence, 1 cannot under-
stand her behavior to-day.”

wi can, 1t is not her comrade, it is
her mistress, she is unwilling to leave.
I knew just such an instance once,” in
a low voice. + Poor Bess !” she added,
patting the mare’s neck, «if that is your
oanly fault—"  What memory was il that
gave so touching a tone to the broken
words > Whatever it was, it was harshly
dispelied the next moment.

« Celia,” said Mowbray, «it will never
do to let that pony get so willful. You'll
have no peace with her. She ought to
be broken of such tricks at once. 1
wish you'd let me take her in hand for
a day or two.”

Ellinor's eyes had been fixed on Mow-
bray during this speech, and she turned
to Celia as if anxious for her reply.

« Thank you, Evelyn, but I prefer to
manage her myself, Miss Lthelridge
will help me: 1 am taking riding-lessons
from her.”

Mowbray’s brow clouded. He seemed
on the point of making some additional
remark, but checked himself. They
rode on for some distance, silently at
first—afterward exchanging a few com-
monplaces, until they reached a cross-
road, little more than a Dridle-path,
leading deeper into the woods. Then
Hartland said:

« Qur road leads off here to the right,
Mr. Mowbray.”

« Are you very busy this afternoon,
Mr. Hartland? We might accompany
the ladies as far as their ride extends,
and then have time, in returning, to
lock at this land before sundown.”

« Another day I shall be glad to show
it to you, but I have several things
which I have promised Mr. Sydenham
that [ would attend to this afternoon.”

The tone was barely civil. Celia,
who knew her cousin well and liked him,
had a dim feeling that there was some-
thing wrong, especially when she saw a
frown darkening the face of Mowbray,
who, having no longer excuse for delay,
coldly doffed his bat 1o the ladies and
rode off with Hartland.

If either of the riders who remained
regretted this departure, one of their
horses evidently did not.  Bess resumed
all her spirit and gentleness, arching her
neck, as with pride or pleasure, and
glancing with her bold, bright eyes at
Lier mistress—a mute protest, one might
almost have supposed it, against another
separation.  Ellinor ran her fingers
through the long silky mane admiringly.

« T shall not have the heart to correct
this pretty creature for her one sin,” she
said. «I have the same weakness for
her mistress that she has, She means
only love, not harm. Should one be
blamed for that ?

«We are told that to Lim who loveth
much shall much be forgiven.”

Ellinor iovked up quickly: she saw
that Celia was not thinking of her
«That is-God’s own truth.”’ she said,
reverently : then after a pause—« yet we
have no right to indulge even love at
expense of others.”

This time it was Celia who looked up.
Ellinor turned it off 5« Dess won't an-
noy you with her fondness: shell be
good at your bidding, if she is perverse
with others.”

A fit of musing fell on the girls as
they rode home. Something had jarred
on Celia’s consciousness, but she had
forgotten it next day. Neot so Ellinor:
she laid up what seemed trifles in her
heart.

CHAPTER XVL
THE CANDIDATES,
“Audi alteram partem.”

« Papa dear,” said Leoline, as they
rode one morning toward Tyler's Mill,
« who is this Mr. Creighton that we are
going to hear ¥

« Candidate to fill a vacancy in Con-
gress, against Mr. Emberly.”

BEYOND THE BREAKERS. 1or1

« Yes, I know; but whe is he

« Have you any recollection of Mr.
Williams ? But no—you were too young
then.”

P The Quaker gentleman who traveled
with us in Italy? Why, I remember
the very day we made acquaintance with
him.”

« Are you sure of that, my child ¥

« [t was in the cathedral at Pisa. He
asked the guide about Galileo’s lamp.
No, not Galileo’s, but the lamp that was
accidentally set swinging while mass was
going on, and Galileo noticed it, and it
helped him to invent the pendulum.”

“ it suggested to him the principle of
the pendulum, you mean: yes, that is
the very Mr. Williams. Eliot Creigh-
ton is his nephew—a young lawyer liv-
ing about fifty miles from here.”

“ A good speaker, is he 17

«They say so. I take an interest in
him. He is, I believe, a Unitarian ; and
[ saw, this morning, an anonymous
handbill attacking him on account of his
religious opinions, and abusing him as
an infidel.” ’

«'m glad of that: I mean I'm glad
ke will have to defend himself.”

“« Why, my. child 7

# [t will be nice: we shall see what
he’s made of. We shall see whether
he'll let them catechise him. A man
that's a coward won’t do for me.”?

“1 like pluck myself. Moral courage
is the rarest of qualities among our pub-
lic men. But, in a political contest,
where the party vote is so nearly bal-
anced as in our district, there 'is great
tenmptation to temporize and smooth
things over.”

“ Surely you wouldn’t vote to send a
man to Congress who could not stand
temptation, papa?” said Leoline, in-
dignantly,

« Not if another offered who could,”
smiling at her warmth.

#1 hope Mr. Creighton can.”

« We shall see.”

The trysting-place was Grangula’s
Mount-—so called after an Indian chief
who had formerly held sway in these
parts. It was in the woods, about two
miles west of Sydenham’s residence.

The topmost summit of this eminence
was bald, but a little way down, on its
eastern slope, were loosely clustered a
few broad-branching trees—old oaks and
elms and dark hemlocks. Under the
spacious sheiter of this detached grove
the eye commanded a magnificent view
over the village, the pretty lake beyond
and the expanse of forest and champaign
that surrounded both. The spot was a
favorite resort of the villagers on their
pic-nic excursions ; and Sydenham, de-
siring to eéncourage these easy, healthful
social gatherings, had caused rustic seats
to be pliced where the shade was deep-
est” for comfort and accommodation.
This had caused it to be selected, also,
as a convenient spot for public meetings,
political and sometimes religious.

A crowd was gathering fast. It was
a magnificent day—calm,. cloudiess, but
the landscape veiled with the light, trans-
parent, illuminated haze which marks
that beautiful episode in the autumn
season of the West, known as «In-
dian Summer.” As Sydenham and his
daughter advauced to their seats, Leo-
line exclaimed in delight; and her father,
albeit famifiar with whatever is most
striking in European scenery, stood still
in admiration. )

It was at the epoch when the first

-light finger-touch of frost sprinkles magi-

cal coloring over dark—g‘reen oceans of

foliage.  The woods, far more brilliant

in their decay than in the tropic of their
periection, showed like groves in fairy-
land, prapked with ail that is gayest in
the rainbow—golden and primrose yel-
lows; tawny orange of every shade;
deep, blood-red crimsons ; scarlets with
color of flame; gorgeous purples, with
here and there a lilac tinge; bright,

tich browns, shaded off into russet and

olive ; yet all harmonizing with a felicity
which human pencil seeks in vain to
emulate, A lover of Nature might well
have traveled a thousand miles to wit-
ness the scene, if nearer home such ex-
hivition of sylvan splendor was not to
be found. Yet most of the spectators
who now sat down in full view of the
wondrous prospect scarcely vouchsafed
a second look of a single comment,
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Their thoughts were on something less
familiar—the two candidates, both per-
sonal strangers in the county, who had
just made their appearance on the
ground, They had agreed to travel
together and to speak alternately. On
this day, Mr. Emberly had the opening
speech,  He ascended an elevated plat-
form, occupied, on festal occasions, by
the village band.

A thin, middle-aged man, clad in
black, with a slow step and somewhat
solemn aspect ; known by reputation to
many of the spectators as having filled,
a few years before, the post of president-
judge in an adjuining circuit—a fluent
rather than forcible speaker.  He began
by a compliment to the audience, eulo-
gizing the appearance of the village and
surrounding country, then ran glibly over
the political topics of the day in parti-
san fashion, hitting his opponent from
time to time with a touch of asperity,
but withowt allusion 1o his religious
senliments, unless his concluding remark
might be so constraed.

- Fellow-citizens,” he said, <1 here
rest my cause, assured of helping hands.
I am happy to have found among you
many who agree with me, not only in
politics, but on tepics transcending in
importance all matters of secular debate
—men with whom 1 have a bond of
fellowship closer than any party ties;
dear friends who sympathize with me in
thase opinions which will determine our
Future when earthly scenes shall have
passed away.  That I have the hearty
good-will of all such men I know, and
with that T rest satisfied: it is not for
me to inquire whether I shall obitain
their votes alsa.”

At this all eyes turned toward Creigh-
ton ; and Leolineg, glancing round, noticed
that one or two men, who had heen read-
ing a handbill before the speaking began,
nudged their neighbors, She felt a little
nervous as Creighton rose.  The young
man himself did not seem quite at ease.

Instead of ascending to the platiorm
which Emberly had occupied, and which
stood a little on one side, he took his
stand at the tfoot of a noble elm, di-
rectly in front of the audience, who

were chiefly seated, row above row, on
the sloping hillside, so that he looked
up as he addressed them.

During the first ten mwinutes most of
his auditors had come to the conclusjon
that the fluent Emberly was the better
speaker. No easy preface ; no concilia-
tory commendation of themselves or of
their neighborhood : no sueing; no
allusion, in deprecatory tone or other-
wise, to his own claims or to his inex-
perience. A plain review of the facts at
issue, curtly but carefully stated, rather
as if it had been committed to memory,
This called forth no token, expressed
aloud, either of dissent or of approha-
tion; a Chiskauga audience never in-
dulged in any such--it was contrary to
the habit of the country; but the faces
were cold, and there was a smile, not
of friendly import, on the }ps of several
prominent men—on those of Amos Crans-
toun among the rest.  Such a moment is
a turning-point in the career of a young
speaker,  Creighton noticed the mute

irony : it stung him, shaking him free

U from embarrassinenat at once. He took

up the subjects he had laid out, one by

one, just a little hit defiantly at first; -

but, as the spirit began to work, with
such earnestness and candor that, before
half an hour more had passed, the audi-
ence had forgotten to criticise or to
admire ; had forgotten that it was Eliot
Creighton who was speaking to them;
thought only of the facts submitted and
of the arguments made; so completely,
by the magnetic fones. had they become
wrapped up in the subject itself. Seve-
ral bhad stretched themselves on the
grass near him, their ritfles beside them,
and now, the chin propped on a hand,
sat with eyes as eagerly fixed on the
speaker as if they had been tracking a
deer.

Animated by the attention he had
won, Creighton indulged, once or twice,
in a vein of humor that was natural to
Lim; his allusions to Emberly and to
his arguments, sharp as the wit was,
still untinctured by ill-nature. That won
simple hearts. always open to a pleasant
jest.  Several old farmers slapped their
thighs, in a manner which said as plainly
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as a slap could say it, « He'll do!?
And when at last, m iliustration of some
point he had made, the speaker intro-
duced, with graphic gestures, a sportive
anecdote, the lillside rang with laughter.

Then he paused, a sudden change
passing over his features, sternness suc-
ceeding the light pleasantry, The whis-
pered comments which his amusing
story had called forth instantly ceased,
and there was a hush of expectation.
Picking up from the grass beside him,
where he had laid it ere he began to
speak. a printed handbill, be unfolded it
as if to read its contents : then, seeming
to think betler of it, he cast it from him
again; and, selecting from among several
documents a small, time-stained-looking
pamphlet, and alluding now, for the first
time throughout his speech, to the fact
that he was a candidate, he said, quietly,
but with that emphasis which subdued
emotion imparts;

«If you send me to Washington City,
it will not be as a propagandist to take
action for you in matters of veligion : it
will be as agent or attorney to transict
yout worldly business. DBut it is not
usuwal to ask a -lawyer, before he is en-
trusted with a cause, whether he be
Pre byterian or Universalist. Nor do
you catechise the taifor who sews your
coat, or the shoemaker who fits you with
a pair of boots. You want your busi-
ness well done—that is your affair: you
leave the man's creed alone—that is his.
Now the same commeon-sense principle
which prevails in every-day life would
govern in politics also if voters, in this
matter, were- left to themselves. Yet
ever since the commencement of our
government there have been found, from
time to time, those who have taken pains
to lead astray, on this point, the good
sense of the people.

“ Would you hear what was put forth,
in the year 18c0o, when the author of the
Declaration of Independence was candi-
date for the Presidency? Then let me
read to you from a pamphlet of that day.
The writer says: ¢ Consider the effect
which the election of any man avowing
the principles of Mr. Jefferson would
fave upon our citizens. The effect

would be to destroy religion, introduce
immorality and loosen all the beonds of
society,’

« Such was the prophecy. Shall we
ask whether, four years afterward, when
he whom his enemies persisted in call-
ing «the infidel President’ took his seat,

‘the predictions of evil were fulfilled 7—

whether religion was destroyed—whether
immorality was introduced—whether the
bonds of society were loosened? The
questions are an insult to the illustrious
dead ! : . :

« Now, as then, we find inen who en-
gage in politics as they would gamble at
cards, But it is not the religion of the
heart that busies itself in this profligate
game. True piety is quiet, unobirusive,
a keeper ‘at home, 3 peacemaker. She
enters into her closet and prays there,
after she has closed the door. She
does not thrust herself into the turmoil
of party politics, catechising candidates
and sowing broadcast the seeds of intoler-
ance and of ail uncharitableness.  True
piety, let it differ from me in the articles
of its creed as it will, I honor and re-
spect.  From my youth up I have been
trained to honor and respect it. But,
for its base counterfeit—say, freemen of

-Ohio ! answer and say, whether I should

better deserve the sufirages of brave and
upright men if I lacked the spirit to
scorn its slanders—if I consented to
bow down my soul before its pharisaical
sway

Creighton’s voice was a low tenor,
musical and of great power; and-its
tones, as he warmed with indignant
emotion, swelled out over the hillside
and reached the edge of the forest,
where some little children were nutting.
They crept back on tiptoe, «to hear
what the preacher was saying.” When
Creighton recommenced it was in a
quieter key: ' '

« When a friend asks me about my
creed — when any good man, anxious
for my spiritual welfare, makes inquiry
touching my religious opinions—I have
an answer for him, full and frank. But
when political intriguers, conspiring for
sinister ends, go out of their way 1o
charge upon wme sentimenis which as
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littie resemble those [ ever held as their
whole conduct in this affair resembles
uprightness and fair-dealing —to  such
men, impertinently obtruding such a
subject, I have no answer whatever.

« It may be that some of you, if 1 told
you my creed, might deem a few of its
articles heterodox. So be it! They
are my own. I am answerable for them
at a higher tribunal than man’s. 1 claim
for myself. as the good and noble Roger
Williams did of yore, that right of pri-
vate judgment and free speech which it
is our country’s proudest boast that
every American citizen may demand at
the haads of his fellow-citizens.  To the
greatest it has not been refused—to the
humblest it may not justly be denied.
Jefferson claimed it when he asked your
fathers’ votes for the office of chief
magistrate of the republic: 1 am equally
entitled 19 its sacred shield, though 1
stand before you but one among the
undistinguished hundreds whe nowaspire
to a seat in the councils of the nation.”

