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PREFACE.

I NEED scarcely asstre the Reader that the incidents upon
which this book is founded, are extraordinary and strange; but

they are true, and " Truth is strange-stranger than fiction."

The name and residence of Lenore Parolee are really fic-
titious, but, as to the narrative, there are thousands who will

bear testimony to this true and interesting story. The author of

this book is a native of North Carolina, and for some time has

been a consistent member of the Presbyterian church of C-.

She has cast her anchor in the "4Future Great City, and now re-

sides on one of our most popular streets. Our acquaintance with

this young lady has been extremely limited, but bringing, as she

does, many favorable recommendations, and exhibiting a marked

purity of principle and character, we can make bold to assert,

without the slightest apprehension of being contradicted, thatshe

will meet with a liberal share of the public patronage, and that

"ONE WORD AND A TEAR," will be fully appreciated by all
those who read these pages.

The great object of the Author in presenting this book to the

public, is to show the pernicious effects of infidelity, which wreck

the happiness of thousands who fall beneath the poisonous arrow;

to exhibit the gloomy agonies and hollow delusions of life; to

contrast four of the most powerful passions that agitate the human

heart-love, jealousy, ambition and revenge. In this case the
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great struggle was between love and revenge. Love has an object
and inthis case, in the person of Lenort Parolee, it was pure and
noble-and as the Reader glances over the light azure pages
whose terms have been dictated by a sorrowing spirit, when she
poured out her soul in tears for the one who betrayed her ardent
love, may it never awake a pang in the heart, for hope will yet
cast its glowing tints over the story.

Revenge has an object, and in the person of Lenore Parolee,
it had a strong argument on which to sustain itself.
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CHAPTER I.

A CHILD OF SORROW.

Y dear reader,-if one I am honored with,-I
do not present myself before the world as an
authoress, but simply as a child of Sorrow ;-
and I fear the shadow that lies upon my heart

will reflect upon this page of memory: for I am guarded
by love and sorrow-my spirit treads silently the hal-
lowed chamber of tears. And here I must crave your
indulgence if I pass over the stormy and disastrous days

of my wretched girlhood. Though I am unequal to the
ornate style of writing, I can promise you will not find

the story of my humble life devoid of the witchery of
romance, or the excitement of stirring incident and thrill-
ing adventure.

"But must I write to tell the tale ?

My tongue is feeble, weak;
Oh! what can idle words avail,

Unless the heartcould speak ?"

For no one can "estimate the depth and fullness of

human love by sounding the yet untroubled pool of his
own capacity for affection. A nicely strung, sympathetic
instrument, may yield strains of melting woe, if the sigh

of other's sorrows are wafted across its chords,"
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I was left an orphan at the age of twelve. My moth-
er's mind having become impaired when I was only, seven
years old, I was left alone to experience the cold charity
of the world, while walking the thorny labyrinth of life,
with neither father's nor mother's tender care-no one to
guide my young footsteps aright ; none to wipe away the
falling tears which have so often stained my pillow.

Now let me give you a brief history of my mother.
Her maiden name was McClain, cousin to Mary E.
McClain, who so distinguished herself in the revolution-
ary struggle.

She was on the other side-Horton-first cousin to
William R. Horton, Vice-President. From the McClain
side she inherited a very high degree of patriotism and
pride, a love of show and pomp, which would naturally
create a love of money, though not amounting to avarice.
She was an honest woman, and if you will visit the luna-
tic asylum at Raleigh, you will find a pure and noble
hearted woman, though her hair has been silvered with
the frosts of sixty-five winters, and trouble has left its
seal upon her face.'

From the Horton side she inherited an. elevated senti-
ment, a love of justice and right, all that was admirable
and noble, but with it, the awful malady, insanity, which,
as I have before stated, left me at the age of seven ten
thousand times worse off than if I were, in its true sense,
an orphan child; not only without moral training, except
the little I caught from observation, but subjecting me to
the hardest trials and severest afflictions. Very often

Lenore Parolee.
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we missed her in our unhappy family group, not knowing
whether she had drowned herself or in some otlier way
had committed suicide ; while at other times my own life

was endangered,, being inferior to her in strength, and
unable to manage her.

This constant dread and ever-present danger consti-

tuted one of the trials of my childhood. I have often

thought: "Oh! how great are my misfortunes? While
my companions are blessed with fathers, and- mothers,
and all in life to make them happy ;-death to me would
be a sweet relief." Then I would with Cowper, console
myself by saying:

" God moves in a mysterious way,
Hig wonders to perform."

In 1861 I was sent to C--- College by my guardian,
Mr. John R. Graham, who took a great deal of interest
in my welfare. And here my feelings will not permit me

to repress the sincere acknowledgment of the depth of

my gratitude to my dear old guardian, for the many
favors he has so generously conferred upon me.

I remained at college one year and a half. This was
the happiest period of my childhood. But those days
are gone, those sweet May days of life, when the halcyon
built her nest upon the waves of life and the snowy sails

were filled with odorous breezes. Mr. L. C. Elworth,

principal of C--Institute, was the orphan's friend;
he was a faithful teacher, a man of remarkable modesty,
delicate sensibility and retiring deportment-in the church,
a bright and shining light-in the world, a ripe scholar

2
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10 Lenore Parolee.

and polished gentleman. But his frail body, worn out

with disease, has resumed its place in the earth, and his

triumphant spirit, released from the encumbering flesh,

has entered happily upon that rest which remaineth for

the people of. God.
It seems that I can even now see the smiles playing

around his mouth, as the word "Perfect" greeted the

eager members of the class. But God saw fit to take

him from the children here below, and unite him with

His children in heaven.
At the close of the session of 1862, we had a fine

examination and concert at night, notwithstanding our
country was then shaken by the storm of war, insulted

by invasion, threatened with conquest, and we were pre-
paring to resist its rudest .shock. Darkly and swiftly
gathered the sulphurous thunder-clouds from every quar-

ter of the political horizon3 charged with war and death,

soon to fall upon our devoted land in a rain of blood.

Brother against brother, father against son, hands were

grasping swords destined ere long to stain with blood

nature's placid face and unsullied garments. Fast and

furious rushed Qpposing foemen, North and South,
onward to the sanguinary field of civil strife. I then

returned to my unhappy home to take charge of the

domestic affairs which had been left in care of the ser-

vants during my absence.

I

Orphan's Lamentation.

ORPHAN'S LAMENTATION.

I ne'er knew the bliss to have,
A mother kind and true;

To cheer me when I would be grave,
Nor chide when I was rude,

I never felt upon my cheek,
Her soft and gentle kiss;-

And remember not of hearing her speak,
In tones of tenderness.

She never came at morning light
To hear my waking sound,

Nor when I lay me down to sleeep,
To close the curtain round.

She was never near me when I played
Out in the open ais;

Nor when I knelt me down to pray
Beside my little chair.

I see other girls around,
A mother's fondness prove ;

But I can never hear the sound,
Of a fond mother's love.

I cannot think what I have done,
I was ever kind, and true:

Why can I not with others run,
And kiss a mother too?

Oh I where is my mother gone?
They say I have one too,

And if she only had her mind,
She would be kind and true.

But alas, she is gone from me,
And I can never know her love,

And she'can never quell the storm,
Beating down her household dove.

11



12 Lenore Parolee.

In yonder quiet burial ground,
Beneath a cedar tree,

There rises up a flowered mound
Beautiful to see.

My father's dust is lying there,

Beneath a sweet perfumed bed;
A monthly rose blooms at his feet,

Sweet carols at his head.