Not a sound nor a movement in the
audience. No one stirred from his
place.  They sat with eyes intent on
the speaker, as if waiting for more. [t
was not till Crewhton, noticing  this,
stepped forward with a smile and a blush
of pleasure at this mute compliment to
his eloguence, and thanked them grace-
fully for the marked attention they bad
given him, that the spell was dissolved
and the crowd arose. Then, indeed, all
tongues were loosed.

Some of the comments, even when
laudatory, were more forcible than ele-
gant. As Sydenham stopped to speak
to Celia and her aunt, Leoline overheard,
from a koot of four or five gray-headed
men near them:

«If that young fellow didn’t give it to
them good! Now ain’t he a hor:-.e e

+Well, he's slick on the tongue—
very,” said another; «but he's mighty
high and independent. He didn’t seem
to care a chaw of tobacco whether we
gin him our votes or not. If a man

- goes for him, he wonr't get a thankee for
it. Emberly's something like: he has

a civil tongue in his head.”
u They're both blooded nags,"” broke in

a younger man who had come up duaring
the last remark ; «but I'll tell you what
it is: fair play's fair play. That hand-
bill sort o’ sticks in my craw. A fellow
ought to have a chance. Here's just
three days to the election, and it’s only
yesterday these dirty sheets showed their
faces here. 1 hear'n they were kep’
back in the other counties till the can-
didates had spoke and gome. ‘That’s
stabbin’ 2 man behind his back, A
scamp that'd be guilty of such a trick’d
steal cold corn-bread from a nigger's
saddle-bags.”

“ Ye can’t say Emberly had anything
to do with the handbills.”

« No; but, to my thinkin’ there was
a touch of the sneak in the way he
wound up his speech about <bonds of
fellowship.” A man could see with half
an eye that it was a tub thrown out to
the Methodists.” ‘

« And you're a Hard-shell Baptist.”

« Not soft enough, any way, to be
caught with such back-handed tricks.”

Leoline’s party passed on toward the
stand, so she heard no more. Syden-
ham gave his hand to Creighton. «We
must become good friends,” he said,
cordially. «Come and have a quiet cup
of tea at my house this evening, Or
cannot you ride home with us now ?”

« Thank you, much. But a candidate
is public property for two hours after his
speech, and I must eall on my friend,
Miss Ethelridge. By six I can be with
rou.”

« That will suit us perfectly.”

Celia, having come on horseback,

joined the Sydenham party as they rode
home. #«So he knows ELllie?” she
thought to herself; «<my friend Miss
hthelrldge,’ he said. And she has only
one friend who writes to her. I wonder
if it is Mr. Creighton” DBut all this
she kept to herself,

« Isn’t he splendid ?’ said Leoline to

Celia ; her father was riding in advance

with Ethan Hartland.

« Mr. Creighton ? I liked his speech s

but you surely don't think him hand-
some, Lela?” Celia was comparing
him, in her own mind, with Evelyn
Mowbray.
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«1 really can’t tell what ladies call

handsome. Dr. Meyrac has a fine por-
trait of Kosciusko, and Lucille Meyrac
and I were looking at it the other day.
She said 1t was an ugly face, Well, I
don’t know. I think if its owner had
courted me right hard, I might bave had
hinm.”

«And you think Cre:crhton resembles
him 7

« Wicked creature! You would en-
trap me into giving as broad a hint as
Desdemona gave to Othello—

* And bade me, if I had a friend that loved her,

I should but teach him how to tell my story,
And that would woo her,”

“Well, Lela, why shouldn’t you ad-
mire him 7’

«] like him. T like all brave and
frank men, who speak their minds nebly
—who won't temporize and truckle—who
won't be taken to task and {rodden on.
But it's against my principles to care
for any one—that is, reafly care, you
know-—who will never care for me.”

Celia laughed: «So you've made up
your mind already that Creighton never
will.?

“Quite,” Leoline replied with the
most sober and thoughtful air. « He
never would, even if he were to settle
here among us. ['m not the least the
sort of person to take his fancy.
I'm too like him. If I were fairly
hrought to bay and hard put to it, I'm
not at all sure but T could make some
such speech, myself. 1 felt like it when
he talked about bowing down his soul—
how was it P—Dheneath Slander's phari-
saical sway. Such sort of men like
sweet, quiet, domestic women. Ah! if
you were not disposed of, Celia! The
very person to suit him 17

«“But then I -should never take a
fancy to him.” :

“No, It's a pity, though,” And
Leoline looked as serious as if she had
the whole maiter on her own shoulders :
she was thinking of Mowbray, and com-
paring the two men. Then she branched
off w the speech again: « What a ges-
ture that was !"—she threw up her own
arm as the thought crossed -her—<and
what a look, as he’ talked of Roger

Williams and claimed the right of free
speech! How came i, | wonder with
that slender figure and just medium
height, that he could throw so much
dignity into his bearing #*

Sydenham overheard her and turned ;
“«In a measure, no doubt, because nolile
sentiments impart noble expression ; but
it was pdrtl) due, 1 thmk to an accident
or an intuition,”

« How so, papa P’

« Instead of getting on. the platform,
as Emberly did, he took his stand on the
grass below his audience.  Thus, in ad-
dressing them, his head was  naturally
thrown back a little, his eyes raised, and
when his emotions sought expression in
action, the pestures were all upward,
corresponding to sentiments elevated
and aspiring. 1 think clergymen do
wrong to as¢end high pulpits whence to
deliver their sermons. There was a
simple dignity about Creighton to-day
such.as young men se]dom attain. But
if he had beeh boxed 'up and looking
down upon us, much of the expression
would have been lost.?

Creighton came to tea. So, at an
invitation frotn Sydenham, did Ellinor
Ethelridge. Celia kept a promise given
to Leoline to come over in the course
of the evening, her cousin Ethan Hart-
land accompanying her.
 Ethan informed Sydenham that the
chairman of a certain committee that
was about to convene sent a pressing
request for his attendance.

“You will excuse Mr. Hartland and
myself, I know, Mr. Creighton : it is in
your interest we meet. I leave you in
charge of the Jadies.”

They had a pleasant, lively party—-
after a while, music. Leoline played a
portion of the overture to the Trovalore,
then a fresh importation and just coming
into Cisatlantic favor. Afterward Creigh-
ton sang “Ah che la morte ognora” to

" Celia’s accompaniment, and persuaded

Leoline to join him in <Aj nostri momi,”
though she could but just reach -the
lower notes.

After one or two of Schubert’s songs,
Creighton spied a volume labelec v Mo-
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zart.”  «Ah!” he said, as he opened at
some selections from Don Giovanii,
“it is refreshing to see anything so old-
fashioned.” At his request Celia sang
«Vedrai, carino ;7 and together they ex-
ecuted the duett, «La-ci darem.” Their
voices harmonized admirably.

«You Lad music-lessons in Germany 7
said Lllinor to Creighton.

«Yes; and I was about to ask the
same question of Miss Pembroke,”
turning to her,  «Have you been
abroad

“In Europe? Never. DBut T hada
German teacher in Phijadelphia.”

“Ah! [ thought s0.”” Then he con-
versed with Miss Ethelridge.  His man-
ner towdrd her was cordial and unem-
barrassed.  Celia blamed herself after-
ward for having observed them so
marrowly,  She could not make out
Ellinor's demeanor toward him.  They
were old acquaintances, certainly; but
it was not the manner usual between
intimate friends of the same age, even
if of opposite sex. There was deep
respect in it, as if Creighton had been
twenty vears older than she—her guard-
ian, perhaps, who had cared for her
from her infancy.  Yet he seemed to be
rather the younger of the two. Euvi-
denily she took the warmest interest in
his welfare,

«Ts vour election doubtful 2 she said.

«“Very doubtful. I shall” probably
lose it.”

Celia, who had taken one of her
friend’s hands between hers, felt it
tremble as Ellinor asked, « Because of
that vile handbill #* her eyes flashing.

«lt will cost me a good many
votes.”

« Surely not " exclaimed Leoline; and
she proceeded, in her animated way, to
repeat the conversation she had over-
heard as they were Jeaving the ground.

Creighton laughed heartily: «It's very
amusing, this electioneering, though it is
tedions enough cometimes, 1 feel flat-
tered by the old man’s comparison. The
horse Z¢ a noble animal, and the farmer's
best friend, too.”

+ But you have no idea how well your
defender’s hit about the cold corn-bread

came off,” said Leoline. «1 know your
speech made a good impression.”

«“There is"in our people a strong
sense of justice and love of fair play, to
which one seldom appeals in vain, The
handbill would probably have aided
rather than injured me, had they left me
a chance of reply. But they chose their
time well.”

«1ll, you mean,” said Leoline, in-
dignantly.

Creighton smiled.

“ How can you take it so easily ?’ she
went on. «I do believe you forgot,
while we were singing just now, that
Monday next is election-day,”

« One likes to shuke off the dust in
the evening, Do not grudge it to me,
dear Miss Sydenham. That last duett
took me back to Gottingen. Miss Pem-
broke’s voice and style reminded me so
much of a charming family of musicians
I used to visit there.”

“And you actually forgot that hand-
bill #” persisted Leoline,

« The evil which others seek to do us
is worth forgetting only.” Creighton
turned toward Miss Ethelridge as he
said it

Again that tell-tale hand! DBut this
time Ellinor gently withdrew it from
Celia’s clasp.

At ihis juncture Sydenham and IZthan
Hartland returned,

« Mr, Creighton,”” said the latter,
«your concluding remarks were taken
down in shorthand, and are now in type
for our Chiskanga Gleaner, of which we
have hastened the publication one day,
so that it will appear to-morrow. An
extra thousand will be printed and sent
over the county. Do not fear the result
at our precinct. ‘There is reaction al-
ready. Here you will outrun the party
vote.”

Creighton expressed his thanks in
strong terms. '

« It is we who are your debtors,” said
Sydenham, warmly, < We have tempta-
tions enough to hypocrisy already among
us, without suffering an honest man’s
creed to be made a political test. T am
sorry you live so far from us.”

«[ liked the expression of those faces
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on the hillside to-day. I like the social
atmosphere of your little place; and 1
have serious thoughts, when the election
is over, of returning this way and asking
vou if you have not a small dwelling-
house to rent or sell.”

«You shall be heartily welcome.
Come and make your home with me for
a day or iwo.” '

«But if Mr, Creighton has to go to
Congress, papa?” :

« Then his time will be short; but we
shall be thankiul even for a flying visit.”

« One doesn't like to he beaten, Miss
Sydenham,” said Creighton, «and I
havé had dreams of being useful if
clected ; but If Emberly is to he Con-
gressman, it may be all for the best. A
man’s traducers often do him good. 1
am very sure I shall spend a pleasanter
winter here, if I succeed in finding a
home in this pretty village of yours,
than I should in Washinglon City.”

@At all events,” said Leoline, «we'll
do our best to make it up to you if these
rascals, with their handbills, hoodwink
the people. Won't we, Miss Ethel-
ridge 7 she added with sudden impulse,
noticing that lady’s anxious looks.

Ellinor colored just a little, was em-
barrassed for a moment, then replied, in
a quiet tone: « Mr. Creighton deserves
all we may be able to do for him.””

Creighton seemed about 1o reply to
her, but he merely bowed and expressed,
in warm terms, his sense of the kind-
ness with which he had been received at
Chiskauga.

They parted, with sentiments of mu-~

tual esteem.

That evening Celia spent iwice the
usual time in doing up her hair, The
comb dropped on her knee, and she
dropped into a musing fit: « He liked
the faces on that hillside! Did he, in-
deed! T think I could pick out one in
the village that has more attractions for
him than that whole audience, and can
do more to make a winter pleasant to
bim than all of us put together: I saw
him glance across at her when he talked
of setiling here.  Then I should like . to
know what chance a man has of jur'ging

the ¢social atmosphere’ of a place which
he has inhabited for just two-thirds of a
day; especially when half of that pro-
tracted period was spent in two rooms
—Dr. Meyrac’s parlor and Mr. Syden-
bam’s drawing-room. How transparent
men are when they fall in love I

Then the labor of the comb was re-
sumied, but by and by there was another
intermission : « 1 wonder whether a wo-
man ought to reverence a man before
she marries him—he about her own age,
or even if he were lwo or three years
older. T don't the least believe that 1
could. Isn't there a text about ¢ perfect
love casting out fear ¥ ¥ Another pause:
«It’s best not to et even a dear friend
hold one’s hand when it's not convenient
to have it known what one is thinking
about. But. never mind, poor, dear
Ellie! If that’s your secret, it's safe
with me.”

Before Celia went to sleep she had
come very decidedly to the conclusion
that Ellinor Ethelridge either was, or
very, soon would be, engaged to Eliot
Creighton,

The vote was close, but Creighton
lost his eléction ; and six weeks after-
ward Chiskauga gained an .addition to
her population in the shape of an honest
[awyer and estimable young man.

CHAPTER XVIL
LABOR LOST.
OXE day, about a week after the elec-
tion, Celia received, throigh the post-
office, the following anonymous letter:

«Mrss CrELIA PEMDROKE : :
“You are basely deceived, and you
ought to be informed of it. J. E. M,
has private assignations with Ellen Ty-
ler in a lonely part of the”woods on the
bank of Kinshon Creek, about half a
mile below her father's mill, where he
reads poetﬁry and makes love to her.
Not long since the father caught them at
it, and they had a tussle which M won’t
forget in a hurry : he carried the marks
home. (l‘he girl is simple and innocent,
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and no doubt bhelieves that he intends
matriage. You know Dbest whether he
does or not.  The miller might give
her a couple of thousand dollars, but
there is a good deal of difference between
two and forty.

«The writer has seen you often, but.
is unknown to you. If you wish to
know whether he is telling you a lie or
not, ask Nelson Tyler. The new groom
that Mr. Hartland lately engaged, and
who worked several weeks at the mill,
could, if he would, tell you somecthing
about it, ONE wHo Knows.”

#“Cranstoun 7 was Celia’s first thought
when she read this startling epistle. She
went over it a second time. The spell-
ing throughout was correct, but not a
stroke of the writing seemed his. She
was familiar with his hand, having copied
several law-papers made out by him for
her uncle.  And this almost resembled
a school-boy's handwriting.

It annoyed her very seriously, espe-
cially the innuendo about her forty thou-
sand dollars ; hat it did not unsettle her
faith in Mowbhray. She knew that her
lover was acquzinted with Ellen, for she
had seen her frequently at Mrs. Mow-
bray’s, when the girl came thither for
ber French lessons ; and she thought it
likely enough that Evelyn, in the course
of his rides—perhaps in search of wood-
land to purchase — might accidentally
have met Ellen, and even, for once, have
read to her. DBut what of that? She
called to mind that only two or three
months since, one da_y that Ethan Hart-
land met ber in the woods, they had sat
down together on a log and he had read
to her, from a pocket edition of Thom-
son's Seasons, some passage appropriate
to the sylvan scene around them. To
be sure, Ethan was her cousin; but
then cousins do marry sometimes,
though she had heard Sydenham express
the opinion that they never should.*

* Celia, like many others, had probably failed to
distinguish between affindty and consanguinity, Ethan
was not Celia's cousin-genman, being a son by Thomas
Hartland's first wife, not by Celia’s aunt. He was,
therefore, related to her by marriage only. not by bload.
But it conld onty have been to marriages of cousing by
bicod that Sydenham, a man of dlscnmmatmn, had
ebjected.

Celia was not the girl to discard one to
whom she had given her confidence he-
cause he laughed and chatted with some
one else: those who do onght to delay
marriage until they learn better. She
had read that wonderful thirteenth chap-
ter of First Corinthians, and she acted
up to its declaration, that Love thinketh
no evil,

She thought i « Shall I trust an anony-
mous scribbler rather than one I have
known since childhood? And then the
creature thought me dishonorabiz enough
to act the spy on Evelyn’s actions—to go
asking a comparative stranger whether
the man 1 am engaged to is a rascal or
not, or putting the same question to a
servant who came not six weeks ago to
the village, from nobody knows where ?
What a mean wretch he must be him-
self 1" And, with that, after glancing
once more over the letter, she threw it
contemptuously into the fire,

Thus, as generous natures are en-
listed in favor of the persecuted, this
covert attack on Mowbray reacted in
his favor. His mistress held but the
more faithfully to her troth because
others sought to malign and to injure,

Ten days later, Cranstoun and Cassi-
day sat together, in the evening, conver-
sing. The latter spoke, in reply to
some inquiry addressed to him :

wIt’s hard to come round them, Mr,
Cranstoun—these highflyers especially,
like Miss Celia. You never can tell
how they'll take things.”

« Vou're sure she got it 27

“You posted it yourself. How could
it miscarry ?”

“ What makes you think it did harm
rather than good

s« First, the black looks she cast at
me for three or four days after we sent
it. She’s over that now, I take such
capital care of Bess: and then I told
her what a gsplendid seat she had, and
how much better she handled her reins
since she took riding-lessons from the
school-teacher. She’s a stunner, is Miss
Ethelridge. I've been out fox-hunting
with the old Squire that fathered me,
and I've seen those Irish girls take their

BEYOND THE BREAKERS. 109

fences—it's a sight to see, Mr. Cran-
stoun —but if she’s not up to any of
them, may I never back horse again!
1 praised her to Miss Celia, too. She
liked ail th&t. She knows I'm a good
judge. So I've got into favor again;
but if she'd had her way the first day
or two, good-bye to that snug little
shealin’ where Ihope to see Ellen one
of these days.”

«Is that all your evidence? Black
looks don’t amount to much.”

#No, it isn’t all, Yesterday we had
the sorrels out—Mr, and Mrs. Hartland,
Miss Celia, and who else, do you think,
in the carriage

« Not Mowbray M

«“ Mowbray! Why he dar’n’t come
within our doors. The beaten candi-
date, Mr. Creighton.”

‘“What! Cutrying favor with Hart-
land already

«“Looks like it. He told the old man
he’d make him a present of some speci-
mens, [ think he called them — stanes

or something—that he had collected in

Europe.”
%S0 he is going to settle here #
“Did not you hear he was bargaining
with Mr. Hugo for his house, just this
side of Mrs. Mowbray's, on the lake

shore? As pretly a cottage as there

is in the village, with a handsome lawn
clear down to the Iake.”
“ What does he want with a house ?”
«Tlis mother’s a widow, and she's to
keep house for him.” .
«Mr. Casviday, yow were caplaining
to me how you knew that our letter had
missed its mark. What has all this to

‘do with it 7

«1’m coming to that. Hartland and
this Creighton hitch horses together in
politics,  When we were out driving
they had a heap of talk about that hand-
bill, you know.”

wWWell 27

“Miss Celia, she joined in. And the
way she abused every man that would
not sign what he wrote ! I did not quite
hear it all.  She was te]Img some story,
1 think, to her uncle: in course she
didn’t say a word about our little affair.

- But she was as bitter as gall ; and some-

how she brought it round that any scamp
that would abuse another, and not sect
his name to it, wasn't too good. to steal
cold corn-bread from a nigger's saddle-
bags.”

«You are surely mistaken. She conld
never have said anything so coarse as
that.” _ '

«“ Her dander was up, I tell you. I
heard her as plain as T hear you. Pretty
hard on us, wasn’t it ¢

« She may repent that one of these
days.”

Something in the tone cansed Cassi-
day to look up surprised; but Crans-
toun was not thinking of him, and didn’t
notice it. The groom feigned indifference,
and said, in an easy tone: Anyhow,
that’s a lost ball. I thought it was well
shot, too. F've known a good deal less
tharr that play hell in a family before
now. 1 wonder what on earth the girls
see in that stuck-up coxcomb of a Mow-
bray to cajole them so? 1f 1 were as
mean as that fellow is, I'd want lo creep
into a nutshell.”

Cassiday understood the meaning of
the smile with which Cranstoun received
this, and repiied to it;

“ Well, Mr. Cranstoun, you've a right
to think just what you like about me:
we've done some hard things, in our
day, to raise the cash—you and 1. But
if Tloved a girl as well as J—as well as
maybe that rascal himself loves Elien,
for I'd like to see the man as could
stand that smile of hers—may the foul
fiend catch me if Y'd turm away from her
for money-bags!  You don't believe
what P'm zelhnrr you, and a {fellow that’s

[ as bad as me has no right to complain,

But I'm a gentleman’s son, if it is on
the wrong side of the blanket. And if
gentlemen are wild, there’s some things
some of them won’t do. That father of
mine never paid his tailor’s bill that T
know of, but he'd have shot himself
sooner than let a racing-debt run over
the day it was due.”

« Maybe somebody else would have
shot him if he had iried that game on
them,”

“He had his faults, the old Squire
had-—rest his soul '—as mother knows
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and me, to our cost; but he'd stand the
click of cocked pistol just as you would
a knock at your door; and he'd put a
ball through a good-sized wedding-ring
at fifteen steps, every other pop.”

“So you think Mowbray's meaner
than you 2"

“We say just what we like to one
another, Mr. Cranstoun; so it’s all right
for you to ask me that. Buat if John
Mowbray should take it in his head to
follow sait, bhe might have a chance of
fincling out which was the best shot—him
or my father's son.”

] have no objection to your trying,
and I hope youlll hit him, Cassiday.
But all I meant to ask was, whether you
didn’t think Mowbray was after the
doflars, and not afier Mr. Hartland’s
nigge.”’

« 't give you a plain answer to a civil
question. 1f Ellen and Miss Celia had
a fair start, with two thousand a piece,
the niece would be nowhere, distanced,
beaten out of sight. I'Hl bet two to one
on that, and put up filty any day.”

« Stranger things have happened than
that you should have a chance o find
out, before another twelvemontl’s gone,
whether that would have been a safe bet
or not.”

1t was more than Cranstoun would
have said had he not been thoroughly
cut of humor, as baffled plotters are
wont to he,

Cassiday took his hat and departed
without a word, except the remark that
it was time his horses had their supper.
As he was measuring out the oats, the
import of Cranstoun’s last speech seemed
to dawn upon him. « I must look out for
my wages,” was his reflection : «these
guardians are the very devil Who
would have thought it, with that sancti-
monious lock of his? Cranstoun ought
to know ; he's constantly here, closeted
with him; but the old fellow must be
hard up if he has laid hands on Miss
Celia’s cash. Any way, he has promised
he'd pay me the last day of every month,
and I'll hold him to it. He can’t get
anybody that'll keep things as tight and
bright as I do. [ hope he won’t run
high and dry and have to sell his horses.
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I'd be hard put.to it to find such another
place.”

It gas a snug berth. Cassiday had
thriven on perjury so far, Some rogues
do thrive to the end of the chapter—the
earthiy chapter, which is but a small
portion of the great Book of Life. Some
accounts seem to be squared here.
Others, unsettled, are carried over. The
Roman who said that no man should be
accounted happy till Death sealed his
good-fortune looked but a little way.
There are heavy debits of which he took
no account.

‘What has been happening to Cassi-
day’s victim? Did the world smile or
frown upon him after his release from
prison ?  We left him knocking at his
own door for admission.

CHAPTER XVIIL
GOOD OUT OF EVIL.

How wonderfully does the principle
of Compensation intervene in human
affaits !  How bhright—as a grand old
Reformer, poet and philosopher has sug-
gested—how bright is often the mlver
lmmrr of the darkest cloud!

It was a terrible injustice that had be-
fallen our friend Terence; and yet, had
the lines always fallen to him in pleasant
places, it is doubtful whether, throughout
a prosperous lifetime, he would ever have
known such supreme and unailoyed hap-
piness as when—just emerged from the
gloom of prison-life—he took in his arms
liis weeping wife—weeping because no

language other than tears could express

the fullness of her joy, If all had gone
well with him, it is doubtful if he would
ever, with so stirring a conviction of
mercies vouchsaled, have kissed his
sleeping babes, lying there unconscious
alike of the storm that had passed and
of the surshine that was succeeding it.

He was better as well as happier.
There had been, till now, little or no evi-
dence of the spiritual to be detected in
that thoughtless, careless nature. Yet
it was there, It always is whuere warm
affections exist. It came forth now, at

. knelt to the Giver of all good.
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the moment when these affections were
stirred to their depths,
outward demonstration: the man did
not go down on his knees, but his heart
No set
form of thanksgiving came to his lips,
beyond the single exclamation that burst
from him as Norah, between sobs, re-
turned his passionate kisses :

«The Lord be praised for this blessed
hour !

Only an exclamation, )et almost as
long as that of the publican who im-
plored for mercy to him a sinner.  All
that sleepless night, as the young Irish-
man gradually came to realize his great

deliverance, his soul prayed in more than’

words, The effectual fervent prayer—
the avajling one—often ascends ungar-
mented by lhuman phrase, in robeless
purity,

I do not assert for Terence anything
like a change of heart. Nature, as Lin-
neus has expressed it, makes no great
leaps. She does not deal in sondden
transformations. The seed, the plant,
the blossom, the fruit,—these are the
types of her gradual workings, If there
be examples of men regenerated Ly a
single experience, these are so rare as
only to prove the general rule of patient
progtession. In the present case the
young man’s better nature had been
stitred : that was all.  After influcnces
must decide whether the first impression
was to grow and strengthen, or to fade

out, leaving him to sink back again to

the level of his former life.

One of these influences followed close

on his release. During the evening of
the next day, Kullen, the prison-agent,
came to see his emancipated client, No
need to say how he was received!
Norah gave him both her-hands, unable
at first, in her agitation, to utter a word;
but, in default of speech, she offered to
the preserver of her husband her.matron
cheek to kiss. Terence spoke with all
the warmth of his country :

« Mister Kullen, it's owin’ to you that
I'm alive, and, more nor that, that I can
stand up-and face the world like an hon-
est man.  It's all owin’ to you, wid yer
cheering ways and yer lovely stories,

v

Not with much

that Norah’s got a husband and the chil-
dlier’s got their father back agin. It’s no
earthly use to speak about payin® such a
debt as that; but sure ye know, Mister
Kullen "—here the tears rose to the poor
fellow’s eyes—«sure an’ ye know, with-
out iver my tellin’ ye, that, as long as
Norah and me’s got a roof over our
heads, come rain, come shine, let it be
mornin’ or noon or black midnight, ye'll
be as welcome to our fireside as the
flowers in May.”

Then he hemtated as if he didn’t
know exactly how to proceed. At last
he brought out: «An, Mister Kullen,
you wouldn't be refusin’ a poor fellow
the little be. can do for you. 1 heard
down yonder—it was Walter Richards
tould me—that yer salary’s but a small
one, Mister Kullen, for all the good ye
do. Now, ye see, I've got two hundred
and fifty dollars in the bank, and sorea a
bit o’ use I have for it now, becase 1
can’t buy the house, and that was all I
laid it up for—"

Here the prison-agent interrupted him:
“#You need not say a word about- that,
Terence: the State pays me for what I
do, and it wouldn’t be honest to take pay
twice, you know. But, since you are
willing to do me a pleasure, what if 1
were 1o ask you for something that might

cosi you more than two hundred and fifty
Qotlars I

Terence’s face brightened;:
an’ 1 can borrow the rest,” he said.
«Ng, I don’t approve of a man get-

ting into debl. You can do it without
borrowing.  How long have you the
lease of t]us house ¥

« Till the first of May comin’: that’s
near five months and a half”

“ Have you done well with it "

“Very fair, Last year it cleared me
seventeen bundred and fifly dollars,
And this year, if it hadn’t been for that
damned—" ) -

Norah laid her hand on his arm .
« Not to-day, Teddy darlint—not to- d1y,
just when the Lord sint ye back to me.”

« Well, thin, I won’t swear, Norah,
ef 'ye don't like it. But ef it hadn’t
been for that scoundrel Bryan—bad luck
to him l—sure there's no harm in callin

« Sure

+
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him what he is, and wishin’ him his
desarts — I'd have made two thousand
dollars clear this very vear; and I can
live on half o’ that and lay by the other
half”

« How much of the profit you make
is from the bar and how much by
lodgers 77 :

«1t's close on half and half.”

« 80 you expect to clear from the bar,
between this and the first of May, some
seven or eight hundred dollars 2

« Full that.”

. « Unless some rascal like that Delorny
should play you just such another trick
as he did.”

«Yes, Mister Kullen; but I’ve hearn
old sailors, as has been to the war, say
that a cannon-ball niver comes through
the same hole twice.”

«Well, Terence, to confess the truth,
I don’t think it likely that anybody, in
the next six months, wili accuse you of
going into a bed-room at night and steal-
ing a hundred and seventy dollars. But
something as bad might happen. Norah,
did Terence use to swear when you
fived in Cumberland county 27

«No, Mister Kullen, niver a bit: he's
larnt it—"

« Behind the bar-counter ?

The voung wife flushed scarlet, and
looked at her husband.

«You're a good girl, Norah,” said
Mr. Kullen, «1 see T shall have your
help. Terence, what would you say if
that eldest boy of yours were to come
out with an oath ?”

« Derry knows better nor that, Mr.
Kullen: his mother’'s Jarned Lim
better.”

<I'm ghe to hear . 1 once knew
an excellent man who had served as
licutenant, and then as captain, for fifteen
years under the First Napoleon. He
came to this couniry poor and learned
English perfectly. He had received a
college education before he entered the
army, and he set up school and became
an exceilent teacher.  One habit of the
soldier. however, clung to him. When
ltis pupils proved unruly he world swear.
One day he was much shocked to hear
a youngster of twelve, who had been

with him a year or two, utter a round
oath. ¢Dick, don't you know you
mustn’t swear P said his teacher: ‘it’s
wrong and it's vulgar’ «But if it’s
wrong, Mr. Tinel said the boy, half
afraid to finish his question — «if it's
wrong, why do yor swear? «DBecause
I'm a damned fool,” was the rejoinder:
«don’t you be one too I’ Now, Terence,
if little Dermot, imitating his father,
should venture on an oath, would you
like to give him such a reply as that ?”