I lightly tread by his rural tomb,
And o'er it plant some gentle flowers;

Sweet symbol of his spirit's bloom,
In a far brighter land than ours.

I dried my tears as my fancy roamed
To the realms by angels trod;

I knew my father was thence removed,
To gather flowers in the garden of God.

I know he is an angel bright,
With raiment white and fair,

Who dwells in yonder cloudless land,
But I shall know him there.

CHAPTER II.

ORPHAN'S TRIALS.

AM not writing a journal of daily transactions,
but rather throwing into a connective narrative
such important incidents and events of my life

as will be most likely to interest the reader,
and conduce to the denouement of my story.

It was on the night of the tenth of April, 1864, that
I was aroused from my slumbers by the roaring of fire
and volumes of smoke which filled my chamber. It was
about midnight when this disastrous.scene met my gaze.
I sprung from my bed in agonizing terror, and threw
open the window blinds, that I might get breath, for a
huge volume of stifling smoke rolling in and almost
suffocated me, while through it I beheld the lurid glare
of flames thrusting their fiery tongues in every direction,
and the heavens were lit up by the blaze of my mother's
house. My first thought was bestowed upon my mother,
who was in an adjoining room. "God help me !" I
cried, as I darted through the forked flames to rescue her
from a horrible death. I then ran for the servants, but

to my great disappointment, found none upon the pre-
mises except women and children. We saved a few arti-

cles, and but very few indeed. The neighbors soon came
to our assistance, but too late to be of any service. The
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house fell in in a few minutes, and my dear old home
soon crumbled into ashes.

Morning came, and the sun rose in its splendor and
looked down as if mocking upon the ruins and its dis-
tressed inmates, while the old chimneys were yet standing
as a token of destruction.

Imagine how I felt, a girl of sixteen, with the cares
and responsibilities of a deranged mother resting upon
my feeble efforts, without a roof to shelter us from the
cold April winds, except the kitchen, in which we were
very glad to take refuge. We remained in that situa-
tion for some time. At last we succeeded in fixing up a

comfortable house to live in by moving some of the out-
buildings which escaped the conflagration. And success
seemed to crown our feeble efforts, and the God who had

promised to be the widow's friend, and a father to the
fatherless, seemed to lend a listening ear to the cries
and wails of all the throng of orphans 'of our horror-
stricken land.

Now we were stifled with the sulphurous smoke of
civil war, and the hissing sound of hostile shots were

whistling in our ears-fire and sulphur had burned the

very earth, and its ashes were arid. The air of subjuga-

tion *as (lark and dismal, and all the rivers of plenty had
been fried up by the invaders of our soil, who swept away
the small portion that was not consumed by the flames.

Want, want, want ! Cries, suffering groans ; while
crime was rampant all around us.

While the troops were wading through the country like

an army of locusts, destroying our property and laying

waste our homes, there were many parties given in our-

neighborhood, to which I' received pressing invitations,

but with a true Southern heart and patriotism I refused

to attend, notwithstanding the great displeasure it caused

to many who where otherwise my friends ; and not a few

rough men clothed in the garments of the soldier, which

of itself should create a gentleman, even threatened to

pierce me with their bayonets, and to burn my mother's

house, but I told them to burn if they wished to, that I had

rather die in its flames than disgrace the Southern cause.

On a certain night when I expected to be called to

attend one of these parties, I crawled in under the kitchen

floor and lay upon the cold earth, taking for my pillow a

small mound or bank, of clay, and with visions of horror

hovering near, with no light except Heaven's lamps shin-

ning out of the dark profound of heaven, I lay there and

watched the sleepless hours roll round till morn.

As I had no other resort, I sought this wretched hiding

place for the purpose of secreting myself from the ruf-

fian soldiers who of course were to be my escorts.

Ask me not what the maiden feels

Left in that dreadful hour alone,

IPerchance her reason stoops, or reels;

Perchance a courage, not her own,
Braces her mind to desperate tone."

But to my great relief the Confederate troops came upon

them, and they had to fly to their camp, leaving behind

them a set of miserable girls who for a time had thrown

off the Southern banner.

14, Lenore Parolee.



CHAPTER ]II

A TRIP TO VIRGINIA.

HE war was over. When the danger was oast
and my system gave promise of recovering from
the shock that followed in rapid succession, I
set out to Virginia to visit my brother, think-

ing it would a relief to my storm-tossed soul. It was in
early spring ; and peace was upon the earth, as though
the Arcadian age had come back,' and sin, and war, and
death had been forever banished by the sunbeam.

The rivers wearied by the fierce rains of winter, by
intruding snows and ice, rolled slumberously murmur-
ing their own lullaby. And the zephyrs still whispered to
the flowers and trees, and the leaves basked in the spring
sunshine, verdant with joy; and the cattle that had been
compelled to make their retreat into the swamps and
marshes to protect themselves from the musket balls of
the hungry soldiers, ruminated lazily, and browsed indo-
lently with a wondrous passive enjoyment in their great,
placid brown eyes ; the birds - caroled estatically and
were a rustling among the trees, as the gentle zephyrs
wandered among them, whispering of the glorious sum-
mer day that was at hand.

After a week's journey, and much fatigue, I arrived

safely at my brother's house in Salem, Va., and I have

.1 Trip to Virginia. 17

often thought since that it was through the mercy of God

alone that I was permitted to reach my journey. The

car on which I was a passenger was crossing a very high
trestle near the city of Lynchburgh, which had been

burnt by the federal soldiers during the war, and had

only been temporarily rebuilt. The engine had not pro-

ceeded far, when the great wooden structure with a crash

came down to the earth, and the bold engineer and fire-

man, with eight other passengers, were crushed beneath

its ruins. As it happened, the coach which the ladies

occupied was the hindmost, which providentially became

uncoupled and was left standing upon the track un-

harmed, while the passengers were in the wildest state of

excitement, and whose screams of terror rang like death-

knells through the cliffs of Virginia.
It is not my intention to detail the history of occur-

rences, or describe scenes that are calculated to fill the

mind with sorrow, so I will go on with my story.

Upon my arrival I was very much surprised as finding

my brother's house draped in mourning, while my brother

and sister were seated near atable, and before them lay

a manuscript blotched with tears, and others were mak-

ing their retreat from their eyes.

"1Oh ! sister, too late, too late, why did you not come

sooner? he is gone, he is gone," was all the information

I could ascertain of the scene before me. As soon as I

could release myself from the sorrow-stricken sister, I

picked up the tear-stained sheets that were lying upon the

table and read, which gave me sufficient explanation :
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OBITUARY.
"ALPHONSO PAROLEE-Only child of Corne lius T. and

Ophelia M. Parolee. Died of brain fever on the 21st of May,
aged five years, five months, and eight days.

Could the skill of the physician, the agony of the parents, or
their un wearied watchings and devoted care have availed, .he

would not h eve died
Bright and beautiful was our cherished darling, possessing in a n

eminent degree all those qualities of mind and heart which belong
so peculiarly to early childhood. Frank aiid confiding, all his lit-
tle thoughts and feelings were poured witl lovely simplicity in his

parent's ears ; truthfulness was stamped upon his noble brow, but

ah, those lovely qualities only endeared him to us more ; and the

ways of Providence to our darkened minds seenis so inscrutable,

that this, the only household treasure, should be taken when his

mind seemed daily unfolding some new beauty, some bright

promise of future excellence; but God knew the adverse winds
of earth would but blight the purity of this spotless flower, and

he hath in mercy translated it in his garden of love. The mind

of this precious child was early impressed with religious feel-
ings; when his infant lips could only lisp the prayer at his moth-

er's knee, he loved to hear about the Saviour. His painful and

lingering illness he bore with the sweetest patience. The night

before his death, whens his anguished parents no longer controlled

their grief, looking at them tenderly, he said "Good-by ma,

good-by pa," and said he was going up to that other home, and
repeated his prayer several times over, and received the parting
kiss from his parents. At six o'clock in the morning, death was

settling upon his lovely form ; a halo of glory seemed to encircle

his dying pillow, and we almost felt the presence of the angels as

they bore his little ransomed spirit to the bosom of the Saviour.