Norah interposed: «Where's the
loss to be droppin’ a word or two out o
yer talk, Teddy asthore—and a bad word
at that—that ye should be refusin’ the
fikes o’ Mr. Kullen

«Well, it’s little enough to promise
for them as has done so much for me:
I won’t swear no more.” o
- «DBut for your children’s sake, and
for your own, I want you to do some-
thing else, Terence. It's a good deal
to ask you. I want you to give up that
seven or eight hundred doliars — in a
word, to close your bar.”

Norah elasped her hands with a look
of entreaty. Her husband sat silent,
looking first at her, then at Mr, Kullen,
The proposal evidently took him by
surprise,

« Listen to me before you answer,”
pursued the agent, «and then I'll leave
you to talk it over with Norah there,
It weuld be a terrible thing, Terence, if
a man like you, that God has given so
good a wife to, were to go to the bad.
And, let me tell you, that might bappen.
Men are not depraved sots because they
frequent a bar-room, but they’re on the
way to be good for nething, or worse.
Then, a tippling-house attracts riff-raff.
Yours attracted Delorny, a - common
drunkard. See what came of it. You're
not safe among such men,”

Norah turned pale, changed her seat
to one close to her husband and took
his hand in hers. i

«It's true, Terence,” added Kullen.
« You're easy and good-natured—just the
sort of man that might take the color of
his life from the ways of his associates.
Just the man, too, to be imposed on by
swindlers, DBut no man is safe with
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thieves and perjurers around him. An
innocent man’s always more or less at
their mercy ; and next time I mighin't
be there to help you out.”

The tears were in Noralh's eyes.
Terence wiped them away with a gentle-
ness one would hirdly have expected of
him, and kissed her.

«'That's not, all,”” sald Kullen. -« Do
you think a man deserwves to be helped
out, if, after he has once been warned,
he still keeps on with a business that

.makes men worse instead of better? I

lived many years in the West, where
crimes then were rare and could be
eagily traced to their source; and I
know that two-thirds of them began in
tippling-houses, and in the habits that
grew out of them. Two crimes out of
every three that were committed, Ter-
ence ! and growing out of just such
places as that room of yowrs Dbelow,

where Patrick Murphy is tending bar” -

At this juncture little Dermot came
into the room. Kullen and he had made
close acquaintance during the visits of
the former to Mrs. O'Reilly, when he
brought her news how her husbhand fared
during kis imprisonment ; and the child
ran, delighted, to his friend, Kullen
took him on his knee and resumed:

« The very day you were arrested,
Terence, you would probahly, but for
the arrest, have bought this house, The
chances are you would have kept it, sell-
ing brandy and whisky to all comers,
till this boy of yours was a young man ;
perhaps till he got into the habit of
coming, two or three times a day, for a
dram; perhaps till he learned to make
companions of such men as Bryan De-
lorny.  Are you {uite sure Providence
did not send you to prison that day, so
that this chubby little fellow might grow
up under more wholesome surroundings

*and with better associates? You fove

that wife of yours, Terence, and well she
deserves it. Have you ever thought
that it might break her heart if Derry
turned out a drunkard #”

Norah had listened with ever-increas-
ing excitement ; and now she threw her
arms round her husband’s neck, gave
him one bright, hopeful look, then laid

8

13

her head oun his bosom and scbbed as if
her heart would break.

Love has its triumphs in the humblest
breast. The good feliow, more than
half persuaded by Kullen’s earnestness,
was wholly won over by hyjs wife's silent
emotion,

% Whisht, lassie,” he said, passing his
brawny hand soothingly over her long
soft hair —- « whisht, then, me darlint.
D’ye think I’d bring wp that babe to be
a drunkard ? I know what ye’d be axin’
me, acushla, and d'ye think I'd vefuse -
ye, this very day that the Lord brought
me back to yer arms }¥ Then to the
prison-agent: @ Maybe the arrest was
His doin’, Mr. Kullen. It looks lkke
He sint you to that cell to save me life
and me character ; and who knows but
what He’s sint ye here to-day to talk to
me about Derry and that bar? IPH be
all I can do”—he winced a little at this

"= to make the two ends meet without

the bar. But, ony way, I'll not be after
standin’ out agin the Lord and you
and the lassie. DIll sell off the liquors
and quit the trade bright and early to-
morra.”

Norah looked up, smiling through her
tears, «Thin my heart’s continted,”
was all she said.

Before Kullen went he said to Ter-
ence: «I heard when I was in Cumber-
land county that Noraly's a famous dairy-
woman. rou understand market-gar-.
dening and keeping stock and managing
horses. I you choose to go into the
country when vou leave this house, I'll
recommend you to a friend of mine in
the West, who wants a man and his
wife to take care of his farm. Would
you like to ride a real horse, Master
Dermot ?

(e« Wouldn’t I, Mr, Kullen ! said young
America,

Terence kept his promise. His for-
mer companions were not a little sur-
prised ; and one of them, a strapping
young fellow, said that same evening,
when Terence announced to them his.
intentions : :

w50, Teddy, you've turned milksop
since they had you under lock and key.”

Terence’s eyes flashed and be had an
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oath on. the tip of his tongue, but he re-
membered his promise to Norah:

« I've changed seme of my opinions,
Mister Malone, bein’ 1 don’t intend to
sell no more drinks to the likes o' you
But there's oneopinion I haven’t changed
at all, at all, Mister Malone.”

« What’s that ?”

«That whatever a man’s sintiments
is, he ought to stand up to them Hke a
man /" the last three words very dis-
tinctly accented.

Thereupon Terence deliberately laid
off his coat on 2 chair, and took his
place in the centre of the room ; adding,
in a civil tone: « Any tinie ye're ready,
Mister Malone.”

But Malone didn’t seem quite ready,
and the others interfered :

« Not the last evening, O Reilly : let’s
part good friends, any way.'

“Ye're no coward, Terence,” said
Malone: «nobody ever said you was.
And sure a man has a right to his opin-
ions, and a right to sell liquor or not as
he pleases.”

Terence resumed his coat and they
all parted in amity, Whether Malone’s

conciliatory speech — just though the

aphorisms were which it contained—
tended to raise him in the estimation of
the man he had offended, we need not
too cariously inquire,

CHAPTER XIX.

THE SIX-ACRE LOT,

HRQUGHOQUT the winter that fol-
lowed Terence's liberation from

‘prison and Creighton’s defeat for Con-
- gress, events of great importance to some

of our Chiskauga acquaintances were
ripening; yet on the surface matters
seemed to proceed smoothly enough.

. The place made progress, socially and
“intellectually.

Under Ethan Hartland's supervision,
Sydenham’s land operations had turned
out (as all bargains worthy to be cailed
good, do) proﬁtable alike to seller and
buyer. There had, indeed, been attempts
to evade the prescribed stipulations for
building and improvements: men pleaded
illness or bad luck—pleas sometimes
leigned, sometimes real—and Syden-

ham’s easy temper induced him to grang

indulgence. This, as Hartland showed
his emp!oyer, usually resulted in a-sale
to third parties, who bought on specu-
lation and refused to improve, setting up
the plea that the seller had waived his
right to enforce the provxsmn on that
subject,

The young man said, one day: « Mr.
Sydenham, may I spewk to you very
frankly »”

s«[f you think well of me, Ethan,

you will speak to me frankly at all
times.”

« Thank you. If a purchaser, through
ill health or bad management, is unable
to pay his land-notes at maturity, and if
you give him an extension of time in
which to pay them, it is entirely your
affair.  If you can afford it, and if the
man has done his best, I think it kind
and wise in you to do so. But if he
fails to comply with the stipulation for
improvement, have you the right to in-
dulge him? You gave public notice,
through mg, to all who desired to pur-
chase, that your fand would be sold only
to those who would build and occupy it
You permitied me, also, to head the
bonds of agreement with the words .
No purchase without inprevement. 1t
was & virtual promise on your part, upon
which men depended j and, hecause of it,
your land has been sold much more
rapidly, for purchasers know well that
the tendency of occupancy and improve.
ment is to give additional value to all ad-
jacent property. Thus it is no longer
your affair only Others are injured if
you give way.”
" wTuatis a just view of the case.”

« May I bring suit against these non-
complying speeulators E”

“Yes”

It made quite a flurry among them.
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One man, who had bought up three or
four farms, was overheard .threatening
personal violence against Mr. Sydenham.
This coming to his ears, he sent for
Ethan,

« Hereafter,” he said to him, « [ will
take no excuse or apology whatever for
viold#tion of our improvement covenants,
If you find any case where a deserving
man, from contin. ad sickness or other
unavoidable misfortune, cannot comply

with these, report it to me, and 1 will -

lend him the money that may be neces-
sary to fulfill his engagement. In all
other cases press the suits to a verdict.”

Ethan smiled: « Have you heard of
the threats Tom Bellinger has been
making !

“Yes,”

«[ thought so.”

#1 hold it a duty to see to i, so far
as I can, that those who defy the law
shall make nothing by it.”

“Tom is from Western Missouri:
they're a wild set there. Shall you arm
yourself ?”

« With a good, stout cane—yes; but
I have no idea 1 shall need it, Thereis
an old proverb that «threatened folks

- live long.) ”

Tom Bellinger subsided ; and several
other well-dressed men, who, for a menth
or two past, had been seen sauntering,
with gilt-headed canes, through the
streets of the village, gradually disap-
peared,  Chiskauga survived their ab-
sence.

One, however, more obstinate than
the rest, remained and resorted 1o law;
his plea being that covenants for build-
ing and ather improvements to be com-
pleted within a given time were of no
bind'ng force, and that a purchaser, even
after such covenant in writing, was en-
titled to a deed as soon as the purchase-
money was paid. The court, however,
decicled that covenants of that character
constituted a lawful consideration, in
which time was an essential element,
and that non-~ompliance with them was
legal cause of forleiture,

From this time on, Sydenham added
to the covenants of his land-agreements
a provision that no assignment of such

agreements should be made before the
improvements were completed; and that
on pain of forfeiture. ‘This and the
other covenants somewhat retarded the
sales for a time; yel within five years
from the d¥y Ethan became manager the
first two thousand five hundred acres
were all sold and occupied. The al-
ternate farms and lots that had been
reserved from sale bhad, meanwbhile,
risen in value about seventy-five per
cent.

Then Sydenham instructed his agent
to offer these remaining two thousand
five hundred acres at seventy-five per
cent. advance on the prices to which, so
far, he had adhered ; but as this left the
land stil} at two-thirds only of the cur-
rent market rates, and as, by this time,
it had become evident that Sydenham’s
stipulations of sale resulted quite as
much to the benefit of the purchaser as
to his own, this last-offered land went
off even more rapidly than the first. At
the end of three years more—which
brought it up to the preceding spring—
Ethan, one afternoon, reported the whole
sold out.

“What net gain have I made,” Syd-
enham asked Ethan, «by the advance
of price, on this second installment of
farms and building lots 27

«So far, about fourteen thousand dol-
lars ; but when your land-notes are paid
up, there will be some eight or ten thou-
sand more.”

« Yot have managed well. The sales,
I thirik, do not include a six-acre build-
ing site on the lake, just north of the
Elm Waik—a site you admired, one day,
Ethan, as the prettiest we had.”

«] remember. It iy unsold; I fol-
lowed your instructions to reserve it,
and to have it neatly fenced in and
nicely graded, and laid out and pianted.
T could have sold it fifty times over. I
tefused two thousand for it last week:
it is worth much more than that.”

« Make out a deed of it to yourself,
and bring it to me for $ignature to-mor-
row morning., Nay,” he added, as he
noticed the young man’s look, «it is my
turn now : you had vour way last time.
You made me do violence te my con-
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science by accepting your services for
three years at seven hundred and twenty
dollars.”-

« Which you increased, first to a
thousand, and then to twelve hundred.”

w1t ought to have been fifteen hun-
dred long ago. Please credit yourself
at that rate from tlie close of this half
year. As to the two thousand, 1 owe
you twice that sum, fairly reckoned;
only I thought the lot was as much as I
could get lhat obstinate nature of yours
to accept. And then, listen! I have ad-
ditional work for you to do. You need
not look so incredulous—I have.”

The tears glistened in Ethan'’s eyes,
but Sydenham proceeded as if he had
not noticed them:

«You have been studying pract[cal
architecture of evenings, [ know, and I've
had proof enough what a neat draughts-
man you are, I want a plan of a house.
Now, don't be frightened, man: I'm not
going to offer to build you one: you'll
have' to lay by money, and attend to

_ that, one of these days, yourself.”

Ethan could not help smiling.

«Ah!” said Sydenham, “now we
can attend to business, I wish to have
a «Land-Trust Account’ opened on the
hooks of the estate, Let it be credited
with that fourteen thousand dollars, or
whatever the gain by advance on land
has been. Then add to the credit what-
ever more may come in from the same
source. You must help me expend this
fund for the benefit of the village and of
the neighborbood.”

“iltisa pleasure to work for you, Mr,
Sydenham.”

« Then pray set about the plan of my
building.”

« When I know what you want.”

« Tea, in the first place,” said Syden-
ham, as the bell rang. « Stay with us,
Ethan, and let us talk this over.”

Mrs, Clymer had gone out for the
evening, and Leoline presided at the tea-
table.

To an understanding of Sydenham’s
views, it should be premised that there
were in the village two small public
libraries—one belonging to a « Working
Man’s lInstitute,” established ten years

before, and the other the township library.
The first had been aided by a gift from
Sydenham and by z legacy of one thou-
sand dollars left by an eccentric old gen-
tleman named Lechaux: it contained
about twelve hundred volumes. In the

| ‘township library, to which Sydenham

and others had contributed, there were
six hundred; but both were in small,
inconvenient premises, and were kept
open one evening only in the week, when
books were lent out; there being no
fund to pay a librarian. The one public
hdll in the village would seat five hun-
dred people, but was owned by a com-
pany of young men, some belonging to
the brass band and others members of a
Thespian society, and could only be had
on rent from them. It was used for
balls, concerts, theatrical representations,
township meetings, political gatherings
and the like.

«What 1 want,” said Sydenham to
Ethan, «is a plain, substantial, two-story
brick building—the lower story laid out,
atone end, as a library and reading-room,
and at the other as a small lecture-room,
10 hold two hundred persons ; the library
to contain all the books belonging to the
Institute and to the township, with room
for two or three thousand more ; and the
lecture-room to be free for public read- -,
ings, for literary or scientific lectures,
and for the meetings of the Agricultural
and Floral societies. The upper story I
intend for school-rooms.’