We miss you, sadly miss you, precious child ; your once happy
home is desolate ; its brightest light extinguished. No more will

it resound with the joyous tread of your little feet, and our

hearts are crushed and broken. The anguish of your parents is

unutterable, when they think their bright and beautiful boy hath

x
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gone from them in this world forever. Yes, we have laid thee in

thy little grave, my darling. Warm hearts and gentle hands

have borne you from us, kind strangers-Heavi bless them-eclus-

tered, around your lovely bed, covering it with bright, fragrant
flowers, sweet incense to your memory; but the eye of faith will

follow you to, your radiant home in Heaven. Yet, come to us

dear one; come in robes of angel purity; hover over us with

your shining wings ; tell us of the blissful glories of thy beau-

teous home, of the golden harps now waked to heavenly music by

the soft touch of thy gentle finger. Oh! lure the hearts of thy

sad, stricken parents from this poor world:

"Till risen with Christ at last they'll be,
Beautiful cherubs with God and thee.''

As my eyes ran over the manuscript, my own tears fell

and mingled with those of the bereaved parents.

My stay in Virginia was very pleasant. notwithstand-

ing the dangers and excitements I had to undergo. I was

very much pleased with the country, the people are very

kind and hospitable. I had to lay over in Lynchburg

several days, on account of the cars not making their

proper connection.

Lynchburg is a beautihil and important place ; the

city is picturesque and pleasantly situated on the banks

of the James River. and is in full view of the Blue Ridge.

Any one who can stand on the balconies and survey the

beautiful valley crowded with happy homes and busy

marts, interspersed with green' fields and blooming or-

chards, set in a frame of distant hills and woods, and

overhung with the soft' haze with-which summer suffuses

the landscape, without being filled with a noble joy,
might stand unmoved in the halls of the seraphim.
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I remained with my brother until September, and with
it came thoughts of home and mother-like Alpine tor-

rents upon my heart, and the touching words of the dying
soldier, "Who will care for mother now," haunted me
day and night, until my heart replied, "I will care for
mother now ;" and in a few days I was prepared to set
out on my journey homeward. I was placed under the
protection of the Captain by my brother, who was very
kind and attentive, and to make a short story I arrived

safety at my home in North Carolina.

What a charming word is home, it carries with it a

kind of magic-a sacredness. It is a sound charming to
the ear as the sound of the plaintive lute borne out on
the still evening air. How true did the poet sing the
sentiment of the soul in his " Sweet, sweet home !"
He touched a chord which has vibrated in every clime
inhabited by man. To the civilized, the barbarous and
the enlightened, to all is home a sacred word ; it is the
place in all this world were hearts should be sure of each
other. It is the place where we tear off that mask of

guarded suspicious coldness, which the world forces us
to wear in self-defense, and where we pour out the un-

reserved communications of full and confiding hearts
It is the spot where expressions of tenderness gush out
without any dread of ridicule. Let a person travel where
he will, Home is the place to which his heart untrammeled
fondly turn. He is to divide all pain ; he is to double
all pleasures there. A. happy home is a single spot of

rest which a person has upon this earth for the cultiva-

tion of their noblest sensibility.

First if you wish to make your home happy sow the

little seed of love and tenderness. Endeavor to make

all those around you happy by loving words and gentle

manners, even as the sunbeam is composed of millions of

minute rays, the home light must be constituted of little

tenderness, kindly looks, sweet laughter, gentle words,

loving counsel; it must not be like the torch-blaze of

unnatural excitement, which is easily quenched, but like the

serene, chastened light which burns is safely in the dry

east wind as in the stillest atmosphere. Let each bear

the others burden the while ; let each cultivate the mu-

tual confidence which is a gift capable of increase and

improvement, and soon it will be found that kindness will

spring up on every side, displacing constitutional unsuit-

ability, want of mutual knowledge, even as we have seen

sweet violets and primroses dispel the gloom of the gray

sea-rock. If you wish to have a happy home,

Sow this little seed my friends,

Its fruit is rich and rare,

Wherever it spreads its golden leaves

'Tis summer always there.

And as the seasons roll around
And chilling winds arise,

I love to go and breathe~where blooms
This flower of paradise.

It is a gift that God has given
To radiate our way to Heaven,

20 Lenore Parolee.
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Wherever it sheds its curtain round
Peace and harmony there is found.

The lowliest heart with love may beat,
The humbliest soul aspire

And write on earth a record sweet
That seraphs may admire.

In the little wood-vine cottage,
Where this little seed is sown,

There is music in each voice
Of the loved ones at home.

It cheers the weary traveler

To see such perfect bliss,
It cheers the heart oppressed with care.-

Who would not love a home like this ?

CHAPTER IV.

THE TWO ORPHANS AT THE GRAVE.

lHE first to greet me was Edney, our good and

faithful servant, who seemed more than re-

joiced at my arrival, for she threw her arms

around me, and dragged me out of the car-

riage as though I was nothing more than a bag of pota-
toes ; at the same time exclaiming: " God bless you,
Miss Lenore ; I knowed you'd come, for I have prayed
to the blessed Lord every night to keep you from all

harm, and send you back to us safe and sound ; and
here you are, bless the Lord. I knowed you'd come

soon, for I could not keep my mind off of you; I dropped
the dish-rag a dozen times this morning, and I thought
the old rooster would split his throat." I could not help
smiling .at Edney's superstitious remarks, and passed

into the house.
My dear mother, who had been aroused from her rev-

erie by Edney's loud laughter, rushed to me with open
arms, to receive her little wanderer back again, while

these words were whispered in her ear:

"Rock me to sleep mother, rock me to sleep." It

was the first time since ny mother's insanity, that she

seemed to love me, or care anything for me ; and that

love was as a fountain of water to a thirsty soul, which
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pent an eternal noontide of love and blessedness, flowing
and re-flowing through my whole being. I loved my
mother dearly, though I have never known a mother's
love; that awful thief, insanity, had robbed me of its
treasures.

Those who have never been deprived of that pure foun-
tain-a mother's love, whose affectionate heart, whose
tender look, and whose gentle motions were ever with
them-can never know the bitterness to feel to be with-
out a mother-that the gentle voice is silent forever; that
that well in the desert of life-a mother's heart-is for-
ever closed to us ; that the protecting angel of our steps,

is departed from us, never to return. We can never find
an eye as tender, a hand as gentle, or a heart as kind as
her's. No love will ever be so strong as that which she
bears for us. It was she who nursed us in our infancy,
and soothed with pleasure our feverish cries, when all
other ears have grown weary of them. She cooled the
aching brow, changed the heated pillow, and answered
our countless calls, till the stars paled in the heavens, and
yet no repining words escape her lips. It was her who
watched over us in our childhood, taught our lisping
tongue its first words, and our tottering feet to bear our
unsteady weight. She was happy if our childish heart
was f ll of joy; or if our brow was clouded, with loving

words and gentle manner, she was ever ready to disperse
it. In youth she guided the feet that were so prone to
err, into the paths of peace and wisdom ; and when we

go forth into the world, if we are in prosperity, many

hearts will be thrown at our feet ; but so soon as fortune

frowns, these friends will desert us for one more favorep

by fortune. Then will a mother's love shine the brighter ;

and iii the depth of her -devotion make us forget that

the world is cold and cheerless ; that friends are false ;

that this life is full of disappointments.
I spent the most of my time at home with my mother

during the winter months, but when spring made its ap-

pearance, with her serene and gentle influence, it diffused

a more vivid spirit of enjoyment through all my facul-

ties; and my young heart, like the season of spring, was

resurrected from death, unto life and happiness ; and my

dreary and'pathetic spirit, yearned for something more

reviving than what it had received in the dull and weary

hours at home with my mother and maid ; so I went to.

my cousin Jasper Claton's, to spend a few months with

my cousin Mento; and a ministering angel she was to me

too ; for amid all my sorrows and bereavements, none

have proved more faithful than she.
She( has stood by me with the fidelity of a mother ;

when the billows of adversity were'rolling around me,

and the dark and stormy clouds were gathering thick and

fast, with none to soothe the anguish of my heart, none

to cheer the hours of sadness, and whisper in my ear the

gentle words of love and friendship, she has proved one

of those ready, judicious counselors, and steady, untiring

and .devoted friends.
How few ever feel the value of a friend. When ene-

mies gather around ; when sickness falls on the heart ;
3
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when the settled sadness of the soul,, like death itself,
comes down; when the world is dark and cheerless, then
is the time to test the value of a friend. The heart that
has been proved like the true gold, redoubles its energies
when a friend is in danger. He who turns from suffer-
ing or distress, betrays his hypocrisy, and proves his
own self-interest. Yet the true friend feel that his kind-
ness is appreciated, and has not been thrown away.
Real fidelity may be rare, but it does exist, and its power
is seen and felt. The good, the kind, the generous, are
around us everywhere, if we would only seek them out.

I remained with my cousin Mento several months ; I
then returned home to spend the summer with my mother,
as I felt it my duty' to spend as much of my time as
I possibly could with her, without injuring my own
mind, or impairing my health ; for my mother's mind

was so much impaired, there was no pleasure or satisfac-
tion in her company.

My home was desolate, and life was nothing but soli-
tude and sorrow. I was isolated and alone, with no
kind voice to whisper one word of consolation to my
unhappy heart, my maid, only, excepted. My mother

did not seem to love -me, or any one that she loved pre-
vious to her insanity ; and like all other insane per-
sons, took her best friends to be her worst enemies.
Once she imagined that I was not her child, and said that
some one had taken her child away, and had put me in
its place, and tried several times to take-my life, but was

prevented by my nurse, who always slept in my room,!

One night she awoke, and my poor mother was bending
over me with my father's pocket-knife open in her hand,

and in the act of cutting my throat, while I was wrapt in
slumber, unconscious of the horrible death that was hang-

ing over me. Edney sprang up and took away the
deadly weapon, and) asked why she wished to kill her

child. "It is not my child," she replied, I" some one

has taken my child away, and put her in its place," at
the same time ringing her hands as one in wild

despair.
This conversation aroused me, and as I opened my

eyes, she thrust into my face the torch which she held in

her hand, for the purpose of giving her light to execute

this horrible deed. And even now, it seems that I can

hear her calling for her darling little Lenore that some
one had taken away, and see myself as I lay sobbing

upon my little bed, with my hands clenched, and my

heart almost bursting with grief, crying, "Mother, do

not forsake me; I am your Lenore, your darling baby'"
My visits to my cousin Mento's were neither few nor

far between, and it was there I met my cousin Dora

Elworth. She resided in Alabama, and came to North

Carolina on a visit to her relatives.

Dora was very pretty--a perfect brunette ; jet black

hair, sparkling black eyes, and rosy cheeks ; and in olden

times would have graced the courts of Solomon, and have

the admiration of the wise king himself.

I had spent several days with my cousin, and was now

on umy return home, accompanied by my cousin Dora.

n
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We had quite a gay time, and found a great many funny
things to laugh at ; yet there was a coldness existing
between us-we did not like each other very well-and
for what cause I know not. I did not envy my cousin
I)ora's beauty, and if I was not blessed with a fairy's
form and an angel's face, I felt perfectly reconciled in
regards to good looks. I was provided with a pair of
big white eyes with a blue spot in the middle, and blue
always struck my fancy. I felt consoled as I thought the
matter over ; if I was not pretty I had a good appetite,
while my cousin had to pass through the dreadful ordeal
in swallowing a wad of iron pills every day before, din-
ner, that she might be able to devour one biscuit and a
cup of tea.

All day we had been gathering honeysuckles and wild
flowers, or chasing the honey-bees that were hurrying to,
and fro, delighted at the idea of finding a bee-tree, and
robbing it of its treasure. But we 'did not succeed in
our happy anticipations, and growing heartless and weary
we turned our steps homeward. But instead of going
home,-

Through my father's grave--yard's lone retreat,
Our meditation led;

We walked with slow unconscious feet,
Above the sleeping dead.

And by his lonely resting place,
We stood in waking dreams

Of the pale cold form that slumbers there,
J3eneath those boughs of evergreen.
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When tired of the scenes and strife,

When weary of the daily care,
I often seek this lonely spot,

And fondly nestle there.

It is there I sometimes pluck,
Flowers, sweet and gay;

And often there my spirit dwells,

When my frame is far away.

While gazing upon this hallowed spot,

The dearest face I know,

Seems to flit far an instant before my night,
As I had seen it years ago.

But before I can address him,

Ere the word of love is spoke,

Quick he vanishes from his place,

And theshadow spell is broke.

It is a strange mysterious truth,

That drives me to despair

To seek my father to embrace,
And find no father there.

After plucking a few flowers which I had planted to

decorate the <hallowed spot, the two orphans knelt in

silence by the lonely resting-place of the the silent dead,

showering a flood of tears at his feet, and watering the

violets and buttercups that sprung in freshness above his

last narrow dwelling-place. Then for the first time I

realized that I loved her, for she was an orphan too. Her

parents had been snatched from her side by the hand of

death, and were lying beneath the sod ; while she was in a

land of strangers, and like myself, left to the cold char-

ity of the world, with no one to look to for protection,
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save the All-seeing Eye, who has promised in mercy to be
the orphan's friend; for no orphan finds a heart so true,
as the one over which the green sod is pressing.

And now we communed ;-each unfolding with the
utmost freedom, secrets in her own history, scarcely
known to any but herself. .And as we talked and let out
the fulness of our:hearts, every barrier melted away, and
each felt that .a valued friend had been gained in the
other.

How long we remained in this' hallowed spot where we
had retired to hold this feast of friendship, it would be
difficult to-say. 'Time flies unheeded at such interviews,
for the heart takes dominion, and interest, and dull
formalities, and even rigid duty, for a while must stand
aside.

We talked long and fervently, telling each other of the
joys and sorrows of our past life, and sympathizing
with each other in our bereavements, until the sun hid
himself behind the western hills, and bathed them in his
subdued splendor, with which he sets in spring.

Spring is the season dearest to the recollection of
man, inasmuch as it is associated with all that is pure,
and innocent, and beautiful, in the transient annals of
his early life. There is always a mournful and pathetic
spirit mingled with our remembrance of it, which resem-
bles the sorrow that we feel for some beloved individual
whom death withdrew from our affections at that period
of existence when youth had nearly completed its alloted.
limits, and the promising manifestations of all that was
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virtuous and good, were filling the parental hearts with

happy hopes which futurity held out to them. As the

heart, we repeat, of such a parent goes back to brood

over the beloved memory of their early lost, so do our recol-

lections go back with mingled love and sorrow, to the ten-

der associations of spring, which may, indeed, be said to

perish and pass away in its youth.