« For Miss Ethelridge 7
. #Y¥es. 1 learn that she is likely soon
to be crowded out of the two rooms she
is now occupying in the public school;
and they have long been too =mall for
hee .

« Altogether too small.  She engaged
a second assistant teacher last week,
But there is one objection to the plan.”

«And that is #”

« The noise of the school-rooms above
might disturb the frequenters of the
reading-room. Ah! I have it! Eight
or nine inches of deafening below the
upper floor. Then Miss Ethelridge's
classes are always so orderly and quiet.
It can all be arranged, Mr. Sydenham.”

«We have a half-acre lot just oppo-
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site Mr, Hartland’s: take that. Will
six or seven thousand dollars put up
the building.”

« The latter, at all events,”

«Then set apart, for the object, seven
thousand from our land-trust fund.”

Leoline startled them by breaking in
here: «Papa, I do believe you are the
very best man that ever did live. I'm
50 glad for dear Miss Ethelridge.”

Ethan’s face brightened with pleasure,
and, as he looked at Leoline’s kindling
eyes, with admiration,

«I'm delighted that you think T've
been behaving well, dear child,” said
Sydenham, smiling: «perhaps I shall
stand some chance now of a second cup
of tea. I've been wondering when you
would make up your mind to pour it
out.”

« The common lot, papa! Good deeds
shine like farthing candies in a naughty
world. But, since virtue is not its own
sufficient reward, there ! not a grain too
much sugar, not a drop too little cream.”

« Lela dear, I want you to take a good
look at that engraving, in the library,
from Dubufe’s picture.”

« Of the poor widow who put two
mites into the treasury

« Do you remember what was said of
her

« That while others had lavished their
charities, she had given more than they
all”

“Yes. +«They, of their abundance,
cast in offerings, but she, of her penury,
cast in all she had.’”

«1 think yow’d have handed out the
two mites, papa dear.”

«Who knows? 1 have never been
tried. In giving these people this build-
ing 1 do not abate one comfort, either
yours or my own.”

«But I think they ought to do their
parl'” N

# 50 do I, Miss Leoline,” said Ethan ;
«1 wish you would try to persuade your
father to let me head a subscription with
his name for seven thousand dollars, to
be paid only on condition that half as
much more is subscribed by others,
The fitting up and furnishing of such a
building will cost some fifteen hundred

dollars, and we ought to have two thou-
sand, in addition, to purchase standard
works that are much needed. That
would make the thing complete. It
isn’t the best plan, Mr. Sydenham, to let
people, in a village like this, get into the
habit of depending on one man for all
public improvements. They value more
that to which they have partly con-
tributed.”

To this Sydenham finally assented,
« They shall have the management of
the library and lecture-room,” he said,
«provided no charge beyoud lighting
and heating is made for the latter.”

« And you retain in your own hands
the disposition of the upper rooms 2”

«That would be fair, and perhaps 1
had belter do so.”

« Decidedly.” Then, after a pause:
«You wish to give Miss Ethelridge what
aid you can "

« Certainly. She is an honor to the
place.” .

« Then perhaps, as I shall have leisure
on my hands now that we have sold that
land, you would not object to my offering
to give German lessons in her school
twice a week. Some of her pupils are
desirous of learning that language, and I
am anxious o keep up my familiarity
with it.  But I shall have to say that it
is your time I am giving her: she would
not accept my volunteer aid.”

« It is an excellent idea, Ethan, Carry
it out.” '

«May I join Mr. Hartland’s class,
papa " said Leoline.

« By all means, my child. Thanks to
Miss Ethelridge, you read and write
French fluently enough, I shall be very
glad that you give some time now to a
language that has always been a favorite
with me. Ethan’s accent is perfect.”

When Ethan Hartland left Rosebank
that evening he could not make up his
mind to return directly home. A full
moon shone down brilliantly from a
clondless sky, His heart needed the
quieting influence. It was full of grati-
tude, and not without hope, but it was
restless : the bope was dashed with
uncertainty, :

The figure that Ethan saw on the Lake shore.

[Beyond the Breakers.]
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He took 2 path leading up the hill
which surmounted Sydenbam’s residence,
and, when he reached the edge of the
forest at a point which overlooked the
valley for miles, he sat down to com-
mune with that restless heart of his.

It was a warmer heart than Ethan's
common acquaintances at all imagined it
to be ; coming to him, not from his hard
father. but from the quiet, anxious, affec-
tionate mother he still remembered so
well s as gentla. though not with as much
character, as his stepmother.  Strange,
that these austere social dictators so
olten seek and win their opposites !—
perhaps fromn an instinctive feeling of the
need that, in thé next generation, their
own asperities should be corrected.

«If he knew, if he could but imagine”
—that was the first thought—«what a
k'ndness he has done me!” How much
more  of a father than my. own! In
another year 1 shall have saved enough
to build—in a very humble way, to be
sure—Dbut perhaps—" Then the heart
began to sink a little. « So far above
me—so beyond my sphere l—in educa-
tion, in manners, in accomplishments !
She ought to be a queen! Not that
she assumes ; ah no: who has less pre-
tension than she? But there is no sta-
tion she would not grace. And what
have I to offer &7

He looked dreamily out into the soft

moonlight : « It is not so brilliant as the.

blaze of day, but how peaceful! Who
knows but that she might be satisfied
with my lot? Peace is so much in this
world—peace and affection. And how
many, how many, miss them both I”
With that his thoughts reverted to a
large, formal dwelling down in the vil-
lage, where the heart of one parent was
closed to him, and the pensive eyes of
another awoke sympathy and sorrow—
reverted to that,half home, then wan-
dered down toward the lake, past a
stately avenue of elms, to a charming

spot, untenaated yet, but where Nature -

and Art had gombined to prepare a site
for a simple, happy home,. Nothing, in-
deed, to tempt worldly grandeur: a few
acres only, decked out with no ambitious
embellishment; fresh greensward sloping
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gently down to the pebbly shore of the
lake; back of that a little tastefully-
selected shrubbery intersected with a
gravel-path ; then a few clumps of trees
so disposed as to leave vacant a building
spot on the highest point of the site;
back of that again, two or three acres
of blue-grass pasture., Commonplace a
worldling would have thought it—dull
and commeonplace : Ethan’s thoughts in-
vested it with a halo of light. The
young wan dreamed dreams—dreams
of a picturesque cottage among those
clumps of trees; and from its porch,
shaded with woodbine and eglantine, he
looked out eastward on the lake; then
across, on the Jeft, to its pine-crowned
bharrier of cliff, and saw the summet sun
rise from behind the pines. And in his
dream he thought: «Ah! if she were
but here to rejoice with me in that glo-
rious sunrise I’ And, with that, there
was a light step coming from within,
and there was a gentle touch on his
shoulder; and, he turned to look into
eyes that he had never yet ventured, ex-
cept in dreams, fairly to encounter.
Such eyes! He had found out their
color at last!

Then it all faded away, and he was
out in the dim world again, talking to
men, attending to business. How tedious
they were ! He thought it would never
end. DBut at last there came tender
moonlight, and he was walking, all alone;,
down a familiar dvenue, and -thinking,
that while he had-been gone, exiled!
from happiness, she had been sheltered.
from the fervor of the noonday sun by
those old elms, and that she would come:
forth, by and by, fresh and bright, to
meet him—Drighter than the sun, more:
tender than the moonlight. Suddenly
he saw, within that paradise of his,.
standing on the edge of the shingly:
beach, looking out on the silver-tinted
lzke, a figure in white; there was but:
one form in all the world as graceful as.
that ; and was it waiting for him? He:
approached it slowly, with hesitation, as.
only half assured that he might, until it
turned upon him those eyes—the same,.
only darker in the moonlight ; and then:
he felt his welcome. He struggled to .
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speak—as in dreams we often do-——in
vain. He awoke, on the hillside by the
edge of the forest, alone,

‘Was this Ethan Hartland, the plod-
ding, the practical # —the hard worker
who had gone his round of humble duty
year after year 7—the prudent manager
who had made so much money for his
employer 7 What business had he with
such dreams 7 Would any of his friends
—even Sydenham who knew him best—
believe it of him? Not one of them.
Yet this was the:man himself: they were
acquainted only with the outer, work-a-
day semblance.

Nor—though under the glamour of
Hope phantasms had been evoked—was
this dream of Sydenham’s man-of busi-
ness all a dream, The moonlight was
there ; and there, in the distance, lay
the lake, with a streak of silvery light
«dividing its blue waters. The Elm
Walk, too—a dark line of foliage from
‘the village to those blue waters; and
mear o it, out in the moonlight—

Ethan started up. strode down the
Will, through the silent streets of the
village, and then, urged by a strange
impulse, along that dark avenue, turning
o the left near its termination. No
-while ficure on the lake shore—he al-
most -expected to see it—Dbut there, un-
«ler ‘his eyes, and in a few hours to be
‘his, lay the fairy-land of 'his dream—
the dotted groups of trees, the dainty
‘shrubbery, the sloping lawn. These, at
all events, were  real. And something
«else which he had heard at Sydenham’s,
‘that evening, was real too. « Twice a
‘week at least,” he said, as he turned to-
watrd home—utwice a week! “Thank
God for that 17

The summer had passed, and the au-
tumn, bringing with it-events which we
have already related.  The subscription,
:as suggested by Lthan, had been filled
out. The proposed building had been
«erected and fitted up: the llbmnes con-
-solidated. additional volumes purchased ;
and the lecture-room had been opened,
with all due ceremony, by an address
drom Sydenham. ‘Three weeks after the
«lection, Ellinor Ethelridge removed to

her new rooms.  Ethan’s German class
had increased in numbers; Celia and
Lucille Meyrac had joined it, and Leo-
line, the brightest scholar among them,
was a constant attendant. She thought
her new teacher ¢ was very nice.”

This brings us again to the time when
Celia Pembroke received that anonymous
letter. It was not followed up by any
others, but reports injurious to KEllen
Tyler’s reputation were bruited ahout,
and became, after a while, a staple ar-
ticle of village gossip.  No one was able
to trace these tales to their source, ex-
cept Cassiday, and in his heart there
sprang up a cordial hatred of Amos
Cranstoun. «The infernal hypocrite 1”
he said to himself. « To pretend friend-
ship for the girl, and tell me she mustn’t
be ruined, and then set to work in the
dark and biast her name!” But Cran-
stoun was still paying him thirty doliars
a month to walch Celin; so he avoided
an open breach with lum and contenied
himself with bitterly denying all scandal-
ous stories about Ellen, and knocking
down Mrs. Wolfgang's stable-boy, Sam,
who was speaking ill of her.

Mrs. Wolfgang was a widow Jady, past
middle age, who had been many years
in Chickauga. She was a sister of Mr,
Hartland the elder—an unfortunate wo-
man, sour and vicious, who seldom said
a good word of any one, and never
missed "2 chance to pass round a piece
of scandal. Tlrough Ler, in the course
of the winter, Cranstoun contrived that
the evil rumors touching Ellen Tyler

should reach Celia's ears; but when

Mrs, Wolfgang broached {he subject, the
girl received it so frigidly that the nar-
rator was fain somewhat to abridge her
story. Her comments upon it, however,
were sufficiently peinted and envenomed
—s0 pointed, at last, that the resolution
Celia had made not to reply gave way.
« Perhaps you can tell me,” she said,

« who is the author of these slanders.”

«1 only repeat what is the common
talk of the town,” sald Mrs. Wolfgang,
taken a little aback.

#You spoke so confidently that I
supposed you must know who set the
common talk of thg town afloat. 1 dare
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say it was the same tale-bearer who sent
me a letter two or three months since
on this very subject, and was ashamed,
as he well might be, to sign his'name to
the falsehoods it contained.”

« Oh, if you take it in that way, Miss
Pembroke, I have nothing more to
say.” :

w1 am glad of it, Mrs. Wolfgang.”

The lady flounced out of the room.
« The pert hussy!” she said, as she
issued into the street, « Cranstoun shzll
hear of this. He’s a fool if he’ll stand
that, even for forty thousand dollars.”

Cranstoun did stand it for some time.
He was playing for a large stake, which
he was unwilling to lose by rashness, or
to forfeit so long as a chance remained,
But during a casual interview with Celia,
one day, at her uncle’s house, that young
lady’s manner was so unmlbtakably dis-
couraging that he began to lose hope
and patience. A letter from England
which he received in April brouglit him
to a decision. «I may as well try my
fortune first as last,” he said to himself:
ushe drives me to il; and, at the worst,
half a loaf is better than no bread.”

Thus, progress and plotting kept pace
in our little village. A village is often
an epitoine of the great world.

CHAPTER XX,
PREPARING FOR AN IMPORTANT MOVE IN
THE GAME.

CRANSTOUN was a man of quiet nerves
and well-controlled temper. He was rare-
ly excited beyond equanimity, and not
easily startled out of his self-possession.

But any one who could have looked
now throngh the Venitian blinds of his
office ~- they were carefully dropped—
would have doubted hlS right to the
character.

Whatever the cause, he exhibited a
degree of nervous agitation very unusual
with him. Now he paced the small room
in moody thought, head sunk and arms
crossed behind his back. Now he seat-
ed himself before a large, baize-covered
table, backed by numerous pigeon-holes
for papers; absently took up his pen

and drew a blank sheet before him;
then threw the pen down, pushed the
paper impatiently away, and fell into a
jong and apparem]y unsatisfactory fit of
musing.

I wish to God it were over!” he
said at last, half aloud. Then he took
from one of the pigeon-holes, and began
to read, a half sheet headed: « Cory:
Letter to C. Pembroke” The letter,
dated the day before, might have puz-
zled any one else to decipher, for it
was covered and blotted with erasures
and interlineations; and the final docu-
ment seemed very short, compared to
the original draft. It contained only
these words :

«DEAR' Miss PEMBROKE: . ‘

“«When [ inform you that I havea
communication of the utmost importance
to make to you—one which will disclose
to you much connected with your moth-
er'’s early history, and much involving
your future welfare; and one which, if
you do not hear it from me, may reach
you unexpectedly through some less
friendly source” (he had i, at first,
sless agrecable source,” but agrecable
was erased and fidendly substituted),
«and under less advantageous circum-
stances—I trust you will favor me with
an interview to-morrow at ten o’clock, or
at any other day and hour more con-
venient to yourself, I name to-morrow
at ten, because I learn that your uncle
and aunt will both be absent at that

“hour, and 1 am gwife sure” (these two

words underscored) «that, when you
learn the nature of the communication,
you -will wish it made without witnesses.
I entreat you to believe this, and also
that T am, most respectfully,
« Your friend and well-wisher,
« Amos CRANSTOUN.”