The evening was indeed a lovely one, it was one of

these sweet May days, the brightest that some ever re-

member to have seen. Miy is in general a beautiful

month ; iti has its squalls, and showers, and sometimes its

chilly days, but it has a bright sun that sends gladden-

ning warmth not only upon the opening flower, but even

to the very heart of man. It has sparkling days, such

as inspire hope, and love, and kindly feelings, they thaw
away the front of winter, and free nature from her icy

chain. Few can feel gloomy on a bright, warm May-
day.

After my cousin and I had plucked a few more flow-

ers to make a bouquet for my mother we departed. The
little birds had ceased their warbling, and as we closed the

gate behind us each little one would hide himself in the

leaves of the multiflora that were entwined around the

grave. And we left them to repose with the dead.

Dora spent several days with me, and then returned

home to her cousins ; I was then left, with no one but my
deranged mother, and maid, for my companions. I was

my mother's only daughter and had never been blest with

a sisters love, that love which' my young and forlorn
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heart had so much yearned for, and would think it over
and over again to myself, if I had only a sister how de-
lightful it would be. The days would not be so long and
dreary ; life would not be so gloomy, and my whole exis-
tence would be a living poem. But, alas, I had been de-
stined to travel my sore and rugged path alone ; and I am
often forced, in order to escape the pain of present reflec-
tions, to make a melancholy struggle once more to en-
trance myself in the innocent dreams of childhood.

In a few weeks I received an invitation, to attend the
celebration of the marriage nuptials between my new
found friend, Dora Elworth, and the worthy Edgar Mans-
field, of North Carolina.

The wedding day came, and a very large assemblage
of guests was assembled at my cousin Jasper Claton's to
witness the happy marriage. Every one was as merry as the
marriage bell. She was escorted by the wedding guests to
her new and happy home, where she was received by his
plother, in the capacity of a daughter, with a warm and
hearty welcome. We will here leave her to her hap-
piness.
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CHAPTER V.

FIRST LOVE.

« Oh, mirth where is thy joy ?
Oh, pleasure how far art thou removed from real happiness."

T was on the morning of the 16th of Septem-
ber, in the fall of 1869, that I had returned

from a gay party, and was seated at the win-

dow, that these sober thoughts came rushing to

my mind I sat for some time as one in a trance, buried

in deep meditation ; brooding over the gloomy prospects

of life, that hung in thick masses over my head, and try-

ing to penetrate the thick cloud that darkened my sky

and shadowed the way along which my feet had to tread,

the trials and hardships I had to endure, and the rug-

ged path I had to travel, without a friendly hand-post to

guide my lonely way, with nothing to depend upon ex-

cept my education ; for when the crash came that swept

away the property- which my father had left me, I was

totally unprepared to brave the trials, poverty always en-

tails.
It seemed th the fate that ruled the mighty world had

set its face irr 'ably against me ; for everything that

I possessed was swept away by the war, and I was left

penniless. I had been busy the day before packing my

trunk as I was to take charge of a little school in a few
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days some fifteen or twenty miles from home. I was
young and unexperienced, but when poverty, that hideous

monster, stared me in the face it strengthened my ener-

gies, and made me feel that I was capable of earning

my living by the sweat of my brow ; and I meekly bow-

ed to my fate. Some individuals look upon labor as a

curse, but how can that be so regarded which gives clear-

ness to the intellect, vigor to the constitution, and strength

to the nerve ? Lost in amazement at the wonderful ac-

tivity of all the creations of God, the wise man exclaim-

ed, "all things full of labor."
The earth upon which we stand that seems so firm and

immovable, is turning upon its axis with a speed of a

thousand miles per hour, and making its revolutions

around the sun at a rate of twenty miles per second,

accomplishing its journey of more than 6,000,000,000

of miles in a single year ; if we look upon the ocean

with its untiring ebb and flow, with its swift under and

upper currents, with its surface agitated by ten thousand

keels, ruffled by the passing breeze, and lashed into fury
by the storm, 'tis but a type of the ceaseless unrest above

and below, behind and before, to right and to left, per-

vading all space and continuing for all times ; the brook
hastening to the creek, the creek hastening to the river, the

river hastening to mingle its waters with the heaving tos-

sing, never-idle billows of the sea ; each too sings its

song of labor as it hurries upon its allotted way, the

noisy prattle among rocks, the roar down the cataract

and the far resounding swell of the great deep.

The Christian heaven consist in untiring energy and

perpetual activity in glorifying God, the throne of the

awful Jehovah ; even here there is no rest except from

sin, sorrow and pain.

And.they rest not day and night saying "Holy, Holy,

Holy, Lord God Almighty," which was and is to come."

"Therefore are they before the throne of God and serv-

ing him day a night in His temple."

This train of thought leads to the practical conclusion,

that it becomes the creature to imitate the energy and

activity of the glorious Creator. He Himself has pro-

posed.His own example to us. Because He worked six

days in creating our system, He has left us the com-

mand: "Six days shalt thou labor and do all thy work."

He who came to fulfill all righteousness said,"My Father

worketh hitherto and I work." And what shall we say

of the spirit of God " brooding over all things, energ-

izing, vitalizing---yea, even interceding for the slothful

and wicked servant, with groanings, which cannot be

uttered? Therefore let us not be so proud and presump-

tous, as to be ashamed of that which our Lord and Master

did.
Oh ! that we all could view this matter as did the poet

when he exclaimed-

. "«Domestic happiness, thou only bliss

Of paradise that has survived the fell,
Thou art the nurse of virtue in thine arms,

The smiles appearing as in fact she is.

Heaven-born and destined to the skies again."

First Love. 35
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In a few days I took charge of my school, and I am
happy to inform my readers that my first experience was
crowned with much success ; my scholars were very good
and agreeable, and seemed'to love me very much, and my
employers were very much pleased with my progress.

During vacation I visited .my friends and relatives,

after spending a portion of my time with my mother. One
among the circle of friends that.I visited was a wid-
owed aunt-wife of my uncle Samuel McClain, and who
was formerly the widow Brandon. My uncle lived ten
years after his marriage, and died leaving behind him two
little boys, Charley and Esther..

My aunt seemed to th' a great deal of me, and ob-
jected tomy leaving her; and insisted upon my.staying
and teaching the children. -"Eventually I consented, and
took the two little orphans under my charge for the sal-

ary of ten dollars per month, little dreaming that there I
should met my fate ; there to learn the first lesson the
world had to .offer me : the perusal of that page, so
sweet, and yet so bitter.

A mystery it is, how the sudden revelations of love
come to us in this life. Clouds whirl by unnoticed and

silent until an electric flash reveals the wonder of attrac-
tion. So with hearts, we pass and repass as strangers,
until in each is lighted a ray which reflects upon the
other.

My aunt had one son by her former husband whose
name was Oscar Brandon. Qscar and I were great
friends ; for he was very kind to me, and did all that
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was in his power to promote my happiness. He never

refused one request, nor gave me one. unkind word, and'

would talk to me with the fidelity of a brother. He noted'

every shade of sorrow in my='face; .and by a thousand

demonstrations testified his unspoken sympathies. When

souls communicate together in sympathy how blissful it

is! When a secret attraction, as if by magnetism draws

them together, how they gaze-and love the more deeply

the longer they examine! Nature has the same charm for

both. The pure azure of the heavens, the balsamic flow-

ers, the blooming landscape, the silver light of the moon,

'the lofty aspiration of the mind, spiritual beauty, odor,

goodness, innocence, virtue, all these effect both in the

same manner.