How that brow cleared as the keen
eyes ran over the paper! - The brief
and unwonted signs of agitation had
passed away, and there sat the man in
his normal condition—the paqsionleq'ﬁ
player considering his next move in
the world's great game, calculating its
chances, settlmg down into conviction of
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its success. A complacent smile flitted
over his features—a smile born of such
thoughts as these;

"+« Nature cut you out for a diplomatist,
Amos Cranstoun. A fool would barely
have asked her for a private interview
on matters of importance to her happi-
ness, and would have had a plump re-
fusal for his pains. But <ler mother's
early history,” and then ¢a commubica-
tion which might reach her unexpectedly
through some less friendly source’—that
brought her down. Curiosity, anxiety,
apprehension—1 stirred them all.  And
they, being stirred, dictated the message;
+ Miss Pembroke will be at heme at the
hour named.” The gypsy would not risk
a committal on paper! She thinks her-
sell cunning. Well, 1 must play the
game warily. But the devil is in it if 1
don’t win with gsuch cards as 1 hold in
my hands,”

We are told that the children of this
world are, in their generation, wiser than
the children of light. And so, in one
sense, they assuredly are.  Cranstoun, a
true world-child, spurred on by lust of
wealth, of station, of power, had studied
his fellow-creatures—not profoundly, for
the most astute rascality is not profound
—but with sharp and careful eyes and
shrewd judgment. 1In regard to a large
portion of his species it might be said
that he knew them well. Especially
-had his study been their weaknesses,
failings, besetting sins, selfish ambitions,
vulnerable points of temptation. To
these he had the clue within himself,
and he detected them with keen scent,
and employed them with efficient cer-
tainty in a thousand cases in which a
better man would have overlocked or
negleeted them,

Thus, in the race after riches and
honors. the world’s children, wise after
their kind. oflen distance men who in all
true knowledge are as far above them
as the heavens above the earth.

But there is a point beyond which
this woerldly wisdom reaches not. Crans-
toun had heard, and had often read in
bouks, of generosity, self-devotion ; up-

_rightness that was proof against earthiy
temptation ; love that was stronger than

death. He had a vague belief that such
things might be-~a belief about as strong
and definite as our grandmothers' faith
in ghosts. These romantic fancies were
not ¢ dreamed of in his philoscphy ;" but
somewhere, in heaven or earth, they
might, for aught he could tell, have
existence. He had never detected them,
however ; and he never seriously calcu-
lated upon them as disturbing elements
having power to defeat any plan upon
which he had set his heart.

Had Cranstoun, then, in his walk
through life, never encountered any man
without the taint of mercenary motive
about him ?~—never met the generous,
the devoted, the wunselfishly loving?
Beyond deubt he had met them, had
come face to face with them, time after
time.

But seeing, he perceived them not.
There was nothing in his character to
respond to or call out the noblest parts
of theirs. The key was wanting. The
highest virtues do not stalk forth osten-
tatiously in the sunshine. They do not,
like the almsgiving hypocrites in Jesus®
day, sound a trumpet before them in the
synagogues and in the streets. They
enter into the closet of the heart; and
he who wouid thence win them forth to
speech and sympathy, must possess the
signs and passwords of the soul's free-
masonry.

There were men, then, beyond his
reach, because beyond his apprehension.

“Virlue is a generously careless leader,

falling into many an amblush, paying
many a time the penalty of over-confi-
dence ; but then, to fall back upon, she
has an inner citadel, its pure recesses
impregnable, because unknown; to her
enemies—accessible to those only whom
she vouchsafes to gunide.

The clock in Cranstoun’s room struck
the half hour after nine. He started,
replaced the copy of his letter to Celia,
took from another pigeon-hole a package
of papersy the separate tiles of which he
carefully examined before placing them
in his pocket; closed and locked the
many-celled depository of his secrets;
and, after adjusting his dress in an ad-
jeining room, issued into the street.
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CHAPTER XXI.
THE DISCLOSURE.

WieEN Cranstoun was ushered into
the parlor, he found Celia sitting at the
centre-table, an open letter before her—
the letter he had sent her the day before,
as his quick eye instantly detected.

She rose, indicating a chair, Crans-
toun had made the ordinary inquiries
after her health, and then, somewhat
unexpectediy to him, she took the
initiative. 5

# You have written to me,” she said,
taking up the letter, « that you have some
important matter connected with my
mother’s history which you wish to com-
municate. Have the goodness to inform
me what it is.”

There was a subtle something in the
tone and the grave mannet, rather than
in the words, which fell unpleasantly on
Cranstoun’s ear, This young lady had
hitherto seemed somewhat embarrassed
in his presence, especially when he met
her alone. She had avoided his look,
and evinced trepidation sometimes when
he spoke to her. Now, though she
trembled a little, she lonked him steadily
in the eye, and awaited his reply in a
quiet way for which he had not been

prepared. He felt that his power over

her was lessened—Sydenham'’s influence
probably. No matter. He, Cranstoun,
was master of the situation now. All
this glanced through his mind during the
second or two which elapsed ere he
repiied :

« It és of the utmost importance, Miss

-Pembroke ; and 1 deeply regret to.say

it is of an unpleasant character: T most
deeply regret the pain I shall have to
give you. Let me hope that you will
disassociate, in your feelings, the evil
tidings and unwilling bearer of them.”
Her sudden palior and look of alarm

“reassured Cranstoun, and he went on

with more confidence :

s The property which you have glways
considered yours does not legally belong
to you.” ) ,

«Am I not papa’s heir? Is that
what you mean '

«'Y¢u were so young at the time of

your father’s death, Miss Celia, that you
may not have noticed in his manner in-
dications of a secret burden.”

«1 remember,” Celia forced herself
to say, «that papa was often sad and
thoughtful.”

«He had gooed reason to be so. At
the time he married your mother, and
for many years afterward, he had a wile
living in England.  You will require
proof of this. It is contained in your
father's own letters.”

He took a small package from an in-
ner pocket, untied the red tape which
bound i, and handed Ler the contents.

Poor Celia! The stern redlities of
life were upon her now. The actual
shadow had fallen across her path at
last. Mechanically she took from Cran-
stoun the offered letters, opened one of
them, gazed on its contents. Her fa-
ther’s hand was remarkably fair and
legible, Lut the characters gave back,
for a time, no idea -—— no more than to
an unlettered Indian they would, Her
mind, after the first stonning blow, wan-
dered far away, back to her years of
childhood—to her carliest memories of
her father—of ber injured mother.

" «Did she know it were her first
eager words,

«Your mother? No. She died be-
lieving herself your father’s legal wife.”

# Thank God! oh thank God for
that ! and the fast-flowing tears, for the
first time, would come.

Cranstoun looked on, in curious aston-
ishment. He had just been communi-
cating to an orphan girl, who till now
had borne a reputable name and enjoyed
a handsome fortune, the fact that she
was entitled to neither.  He had thought
to overwhelm her with the idea of de-
pendence, of poverty, of the world's con-
tempt. And her first expression was
one of gratitude—almost of joyful grat-
itude, it seemed—that another had been
spared the misery which seemed closing
around her! : :

« No matter,” was his next thought:
«this can’t last long.” And in the ex-
pressive countenance before him, mark-
ing every change within, he already read
that she was gathering up the severed
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links of thought, arranging Q‘and com-
bining, out of sudden confusion, what
were at first only vague shadows—be-
ginning, in short, to realize her actual
position,

« Miss Pembroke—" he began.

#Tembroke is not my name, [t was
not my mother’s—poor mother —but
she thought it was! She always thought
it was,” And then the tears, in spite
of her best efforts, would force their way
afresh. '

« Miss Celia—’

“Yes, that is mine still. They can’t
take it fram me. Mamwa gave it me”

A name is of little consequence.
The chief point is, that the property
which vou have always supposed you in-
herited Dbelongs to another. You are
not—"  He hesitated.

Celia turned very pale, but she said,
in a low tone, 1 know-—I understand—
I am not a legitimate child. I have no
right to my father’s property.”

« No, only to your mother’s. Your
father's estate goes, by law, to the near-
est legitimate heir.”

He had awakened a new train of
thought: <« Is she—I mean, is my fa-
ther's wife alive 27

« No, she died nearly three years he-
fore your father,”

“And oe had an opportunity to rem-
edy the evil he had done, and did not do
itt I don’t believeit, 1 am sure-—oh
sure —that he loved my mother, You
are notf telling me the truth.”

«f am, indeed 1 am, You need not
trust to my word for it.  One of these
letters will prove what I say.  DBut your
father had every disposition to legalize
his marriage with your mother.”

« Every disposition, and not do it ¥

“Yes. He was extremely sensitive
to the opinion of the world, and he feared
that a second marriage with your mother,
no matler how secretly solemnized, might
become generally known. Still more, he
feared to disclose the truth to her. ‘The
very strength of his affection for her
held him back from confessing that he
had deceived her. and that she had beea
living with him for years as—"

Cranstoun stopped involuntarily. Was

' this Celia? How the world’s lesson

tears was gone. The glance was steady,
almost stern, and her tone was cold and
firm as she broke in upen his unclosed
sentence : .

«You have no right, sir—Az had no
right—to couple my mother's name, even
in thought, with any term except such as
may be applied to the best and the most
virtuous. She deserved—and well you
know she commanded, even to the last
moment — my father's unbounded con-
fidence and respect.”

< 11 was thar very respect, Misg Pem-
broke, which caused him to delay, day
after day, what he earnestly longed, but
had not courage, to do. Had he not, he
would, at least, have made a will.,”

« Could he have left his property, by
will, to mamma "’

«To her, or to you or to any one.
His wife being dead, the dower in the
real estate was extinguished. He had
the entire control, free from incumbrance,
of all his property.”

“ And even that he failed to do! DBut
perhaps—" How new ideas were crowd-
ing on Celia as the several phases of her
position, one after another, preseuted
themselves —this time, however, the new
emotion had joy mingled with its sorrow.
« Perhaps he meant—" She stopped
again, and with flushed cheek and lighted
eye she asked Cranstoun, abruptly,
«Have I a sister 7 :

«“Your father had, by his wife, one
child, a daughter. But I know he never
intended she should have any of his
property in this country. When he left
her mother, they separated by mutual
consent, and he made over to her half
his property, real and personal. At her
death it would go to her child.”

« A sister—a sister 1" Celia repeated,
But the light gradually faded from her
eye, and she added: « Perhaps she would
despise me. She might feel as if I had
wronged her, and hate me. 4w I her
sister, or does the law say I am not?”

«You are undoubtedly her sister of
the half blood, but I am not sure she is
alive.”

« Has she begn ifl 2

was telling upon her! Tivery trace of-
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« Not that I know of. 1 am sorry that
I have to tell you a melancholy stary,
that leaves everything in uncertainty.
At her mother’s death, as your father
had not been beard ot for years, and had
caused a report of his death to be circu-
lated, she was received into the family
of her nearest relative, a Mr—a Mr
Dunmore, her. father’s first cousin, a gay
man of the world, addicted to" horse-
racing, and who was afterward appointed
het guardian. There she remained sev-
eral years. Among the fashionable fre-
quenters of this gentleman’s house, a
captain of the Guards paid especial at-
tention fo Miss Mary—"

«And she married this captain ?”

s« She eloped with him, under promise
of marriage, it seems, but has nat been
seen or heard of by her mothet’s rela-
tions since.” -

Celia sighed deeply. She felt as if
the only gleam of sunshine in a stormy
sky had been suddenly shut out. She
would have given up all her property
willingly, she thought—joyfully—if there-
by she could but have weon a sister, a
sister's love! .

« But some-explanation must have been
given,” she said at last, « Ti_\'\s captain—"

« He prevaricated-—told first one story,
then another. There was a duel, I be-
lieve. Finally, he protested, in the most
solemn terms, that he knew not where
she was; that she bad disappeared in
the most unaccountable manner; and
that he had made every effort to trace
her, but in vain, The cousin believed,
or affected to believe, the story. Indeed
there seems pretty strong ground for the
conclusion that she came to an unfor-
tunate end.”

« Poor, poor sister!” And though
Célia's chaste ignorance fafled to suggest
to lrer the horrors of which such a narra-
tive opened up the possibility——tor a great
city has darker depths than those of the

“swollen river, last refuge of the suicide

~—still, she could not Lut feel that her
own fate was mild and endurable com-
pared to what had possibly been the
portion of one who was born to name
and to fortune.

Craustoun was obliged to recall her

thoughts to her own sttuation. « Miss
Mary, if she be alive,” he said, «is un-
doubtedly heir to all the property which
you imagined that you had ioherited
fromn your father, she being his only
legisimate child, If she is dead, Mr.
Dunmore is heir-at-law. But ten years
have elapsed since your father's death,
He had evideatly not been triced by
his English relations. They know noth-
ing, in all probability, of your existence,
nor have any clue to the property that is
in your guardian’s hands, As you have
enjoyed it unmolested until now, I do
not see Why you nay not CO[’!IiﬂUE' to do
so zs long as you live, if—if you will
only act prudently at this juncture.”

«What has prudence 1o do with ijt?
I know, now, that the property is not
mine—you have taken pains to tell me
that—and you know it also.”

«Very true. I know it; and if I
were to sit down and write to your
father's cousin, whose address -1 have,
he, as leir-at-law, would sue and un-
doubtedly recover. Dut I have known the
same thing for twenty vears, and have
never writlen to him a word about it.”

Celia was silent for some time, and
Cranstoun »ad anxtously waitching the
effect of the hint he had given. At last
she said:

« Mr. Cranstoun, you must have had
some motive for concealing all this so
long and for disclosing it to me now.
What was it ?” ‘

Most persons would have been taken
aback by so downright a question, and
might have replied, in the commonplace
style, that if the young lady would but
consent to marriage, she would save for-
tune and name; otherwise, she would
surely forfeit both., DBut Cranstoun,
though a man incapable of appreciating
nobility of motive, had been partially en-
lightened as to Celia’s character by the
preceding- conversation, and was too.
shrewd not to perceive that such a move
would be false and unprofitable. In a
quiet tone he repiied :

«As a member, however unworthy, of
the legal profession, it was, in one sense,
my duty to (Lave made these. disclosures
long ago to those concerned, so that
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the persons to whom ‘the property law-
fully belongs might obtain possession of
it.  Cannot Miss Pembroke imagine
why I have not done so "

w1 prefer to learn the reason from
you, sir.”

«It is very simple. 1 have ever been
unwilling—at this mement [ am more
than ever unwilling—to take any step
that should give you pain and do you an
injury.”

« But this does not explain why you
have Lroken silence to me at last.”

« 1f T could have believed that T stand
as high in your esteem as I most earn-
estly wish and hope to stand, you should
never have known a syllable of all I have
told you to-day. As it is, can you blame
me for seeking to inspire you with some
sentiments of—of gratitude, of good-will,
through the knowledge that, by my for-
bearance, you have lived in ease and
affluence, your name has been saved
from dishonor and wour father's memory
from reproach. Miss Celia, T desire,
above all things in this world, your good
opinien.”

How smooth the villainy! How fair
the words in which it was clothed !

Celia fe/f her way through it, as the
blind sometimes safely thread field and
forest, by an inscrutable instinct,

« Allow me to ask another question,”
she said, after a pause. «Supposing
the forbearance of which you have spoken
to continue in the future as in the past,
do you expect me to live, as heretofore,
but with the consciousness ever present
that pat a dollar 1 spend, nor an artiele
1 possess, is, of right, my own

“ Most assuredly I do, Miss Pem-
broke. It was your father’s intention
to make your mother and yourself his
heirs. I have personal knowledge of
that, I am willing to make oath to it.”

# No oath can make that mine which
belongs to another,”

« 1 beseech you, Miss Celia, to make
no rash move, as you seem to purpose.
It would be the very extravagance of
Quixotic humiliation."”

« You do expect, then—or did expect,
at least—that, if no one disclosed to the
heir-at-law—to Mr.—"

< Mr, Dunmore.”

#«—That if no one disclosed the
truth to Mr. Dunmore, I would leave
him in ignorance, and go on using his
property as if it were mine.
mistaken.”

A man of the world might, on mature
reflection — after taking into view the
miserable anxiety which attends the
holding of property by uncertain tenure,
the chances of black-mail and like con-
tingencies—have come to the same con-
clusion as Celia. She, at the moment,
had ne such thoughts. Her womanly
instinct, cutting across them all, went
direct to the precept, « Render to every
man his due.” Be such instincts ever
kept unspotted from the world !

Cranstoun’s version of it was, that,
instead of Leing actuated by common-
sense considerations of practieal conse-
quences—as of the risks she ran, the
imprudence of placing herself at others’
mercy, to all which it might have been
hard to reply—the girl was moved by a
mere romantic fancy, a figment set up
under the name of honor, which he
might succeed in combating.

« This is madness,” he said, earnestly
—:s sheer madness, Miss Pembroke, [t
may be law, but it is not justice, that a
far-off relative of your father—a gambler
and spendthrift whom he despised—
should inherit his property to the exclu-
sion of bhis own daughter. The spériz
of the law is, that the intentions of a dy-
ing man, if they can be ascertained, should
determine the disposition of his property.
You propose, as to your father’s proper-
ty, by your own act to bring about a
disposition of it which you are guite sure
he never wished, never iatended, and
which, if he were now alive, would be
abhorrent to his feelings.
do 1 regret that 1 said a word to you on
the subject. But how could T for a mo-
ment imagine that it would bring about
such a result 2%

¢ Is common honesty so rare a thing '
was Celia’s thought, but she did not ask
Cranstoun that question. She said to
him: « You desire to take back with
you my father’s letters "

Ile bowed in assent,

You are .

Most deeply -
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« Then allow me a few mmutes to
look over them.”

They confirmed everything that Cran-
stoun had said. A portion of one of
them. in which the main facts were the
most distinctly stated, she read with
amazement. Her father therein accept-
ed an offer which, it ‘appeared, Cran-
stoun had made to him, to maintain
_silence on the subject of the previous

'marriage so long as Mr. and Mrs, Pem-

broke should live, on payment of ten
thousand dollars hush-money, She was
so startled when she came to this pas-
sage that she interrupted her reading to
ask, « Did you intend me to see all these
letters 2 .

« Certainly,” he replied.

He had asked ber-in marriage, he had
just expressed eager desire tor her good
opinion, and yet he was willing she
should see this memortal of his shame!
Even in the midst of her own bitter
griefs she could not help saying to her-
self, ¢ What manner of man is this 7

As she handed him back the letters,
she said: « Some time since you did me
the hanor to make to me, through my
guardian, a proposition which I declined.
I think you must be glad now that I de-
clined it. We have neither thought nor
principle in commdn. You think me,
no doubt, a young woeman lacking com-
mon sense; and I think yon” — she
paused, and then added—«the last per—
san who would wish to connect himself
in marriage with one who will \hence-
forth bear a stain on her name and have
to work for her living, T feel confident
I may now assure my guardian that your
proposal will not be renewed.”

He rose, as much éxasperated by her -
coolness as it was in the nature of his
impassive character to be. He had
made his great move and been check-
mated by a simple girl.

“« You will do me a favor,” Celia added,
“if you will send me Mr. Dunmore’s
address.”

He bowed, and left her without an-
other word.

Two hours afterward Celia received
the following note :

&

«Mr. Cranstoun trusts that Miss
Pembroke will excuse him for delaying
to comply with her request for the ad-
dress of the gentleman to whom the re-
quest referred.

«Mr. Cranstoun will not write to
England for a week to come. If in
that time he receives no letter or mes-
sage from Miss Pembroke, he will con-
clude that the resolution she has ex-
pressed to-day is irrevocable, and- will
actsupon that resolution,

« Mr, Cranstoun reminds Miss Pem-
broke that a knowledge of the facts he
communicated to her this morning is as
much a piece of property as any other.
He placed it at Miss P.’s disposal with-
out condition attached; and Miss P. did
not see fit to avail herself of it

« At the end of a week from this day
{under the contingency above reforred
to), Mr. C. will proceed to dispose of it
elsewhere. “Whether the information be
given in the proper quarter by Miss Pem-
broke herself or by Mr. Cranstoun, the
result to. Miss P. will be the same, but
the result to others will be very different.
In the latter case (¢ e, if given by Mr,
C.), a reckless spendthrift will probably
secure fgr himself half the amount in-
volved, while the other half may become
the rightful property of a man who will
not spend it in dissipation and horse-
racing. '

“ CHISKAUGA, April 9, 1856.”

CHAPTER XXII.
THE FIRST DARK DAY,

“If there be an evil in this world, 'tis sorrow and
heaviness of heart. The loss of fame, of wealth, of
coronets and mitres, are only evils as they ocrasion
sorrow. ‘Take that out, the rest is fancy, and dwelleth
only in the head of man.”~5TERNE,

THE shield of our fate has ever two
sides, but, like King Alfred’s headlong
knights meeting at the cross-roads, we
too often lock but on one of them.

There is no stroke of earthly happi-
ness so unquestionable that it entails not
mischiefs unforeseen, and no human mis-
fortune so heavy that it brings not its
attendant mitigations, Barring the worm
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that dieth not, our short sight scarcely
suffices to distinguish what Zr calamity.
Evil changes to good, good to evil, even
before our cyes. But this is a lesson
taught only by experience. It is espe-
cially in the days of impulsive youth, fresh
to enjoy, quick also to suffer, that we fail
to discern the reverse of the shield.
When the sun shines out, we rejoice as
if it would never be obscured ; and when
the clouds arise and cover it, we droop
as if its lght were gone for ever,

I there be, aside from the stings of
conscience, one unmitigated evil, it is
that which a common phrase aptly ex-
presses: we «J]ose heart”—a loss, as
Sterne bas well reminded us, worse than
of wealth, of station, of all this world
affords.  IFor the world’s goods and the
world’s ligh places may be lost and won
again if, in the storm which swept these
away, we did not lose heart along with
them.

We speak of the night of adversity,
but the durkness is often within us,
rallier than without; and if we but pre-
serve the spirit to retrieve, the courage
to undertake, the perseverance to prose-
cute, Ajax’s noble prayer will be an-
swered in cur case. The strugple we
may not escape-~to contend is man’s
destiny—but we shall have kight 1o sirug-
gle by.

It was dark enough now around Celia,
poor child! And when Cranstoun was
gone, and she was left alone with her
thoughts, she remained in the gloom, for
a time, with but a dim sense of some
vague and terrible misfortune—of dis-
grace, of desolation.

Gradually, as she recovered the power
to recall and arrange the thoughts that
had wandered off, like worldlings desert-
ing the unfortunate, the realities of her
situation rose up, one by one, in array
before her.

Not at first the ruin of her fortune,
for the young and the generous, bred in
easy aiftuence, and to whom life’s com-
f rts have come as comes the air to re-
fresh and the sunlight to cheer us, do
not feel, at the time, even at its true
cost, the loss of money, though it be all
the;s possess.

But it was the position in which her
mother had stood—she so good. so lov-
ing: it was, even more, the conduct of
her father—so fondly remembered, and
who had always treated herself and her
mother with indulgent affection.

Conld it be? That father to whom
she had ever looked up so dutifully,
whom all men had scemed so highly to
respect—had his life with her mother
and herself been but one long, acted
falJsehood 2 Was this the world in which
she had to live? Who was true? Whom
was she to trust?  Could any one have
seemed more worthy of trust than her
father?

It is youth’s sorest trial when on its
warm, trusting faith gomes the first icy
breath of suspicion, Well may the
wounded spirit pray o be saved from
the infidelity of the heart, from skepticism
in human virtue, from unbelief in Truth
and Righteousness upon earth!

Who was to be trusted? Was he o
whom she proposed to commit the hap-
piness of her life? What would Mow-
bray say? What would Mowbray do?

It was with a start almost of terror that
Celia met the question as it arose in her
mind. Could it be that she was naf sure
how her lover would feel—how he would
act?  Was she, indeed, losing faith in
humankind ?

Not quite that. Dut now, for the first
time, she became conscious of an in-
stinctive lmpression that both Mowlray
and his mother prized station, set store
by wealth.

And what was she? What had her
mother been? Not her father's wile,
The terms which a world, heartless and
undiscriminating, applies alike to the
vicious and the unfortunate—terms that
grate so cruelly on the ears of the pure
and the young—thrust themselves upon
her. She seemed to hear them spoken,
and she shrank, as from the public gaze,
under a feeling of degradation.

Her mind dwelt on this_ until the
thought stung like a venomous reptile.
She rose and moved about, as if thus she
might shake it off.” She closed her eyes,
as though to shut it out. DBut it seemed
only to stamp itself the more vividly on

her imagination. Then she began to

reflect that it would never leave her as
long as she lived—that she would bear
it with her day by day. year by year—at
night when she lay down, at morning
when she arose.  The thought became
intolerable.

Al ! if she could only go back twenty-
four hours l--could only feel as she had
felt yesterday, the day before, throughout
her life up to this very hour! What
would she not give to be again as she

~ was then!—to awake and find that all -

she had just been suffering was but in a
frightful dream !

) lt is often as true of happme%s as of
time, that we take note of it only by its
loss. Celia suddenly bethought herself
(it secmed to her hardly crcdlblc now)
how miserable she had sometimes fancied
herself!—for what slight cause she had
bewailed her hard fate to her aunt, to
Sydenham !

Sydenham! A new train of ideas
arose with the name, the first faint
glimpse of light through the storm.

The words he had once spoken to her
—the very words—came back to her
now, in her sore affliction, as with a new
sense. She remembered the flashing
eye, she seemed to hear again the indig-
nant tones in which he had said, « No
man whose good opinion is worth caring
for wilt visit on the daughter the father's

sins. If any man ever does, take my

word for it you are well rid of him.”

She felt that she could yet count upon"

one sure friend. If the rest of the world
forsook her as the child of shame, he, at
least, would prOuOunce her innocent-—
her and the unmarried mother, well de-
serving the love and reverence she in-
spired, who had lived and died uncon-
scious of her fate, unconscious of the
stigma that was one day to attach, through
her, to her daughter,

But even this gldam of comfort was’

chscured a, moment after. It flashed
upon her, as she recalled Sydenham’s
words, that at the moment she first
heard them she had experienced a vague
apprehension, dispelled afterward by
Sydenham’s disclaimer, that they might
apply to Mowbray.
9
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How was this? She trusted Syder
ham, a mere friend; her faith in him
was even stronger now, in the "hour of
trial, than before ; but the man she had
loved and had chosen from all the world
as her future husband—twice, while these
gloomy thoughts had been sweeping over
her, there had mingled with them almost
a doubt of his loyalty. What had Mow-
bray ever done to deserve this at her
Lands ?

And then again she thought, if her
present position 427 change his views,
ought she to blame him? It was not
that she was poor now: he was not
much richer himself. It was not as if
she had discovered that she was born of
parents in the humblest condition of life:
she did not, she believed, think so meanly
of him as to imagine he wotld despise
her because of a lowly origin, so that
her birth was only honest; but now, dis-
graced as well as disinhgrited, could it
reasonably be expected-—

She was geing on with this reasoning.
when there suddenly crossed her train
of thought the idea—What if the case
had been reversed? What if Mrs.'
Mowbray had been the deceived one,
and the stain had been cast on Evelyn's
birth ?

Oh how warmly the conviction gushed.
to her heart that she would have met
him with open arms—with a love far
stronger, in his day of sorrow, than when
all went well; that she would have re-
jotced unspeakably to be able to soothe.
when the world frowned; to prepare
home, sheltered by changeless affectiom
from the blasts without—a home where,,
if her constant devotion could make it
bright to him, there should ever be:
genial warmth and pleasant sunshine!.

"But it was not—aund she sighed—it was.

not, she supposed, wnh men as with.,
women !
She forgot, when she made this ex-

cuse for her lover at expense of his sex,.

that she had not, even for a. moment,.
Io%t confidenee in Sydenham, But it is.
little to be wondered at if the poor girl's.

ideas, all startled into disorder by the
news that had burst upon her like a
clap of thunder from a summer sky,
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strayed hither and thither, without much
order or consistency,

A carriage at the door! Tt was her
aunt and uncle returping, She retired
hastily to her room, there to reflect
whether she should conmnunicate to
them what had passed. Her first impulse
was to speak of it openly. Then she
reflected that without fortune she be-
came, as it were, a pensioner on their
bounty, until she could arrange some
self-supporting mode of life. Her aunt,
s'ie was quite sure—shocked and pained
as she must be—would never regard, in
that light, her sister’s child ; but how her
uncle would look upon it she did not
-guite know. 56 she concluded that she
‘would think over her plans for the future
‘before saying anything. This, at least,
‘was the reason she gave to herself,
"There was another, unacknowledged,
that probably had greater weight — the
matural reluctance to make the first trial
as to the effect which her disclosures
would produce on those around her.

She made a strong and not unsuccess-
‘ful attempt to master her agitation. And
‘when, after half an hour, she descended
'to the parlor, na soepicion was excited.
It is true that she went through the
-petty duties of the day with a sort of
‘mechanical unconsciousness, and that
‘her aunt once ratlied her, in a tone of
pleasantry, about her evidently absent
thoughts. But the day passed, as the
weariest days will; and she retired
early to her chamber to sink into a long
reverie, crowded with the thoughts she
‘had so resolutely shut out while the eyes
«of others were upon her.

When she sought rest, her mother’s
image rose before her so distinctly, so
vividly, it seemed but yesterday she had
received heér parting kiss.  If she could
but have laid her head once more on
that faithful breast. and poured forth all
-she felt, and teld how her love for that
«dear parent, that had grown with her
-growth, seemed increased and renewed
within her, now that they were com-
panions in misfortune! (It was thus
WCelia put it: her mother was alive to
ther still.) And oh, if she could but
thave heard, in reply, a mother’s answer-

ing words of sympathy !—those words of
the dear old time—what was ever like to
them in after years ?—that fell on the
young heart like fresh spring flowers on
the surface of a brook bright with glad
sunshine. The earnest longing so grew
upon her that she stretched forth her
arms as if to embrace a tangible form.
And then, as a sense of lonely grief came
back, she wept long and silently. Dut
at length youth and health triumphed
over sorrow, and she dropped into a
heavy sleep; not, indeed. unbroken by
wildering dreams, but which lasted till
the slanting rays of the sun, just risen,

. came cheerfully through an eastern win-

dow athwart her bed-chamber.