How delightful it is to them to unlocks to each other

their innocent thoughts ; hor readily do they comprehend

them ; how speedily does each feeling find -an answering
emotion in the heart of the other. There is no great

thought, no beautiful perception, no joyful hope, no noble

deed that they do not share in common. There is no dis-

onance in the one which is not changed into harmony by

the other.

But finally I could perceive that Oscar was dearer to

me than a friend, and the love that we cherished for

each other was something more than sympathetic feeling.

It was love at first sight, and only love ; casting its

rosy spell over my pathway, and my heart was attuned to

its iuisite melody; a love amounting to idolatry ;

an ch brings its own retribution.

M
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He had awakened every feeling of love my heart had
ever known ; and our hearts were woven together by a
thousand unseen chords. 'Ah, I look back upon that fond
tranquil time of my life, with bitterness .in my soul, that
bitterness of regret which is sorrow's crown of sorrow-
the remembrance of happier days.

How swiftly the moments went by; how devotedly I
grew to love Oscar Brandon; how proud I was to believe
-alas, poor mistaken child that I was-that I, and only
I, possessed his unbounded confidence; that to me alone,
he was contented to show his hope, his aspirations, his
hidden labors ; that in my presence only, he laid aside
his reserve, and spoke out of the cry fullness and depth,
of his thoughts, hiding nothing from me, making me
proprietor of every thought and passion that occupied his
mind. But there came at last a time when this pleasant
delusion was to be done away, and I was to learn-oh,

'by what a bitter experience-how far I had been from
sharing the real secret of Oscar's heart. I was aware
that the love that was existing between Oscar and myself,
would never be extinguished, and would continue to grow
as long as we remained with each other ; and- as I had
considered and re-considered the matter, I thought it
proper to separate, as I knew my aunt's disposition, and
was confident that she would not hear ti our union, for I
was poor, and she was a loverof money, and worshiped it

more than she did the true God. She held on with an iron
grasp to every accumulating dollar ; a selfish calculation.
in every plan ; an absorbing interest in one only thought,

the shining ore, which builds around all human sympa-
thies its walls of glittering adamant ; which cares not for
the love or hate of man ; which never starts a tear for
any joy or sorrow that its fellows feel, nor, sends a wish
beyond the glittering heap of shining dust.

One day I proposed to her that I should stop teaching ;
and excused myself by saying that I was tired, and could
not bear the confinement. But as she was not aware of
the love that was existing between Oscar and myself, she
would not hear to my leaving, and insisted upon me stay-
ing with her, and teaching the children one more session;
and said that the spirit of my poor dead uncle could not
rest, and was hovering around me day and night, plead-
ing with me to teach his little orphans. This intelligence
created no little excitement in my nervous system; for I
could not bear the idea of having the dead wandering
around me with their grim faces ; especially in the black
and gloomy hours of night, when I was already afraid of
my own shadow.

None of my intelligent readers, I presume, would feel
disposed to charge me with, any tendency to supersti-
tion. That I felt its influence, however, was a fact. On
finding myself wakeful, restless, and uneasy, one dreary
night at the hour of two, as the rain pelted the window-
blinds, and the wind moaned among the trees that threw
their shadowy branches over the house and gave a char-
acter of extraordinary gloom and solitude to the place,
I began to experience that vague and undefined terror
which steals over the mind from an involuntary appre-

I
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pension of the. supernatural. A singular degree of
uneasiness came over me ; I coughed, hemmed, in order
to break the death-like stillness in which I lay. I cov-
ered up my head, stucked my thumbs in my ears to shut
out all sound, and tried to compose myself to sleep ; but
this only increased my terror, until my hair fairly stood
upon my head, and my excitement was nearly as high as
excitement go, when I thought I heard a step, a heavy,
solemn, unearthly step, that sounded as if it was approach-.
ing my bed. Without having the power to restrain my-
self, I followed with my eyes this symbolical tread as it
seemed to approach me, although I heard the tramp, yet
I could not for the moment see anything in the shape of
earthly figure or form, from which I could resolve what I
had heard into a natural sound. At length, as I lay
almost dissolved in terror I thought that an indistinct or
rather an unsubstantial figure in the shape of a woman
was standing in a stooping posture at the foot of my bed.
At the same time I was seized by a violent shaking of the
limbs and the bed on which I lay shook as though an
earthquake had rent the solid foundation. Upon this I

arose and leaped into my aunt's bed which was some dis-
tance from my own ; I never was much of a hand for
jumping, but at this instant every spring in me filled its
office ; on reaching the bed I perceived my aunt crawling
in on the other side. " Why what on earth is the mat-
ter ?" said she, as I lay there with the quilt wrapped
around my head, and panting for breath, while the pers-

piration bursted from every pore.

"Oh !" Aunt Fibby," said I, " I am frightened almost
to death," and told her what I had seen and felt.

" Oh !" said she, " it is nothing but the spirit of your
uncle Samuel; he knows you are going to leave us, and
does not want you to go, he wants you to stay and teach
his little children ; you know your uncle thought a great
deal of you before he died, and that is why he is so anx-
ious for you to teach them." ." I am confident," she con-
tinued, " that the dead lnow what the living are doing,
and have daily communication with them; and if mortal
spirits ever were permitted, to return to this earth, that

form was the spirit of your uncle Samuel."
" It is nothing perhaps," said I, " but solitude and its

associations acting upon my nerves; thus enabling me I
thought to see the very form created only by my fears,
and which, apart from them, have no existence.."

" Don't you believe that; " said she, "it was nothing
under the sun but the spirit of your uncle, and he will con-
tinue to follow you, until you consent to stay."

" It is strange," said I, " that Uncle Samuel should be
changed into a woman after death, for if my eyes did not
deceive me, this form was that of a woman."

I have informed my readers that I was not without a
strong tinge of superstition ; but on reaching the bed and
finding my aunt absent, I was-strongly impressed, that
the supernatural looking being did have existence, and
was no other than the form of my aunt Fibby. However I
concluded, that if teaching the children of mypoor dead

uncle would be the means of reconciling his roving and
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restless- spirit, I would do it at all hazards, and let it
return in peace to its shadowy home. So I consented to
her proposal. I gave the children one. month's vacation,
and went down to spent my leisure hours with my mother,
and Cousin Mento, who only lived a short distance from
my old homestead, with the hope of detaching my affec-
tions from Oscar. So we were parted for a while. I tried
in vain to cease to think of him. His image was alawys
before me, and haunted me day and night, and every
minute that I was out of his company seemed an hour to
me. But at last the weary month dragged itself along,
and my vacation was out, when I was to return and take
charge of my little pupils again.

My cousin Arthur took me up to my aunt's, who seemed
much rejoiced at my arrival, and said it was worth the
money just to have my company, as I was very lively,
although a " smile" sometimes covers a broken heart.

I met Oscar very cooly, and continued to treat him so
for several days. Yet I was always happy when he was
by my side ; and was thankful sometimes that he did not
see the bright, tell-tale blood, which would rush to my
cheeks, at the unexpected sound of his voice or foot-step.

"There are loves unlost, when they seem but, dead,
There are wounds unseen, that have often bled ;

There are griefs unknown, there are thoughts untold,
There are hearts that beet warn, when they seem but cold."

As soon as my school was out, I was determined to
exch nge for some distant place, and carry away that
sorrow none might ever know.

I U

Although Oscar had never confessed his love, he had
told me in every way but words that his heart was wholly
mine. I loved Oscar, but, with a true woman's pride, I
tried to conceal it from him, and shun his company as
much as possible. I knew that I was poor, but I was
proud. I inherited it from my ancestors. My mother was

very proud and high-minded, and was a woman of refined
sentiment. My father was also very proud, and possessed

every principle and quality that made a gentleman.
Truth, honesty, and charity were stamped upon his noble
brow ; his door was ever open to the poor. He was a
man of warm temperament, bold, open, independent, hon-

est, patriotic and pure in motive, noble in resolve, firm in
purpose, and he lived an honorable and upright life, un-

spotted before the world. He never was known to do an
unworthy act, and when he died, went down to his grave in
peace with God and man. He is now lying beneath the

weeping willow, whose graceful branches sweep the sod
that enfords the hallowed dust, unmindful of the storm

that is beating down the fluttering wings of his house-
hold dove.

Sweet, and blessed saint! Sleep peacefully in your
decayed charnel house ; rest quietly in your corroding
sepulchre ; but if it be permitted, descend and let your
spirit be with me, to guide, to sooth and support me.
Your task will not be a long one, beloved parent ; from
this day forth my only hope will be to join you. Impress

me with that sweet consolation that the All-merciful

Judge, through His only Son, our oMediator, has prom-

)
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ised that those who love each other in a pure spirit upon
earth, may meet again to tread the Elysian paths of

Paradise.

DREAMLAND'S GATE.

My-weary eyes by tears are dimmed,
They are falling while I write;

The friends I loved are cold in death,

AndI am sad to-night.

I am lonely, I am lonely ;
And the memories thick and fast,

Shadowy like, they cling around me,

Telling stories of the past.

I am weary, I am weary,
While my feeble fingers show,

Long forgotten thoughts and-feelings,

Of the faded long ago.

Eager, my fainting spirit waits

Rest from toil and pain, to win
Open to me the dreamland's gate,

And let the weary soul pass in.

To a maiden, pity shows
Who seeks for rest but finds despair.

Lift up your head, ye magic gate,
And let the weary soul pass there.

And let me dream of childhood scenes,
When swiftly flow the moments by;

When I was free from grief and tears,
This bosom knew no care to die.

In this beautiful land, the land of dreams,
Let my sad spirit roam;

For often through its shadowy bowers,
I catch a glimpse of my childhood's home.
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Although it is in ruins laid,
Its fairest blossoms now are dead;

Yet still their deep and solemn shade,

Upon the waving grass is shed.

'Tis oft in the land of dreams I see
The light of faces fair,

There I hear musical voices

Which never may fall on my ear.

Sometimes the dearest face I know
Which the sod had hid in the grave so deep,

Flit for an instant before my sight,

While passing through the gates of sleep.

The father talks with his lonely child,
Though he be buried deep,

There I see my mother's smiles,
While passing through the gates of sleep.

Around me the tall poplars towered still

Seeming those light and fleecy clouds to kiss ;
And I drank from the clear chrystal fountain

That flowed from the side of the hill.

The multiflora vine in the corner
That embraced the sycamore tree,

The bush that blushed in the garden
Were all familiar to me.

The white rose bush that seemed to snow
In the corner by the door,

Was decked still in its snowy array,
As I had seen it years before.

Oh, my childhood days !
Their joys have still a spell

To lead me from the passing scenes,
Back with the past to dwell.
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'Tis sad to wake from pleasant dreams
Into a world of pain,

Oh!l let my spirit wander back
To that beautiful land again.

CHAPTER VI.

A DREAM UNDER THE SNOW-BALL BUSH.

FEW evenings after my return, I was wander-
ing alone in the garden; I had walked up and
down, and all, around it, trying to worry off
the wretched feelings under which I ad been

laboring all day. At lagt I became weary, and feeling
solitary and alone, I sought the shade of a beautiful

snow-ball bush that stood in the centre of the garden,
and threw myself upon the long grass beneath, with
" Surrey, of Eagle's Nest," open in my lap ; I intended
spending the remainder of the evening in reading. There
was nothing to disturb my quiet ; all was serene and
still; everything-save a robin that was shouting in a
cherry-tree near by, half crazy with inspiration, pouring
forth the exquisite rhythm of his being, in hallelujah
chorus-tended to inspire tranquility of mind, and invite
to serious thoughts.

The plaintive song of the nightingale, the universal

song of the mocking-bird and the western wind, which
came like strayed notes from the quivering chords of an
archangel's harp, playing a summer tune among the simple
daisies and waving grass that sprung in freshness beneath

my feet, filled my soul with sadness, vague and sweet,

C~ 1 lt
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like that which steals across a heart listening to faint far
off music at the midnight hour.

I began to peruse the contents of my book, but unable
long to keep my mind interested in the tale, I closed it
with impatience, and leaning my head against the bush, I
was soon lost in thought.

The sun was just sinking in the west, and those mild
gleams which characterize his setting at the close of June,
had communicated to the clouds that peculiar soft and
golden tint on which the eye loves to rest ; but from
which the light was now gradually fading.

While I was thus sitting beneath the bush which seemed
to be snowing upon me all the while, I sunk into a
deep sleep, and my spirit took a flight to the land of
dreams. The bush was in full bloom, and its lofty heads
were drooping over me as if they were trying to catch the
faint whisper that I uttered in my sleep.

I dreamed that I was writing myjournal, a history of
my°own life, and the title of this book was, " ON WOR.D
AND A TEAR ;" while Oscar was kneeling at my feet,
dipping my pen in my heart's blood, and whose confes-
sions of love and infidelity, I traced in flaming colors
upon the fair pages with the crimson current of my own
heart.

This strange and mysterious dream made an impression
upon my mind even in my slumbers ; and I stretched out
my hands towards the region of existence. with an emo-
tion that awakened me. I sat for some time rubbing my
eyes, and trying to interpret my strange and mysterious

dream. I was somewhat bewildered, and caught myself

uttering my thoughts aloud-" In thename of all that is

good and peaceable why did I .dream such a dream? I

know that I shall never write a book, and it is strange,
too, that Oscar should be connected with it, and dipping

my pen in my own heart's blood. And why should it be

called, " One Word and a Tear ?" Is it possible that

Oscar is going to dabble in my heart's blood, and cause

me to shed those tears? The Lord knows I do not want to

shed any more tears than I have already, for if they flow

more rapidly than they have from my cradle up, my eyes

might be placed in some great desert to water the fam-

ished camels. But nay, nay, never will I believe that

Oscar would cause me to shed one bitter tear of sorrow ;

he did look so pure and innocent as he knelt at my feet.

I loved him before, but now I love him better."

I began to look around me to see if any one was

near, and had heard the words that I had uttered, when,

for the first time I noticed it was night. Darkness had

curtained our fair creation, and the fire-fly lamps were

flashing and quivering in every direction ; reflecting their

light upon the bush that was still snowing over my head.

The locusts were singing their doleful lays ; the sunflow-

ers half bowed their heads in prayer, and the sweet song

of nature was peace and rest.
- I arose and went into the house. Oscar met me at the

door, looking somewhat surprised at me.

" Well, my little cousin," said he, " where have you
been to stay out so late? Were you not- afraid something
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would catch you? We have been looking and calling for
you an hour, and no one could give any tidings of you,
so we thought you had run away and left us."

" I was in the garden," said I, and passed on into the
house, as calm as if nothing disagreeable had happened.

" Why, I went into the garden and called you-why
did you not answer ?"

" I did not hear you," I replied, "I was asleep under
the snow-ball bush, and did not awake until just now,
and I was frightened nearly out of my wits, when I found
myself in the dark -among the snakes and frogs."