CHAPTER XXIIT,
TAKING HEART.
“ Quale i fiorett], dal notturno gelo
Chinati e chiusi, poi ¢h’il Sel gl* imblanca,
Si drizean tulti aperti in loro stelo ;
Tal mi tec 'io di mia virtute stanca.”™®
Dy, Inferno, Canto 11,

WHEN any powerful emotion, whether
of joy or grief, has possession of us, it
can hardly be said to depart, even during
the forgetiulness of sleep. It rests,
almost with a palpable weight, on our
slumbering senses, as if importunate for
recognition on the first instant of return-
ing sensation. And thus the moment
of awaking on the morrow after some
heavy stroke of affliction is like a re-
newal of that on which the blow origin-
ally fell.  Our earliest consciousness is
a sense of some misfortune waiting to
assail us the very instant our eyes open
on the world. ‘

But, after the first shock, Celia found
herself more capable, than under the
weary depression of the preceding even-
ing, of reviewing, with some degree of
calm, the new phases of her destiny.
Sleep, that gives fresh power and zest
to enjoy, renews also, in youth especially,
our courage 1o suffer. A cold bath, her

* % Ag flowerets, by the frosty breath of night
Shut up and dronping, suon as dayhght glows
Spring on their starns all open and upright,
Fven 50 my wearied courage freshly rose.”
Parson’s Translation.
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constant daily practice, while it braced
her limbs, seemed to extend its invigor-
ating influence to her mind likewise.
Her toilet completed, she threw open a
window that looked out southward on
the valley, and sat down beside it.

To the healthy mind there is some-
thing strangely hopeful in the fresh
motning air and the calm beauty of the
early landscape. It comes to the sor-
rowful a reminder of happiness yet re-
maining,  Celia felt the encouraging im-
pulse it fmparted.

All, except it be impassive or defiant.

spirits—and our heroine was not one of
these—bend before the first blast of ad-
versity, the brave heart and the coward-
ly alike. But there is this difference:
some are of an inherent feebleness that
is beaten down, like the slightly-rooted
maize-stalk, hopelessly prostrate, to rise
and flourish no more. Others, who at
first seem equally overwhelmed, have
within them a recuperative principle—an
elasti® spirit not to be subdued—that
rallies when the immediate pressure is
removed, and rises, ke the lithe willow,
erect, when the storm has passed. Hap-
py he who is numbered among these
children of hope !

It is often difficult, until the day of
trial comes, to decide to which of these
classes one belongs. This was now to
be determined in Celia’s case, and the
first indications seemed favorable.

Hartland’s house was situated, as we
have said, on the southern extremity of
thg \n’iiage. Beyond the shrubbery that
immediately surrounded it lay a pastuse
dotted with small clumps of trees: the
green herbage, with Spring’s freshness
on it, glistening in the morning dew.
Beyond that again were grain fields, their
boundaries marked with a fringe of
dwarf copsewood ; and to the right, some
three-quarters of a mile distant, rose
that semicircular range of hills to which
we have already alluded, with orchards
which the rich pink blossom of the
peach, now in its early bloom, decked
out in gayest beauty.

Celia gazed on this placid, rural scene,
vensively, sadly it is true, but without
bitterness. The terrible impatience of

suffering - which, the day before, had
caused her to pace the room as if to es-
cape from a burden too heavy to bear,
was gone, She sorrowed, but no longer
as those who have no hope. The charms
of the external world brought seothing,
not flouting, to her sorrow. The small
birds that made their home in the
branches of the neighboring  acacias,
their blithe notes ringing out cheerily in
the morning air, were welcome. ~ Burns’
poar, lost songstress complained to Na-
ture of the earth’s freshness and bloom
—to the very birds that their songs

.broke her heart ; and never did hopeless

desolation find truer interproter of its
despair. He is steeped in misery to the
lips who Is beyond the reach of consola-
tion from our great Mother, smiling on
him in her daily beauty, speaking to him
in her thousand voices of love,

But though the sense of an intolerable
burden had passed away, poor Celia’s
heart was very, very heavy. And she
began to think, more than the evening
before she had, of the loss of property,
and of the plan of life which it behooved
her, in conscquence, to adopt,

A chance thought first brought home
to her a consciousness of the practical
workings of poverty. She felt an espe-
cial longing, this morning, for her daily
ride—for the free air, the quiet of the
shady forest, the Dbracing excitement of
quick and easy motion. But these were
luxuries which she would now have to
deny herself. She recoilected that, in
her guardian’s accounts, he had charged
her two dollars and a hall a week for the
keep and care of Bess. She had never
Lestowed a second thought on the item ;
but now it occurred to her that, if she
was to seek her awn living, a hundred
and thirty dollars annually added to her
expenses, for an objuct not at all of ne-
cessity, was an imprudence which she
must avoid. It cost her a pang to come
to this conclusion. To part with her
beautiful pony, so’ gentle, so spirited,
that she had learned to love so well—
Sydenham’s gift, too!

The breakfast-bell broke in on these
unwelcome cogitations. Hartland kept
early hours, according to the primitive
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habits of the country: it was half-past
six. .

The breakfast passed over without
comment. The uncle’'s thoughts were
engrossed with a butterfly—a new species
he had found the day before—and he
dilated to Celia on its beauty. DMrs.
Hartland looked anxiously at her niece
several times. As they rose, and after
My, Hartland had gone, she said,

« Celia, my love, are you not well?”

« Quite well, dear mother, except a
slight headache, and, 1 belicve” —she
tried to say it lightly—ua touch of low
spirits.  An hour or two in the saddle
will do me good.”

«Is anything wrong, my child? Has
Mowbray—"

« Do not alarm yourself about Mow-
bray and me. Nothing has occurred
between us except what you know, -1
dare say it is ali best just as it js.”

« There 75 something wrong, Celia, or
you would not—"

« Between Mowbray and me, nothing,
I do assure you, mother. 1 have not
seen him, or heard of him, for several
days.”

« It is so unnatural for you to say,
while your uncle seems to become daily
more averse to your mairiage, that it is
all for the best.”

«Did I say so?”

u Did you not?”

«I was thinking, I believe, how ne-
cessary it is to be very, very sure of a
man’s character before one marries him.
And you know, mother, that in two or
three years I shall be absolutely free to
choose, if, in the mean time, neither
Evelyn nor I change our minds,”

«/f neither of you change !”

«Why should we not? This is a
changeful world. Circumstances change,
and they say we are the creatures of
circumstances. And how much better
that a lover should change before mar-
riage than a husband afterward !”

«This from you, Celial”

¢t 15 it not true, dear mother? Andin
a world of such uncertainty, is it not
well to be prepared for the worst? Have
1 been so thoughtless hitherto,” she add-
ed, with a faint smile as she noted Mrs.

Hartland's increasing anxiety, «that if I
utter a sage teflection or two on the in-

stability of human affairs, you must needs

conjure up mystery and misfortune 2!

«] do not know you, this morning,
my child.  Your dear mother fel, when
she confided her orphan to my hands,
that she would never wamnt a parent’s
care or sympathy while 1 lived. And
you used to confide in me, Celia’

Poor Celia’s tears, with difficulty re-
strained till now, filled her eyves. She
threw her arms round Mrs. Hartland’s
neck and kissed her again and again. «1
do, oh indéed 1 do ! she gaid. « My
own marama could not have been kinder.
Pray, pray, don’t ery.  You shall know
all that has been vexing me. DBul not
now. 1 koow Mr. Hartland expects
you in the library to color the sketch
of that wonderful butterfly he has been
describing to us ; and there is Bess at
the door. When @ retwrn you shall
know all.”

«Jt has nothing to do with Mow-
bray 7

« Dear mother that cares so much
about my happiness! 1 have already
told you that nothing whatever has passed
hetween Mowbray and me that need dis-
tress you.”

«Then 1 dare say all will be well yet.”

« Perhaps.” ’

«You are a riddle to me this morning,
Celiz. But there is Mr. Hartland’s voice.
A pleasant ride, dear child.”

Through bypaths that skirted the vil-
lage, Celia reached the main road leading
west toward the railroad station: then
she put the little mare to a canter, caught
a glimpse of Mr. Harper at work in his
flower-garden as she passed, arrested
the animal’s inclination to take the side
road which turned off te Sydenham’s
residence, and galloped on, without
drawing vcin, until she was faiyly in the
shelter of the woods, There she checked
Bess's speed, and, a little farther on,
diverging from the main road into a path
on the right hand—an ancient Indian
trace that led to Tyler’s mill—she found
herself traversing the same solitude that
had been broken, a hundred years be-

BEYOND THE BREAKERS.

fore, only by tread of wild beast, or of
the red man; scarcely less wild, who was
parsuing him,

There is something wonderfully tran-
quilizing in the deep stillness of these
primeval forests. Alone with Nature in
one of her most impressive garbs, that
which is natural and genuine in our feel-
ings expands, and asserts the mastery
over the meretricious and the conven-
tional. Under that stately’ shelter, we
seem, in 2 measure, protected frotm the
capricious influences of an artificial world,
In the hauats of men the elernal prin-
wples of right and justice appeal to the
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reason: here they speak to the heart.
We distinguish truth in society, but we
feel it in the solemnity of the forest.

This was telling now upon Celia.
Her rapid ride, too, had had its usuai in-
spiriting effect. The fresh bloom came
in her cheeks; the languor was gone
from her eye; her courage rose. The
spirit of the place was upon her: the
very color of her destiny seemed to
change under the influence of the scene.

As, in such mood and with slackened
rein, she passed slowly on, an incident
occurred, of which the results materially
influenced her fortunes.




PART VII.

CHAPTER XXIV.
A TALK IN THE FCREST,

** L’alternative des succds et des revers a son utilité.
Nous nous plaignons de inconstance de la fortune,
C’est de sa constance que 1ous devrions nous plain-

dre; alors, en effet, elle a plus de moyens de nous
carrompre.’’ ¥

Ducunanno, " Ou Perfectionnement Moral!

NE of the long vistas characteristic

of the rude couniry-paths by which

the early setilers threaded their way from

cabin to cabin opened before Celia; and

the animal she rode, raising its head and

pointing its small, taper ears, caused the

rider to look round, in expectation of
some one’s approach,

The road before her was wvacant, but
off to the right, through the open woods,
gay with blossoms of the dogwood and
the redbud, she thought she distinguish-
ed in the distance a horseman, riding in
the same direction as herseif.

« It must be Sydenham,” she thought,
for she knew that the bridle-path from
his residence to Tyler's mill led through
these woods, and connected, a few hun-
dred yards farther on, with the road she
was pursuing.  Yes, it was he. But
how was she to meet him ?—what 1o say
to him?  Should she reveal all, and ask
lis advice ?

An hour before she would bave shrunk
from such a disclosure. But now a
guickened pulse gave bolder impulses.
She taok heart.  She felt that the world
must soon know her real position ; and
who so worthy of her confidence, or so
capable to counsel her in her present
strait, as her mather's trusted friend, to
whom she was already bebiolden for so
much encouragement in her former trou-
bies—ah, such petty troubles they seem-
ed now! DBut if she was to say any-
thing to him at all, it must be at once,

“ere courage cooled : she felt that.
If she had any remaining hesitation,

* “The alternation of success and reverse is useful,
We complain of the inconstancy of fortune, but its
constangy would corrupt us more.”
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it was dispelled by Sydenham’s manner
—the evident pleasure with which he
met her, the cordial earnestness with
which he extended his hand and in-
quired after her welfare,

« And Bess still continnes to behave
well 7 he asked as they rode on to-
gether.

« No creature could behave better.
So full of spirit and so docile, too,
as she is! She knows me, and 1 do
believe loves me, for she will come.
at my call, from the farthest corner of
our pasture, . It is hard to part with
a favorite,” she added, sadly, stoop-
ing over the pony’s neck and patting it
fondly.

The tone, more than the words, ar-
rested Sydenham’s attention,

«1 know, Mr., Sydenham,” she re-
joined, looking up, «that you must have
thought me foolish and unreasonable.”

“« When ?”

« Do you remember the day Brunette
ran away with Mrs. Hartland and Lela
—the day we had that long Conversahon
together 7

« As if it were yesterday.”

« You thought me weak and childish
then : do not deny it.”

wI thought you inexperienced — de-
pressed without sufficient cause. 1 did
miss in you a certain force of mind — a
spirit that often lies dormant within us
till circumstances call it forth,”

«[ am ashamed of mysell when I
look baeck upon it. I know now exactly
what you must have thought of me. I

hope you are right when you say that’

there is often within us more than ap-
pears during prosperity. I had every-
thing to make me happy in those days—
everything: kind friends, a respected
name, an easy competency. I had noth-
ing, absolutely nothing, as an excuse for
low spirits, The delay of my marriage
with Mowbray, how little, in reality, did
that signify ! I once heard you say that
girls marry 100 young in this eountry.
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So they do: they marry in haste, to re-
pent at leisure.”
Sydenham was thoroughly alarmed.

'« What is the matter 2 he said. « Tell

me at once.”

« Why do you imagine that something
terrible has happened #°

«What is it, Celia? 1t is useless to
attempt 1o deceive me.  Some influence
is changing your character. It is not
the old Celia I used to hnow.”

Do I look as downcast now as when
I came to complain to you that day of
my hard fate 2

«No: you are a different creature,
You are agitated, and I am sure some-
thing is amiss, But there is a light in

‘your eye and a determination in your

tone that seem anything but ‘downcast.”

«Iam glad of it7 At least you will
not feel contempt for me,”

« Celia, do I deserve this? Did 1 not
promise your mother that I would watch
over her daughter’s happiness? Why
will you keep me in suspense? What
is it 27

# My father deceived that mother you
knew so well. He was already married.
I am an illegitimate child. Not a dol-
lar of my father’s property belongs to me.
I am a penniiess orphan, who must work
for her bread and make her own way in

‘the world.”

« Good God 17

And Sydenham involuntarily checked
his horse so sharply that the spirited
animal started and reared against the bit.

For a moment the girl and her auditor
seemed suddenly to have exchanged cha-

racters. She sat erect and quiet, her

graceful form drawn up to its full height:
her young face, shaded by the wide-
rimmed riding-hat, very sad indeed, but
quite calm ; and though her voice trem-
bled somewhat, she spoke so deliberate-
ly, and met Sydenham’s first agitated
glance of alarm, astonishment, incred-
ulity with a look so steady and collect-
ed, that it took him almost as much by
surprise: as the astounding tidings she

had just impart