" Well,' really, you had quite a rural resting-place.
What a contrast, a rose among the snow-balls !"

" Yes," said I, smiling, "with a thorn at its feet."
I retired that night sooner than usual, to think over my

dream, for it made a deep impression upon my mind ;
and it is now as fresh in my memory, as if it were but
yesterday.

" I will tell Oscar about my dream, in the morning,"
thought I to myself ; "no, no, I will not tell him either ;
for he might think that I love him. Well, I do love him,
and believe that he loves me ; but I had, rather die than
for him to know it, and he shall never know it if I can
help it ; others have hid the canker-worm beneath sunny
smiles, and why not I ? Well, well, I will not think about
that wretched dream any more ; but what is life itself,
but a dream ?-a dream of a feverish, troubled sleep,
from which the soul will awake in the morning-light of an
eternal day."

CHAPTER VII.

A PRESENT BY MOONLIGHT.

N the evening of the second day after the scene

'under the snowball bush, I was seated upon the

porch watching the "queen of night as she

rode at anchor on the azure waves of Heaven,

like a ship with its silver sails and majestic motion,"

pouring in a soft teeming flood of rich effulgence. The

king of the day had whispered good night, and was mak-

ing his departure to another world ; yet in the west there

could still be noticed the faint traces of his subdued

splendor.
My spirit bathed in this serene and solemn splendor,

as I gazed on its unearthly beauty and felt the dominant

passion of the hour glorified by its influence and celestial

attraction. The little stars were shooting their silver

rays, and seemed to be dancing with new delight.
So calm, so gentle, was the decline of the god of day,

that we might compare it to the exit of a Christian from
time to eternity, and whose beams, like the Christian's, had
been withdrawn to dawn gloriously on another world. So

grand was the scene that the beholder was thrilled with an

emotion of appreciation far exceeding that experienced

beneath the influence of the broad rays of a mid-day sun.

Its scorching influence being withdrawn, famished flowers

r
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raised their drooping heads with hopeful emotion, and
having received the gentle dews of Heaven, bowed them
again, showering a flood of tears at their feet in grateful
acknowledgment of the rich blessing.

We idly talk of nature as of a goddess, and say she
renews her youth and beauty, and puts on the queen robe
of spring, and the flowery mantle of summer, and au-
tumn's rich and sheafy crown ; but the energy of nature
is only the reflection of His benevolence ; and her bounty
the overflowing of His ever-enduring love for the creatures
He hath made. But wherefore repeat all this, everybody
who has taken a moonlight walk, or any thing equivalent,
can imagine it ; and any one who has not, would find the
details tedious.

I sat as one transfixed with my eyes upon the moon,
my heart upon Oscar and my mind in a state of oscilla-
tion. My reverie however was interrupted by a voice
near by.

"Dear Lenore," said the well-known voice, "what
are you thinking about? Pray do not look so sad, and
let me help you, on that tangled problem, you are trying
so hard to solve, wont you ?"

" I have untied every knot but one," said I, "and
you may help me to untie that one, or at least give me
some information."

"Oh, I don't like to untie knots," said he, laughing,
" I had rather help you to tie one, but any way let's
have it."

" Well if you going to Ohio, which route would you
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prefer--by the way of Washington City, or over the Chesa-

peake ?"

S"What! you are not thinking of goingo West, Lenore?"

" Yes, I intend visiting my brother soon."

"What! and leave me ? Whom will I have to cheer

my lonely hours ? Whom will I have to talk to, and
divulge all my secrets ? I cannot bear to hear you talk

thus, and I will not hear of it."

" Yes, Oscar, I am going away, but I am going to

give you a present, to remember me when I am gone, I am
going to give you yonder star that seems to be dancing
around the moon, and when you look at it, you will

think of Lenore."
"No, no, Lenore, you shall not go, you shall not leave

me, but one of these days I am going to explore the fair

land and will carry with me the idol of my heart if she will

go,. and that is my own dear Lenore. Will you go?
will you be my wife? Give me a right to call you mine,

Lenore, and this will be the happiest day of my life."

Would I go with him ?-Yes, through joy or sorrow,

riches or poverty, knowing nothing, caring for nothing ;
nay, supremely blest in the one fact that he loved me. For

I had learned to love him, as a true woman only can love.

I gave him no answer, but hot tears dropped slowly

from my eyes at first, and then like rain drops ; the

friendly twilight hid their traces from him and I did not

try to stop them, for they eased my heart.
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CHAPTER VIII.

SUNSHINE AND SHOWERS.

was a lovely evening on the twenty-second of
June;-thelast rays of the sun were tinting the
distant hills, and their faint and radiant glow
were reposing upon Nature's breast. Yes, it

was June, that bright and leafy June-and such a glori-
ous day. There are evenings when it seems as though
the angels at Heaven's portal had purposely left the ad-
amantine gates ajar, that our cold earth and callous hearts
might be revived and purified with a hallowed tide of
light, and life, and love.

I had dismissed my little pupils for the evening, but
had not retired from my schoolroom, for I had closed the.
door behind them, and was in an attitude of prayer and
supplication to God: but not for the pardon of my sins,
nor my welfare after death ; but simply that my affec-
tions might be detached from Oscar; that I might not
possess nor cherish one spark of love beyond that of a
friend and relative. Although Oscar had confessed his
love to me, yet a barrier deep as the grave, and which
death only could remove, seemed to be between us forever
in this life.

Whilst thus occupied, I heard a footstep, as if one was
entering the room, and, naturally turning around, I be-

held the man whose very acknowledgment of love came

over my spirit like an anthem of the heart, and whom

I had prayed so fervently to God to keep me from loving.
The surprise of each was mutual, for the scene was

perfectly unexpected to him, and his presence to me. A

deep blush over-spread my features, although the suppli-
cation that had gone up from the very depth of my heart,
was a secret only between the suppliant and her God.

Oscar had come to ask me to accompany him in a

walk. I accepted the invitation, for I thought a walk in

the open air would! revive my drooping spirit, as the room

was very close and warm, with only one small window

facing the garden, and I could see nothing all day except
a patch of Irish potatoes and a row of garden peas.

We both left the house looking unusually grave.. The
direction in which we strolled was.toward a calm and de-
lightful retreat from the natural simplicity of the sweet

but humble scenery around us.
Oscar was the first to break the )silence. He paused,

placed his foot upon a little pine root, and took my hand,

which was placed passively in his, and whispered in a low,
tender voice, that breathed the softest and most conta-

gious emotion of the heart:-

" Leriore, 'I know you probably feel that my avowal

of love ought to be linked with flowers, veiled over by
the hypocrisy of language, disguised by the hackneyed
forms of mere sentiment, uttered like the assertion of a

coxcomb, and degraded by that tampering with truth,

which makes the heart lie unto itself ;-..-perhaps, Lenore,

,'
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you think that, because I fail to express what I feel in
that spirit of ambiguity which a love, not confident in
the truth, purity and rectitude of its own principles, must
always borrow-yes, you may imagine, from all these
reasons that my affection is not--but "-and here he
checked himself-" but, alas, Lenore, you cannot even
dream how inexpressibly dear you are to me. Without
you, life to me will possess no blessing.- All that I ever
conceived of its purest and most exalted enjoyment, is
centered in you. Now tell me, Lenore, will you be my
wife? My happiness. depends upon your decision."

I gave him no reply at first, but looking up into his face
with unbounded confidence, I thought him strong ; then
my eyes fell and rested upon the little root on which his
foot was placed. I dreamed him true.

After some hesitation, I replied, "Oscar, my heart is
yours. I love you, Oscar, but"-

"But what, Lenore ?"S
"I did not think it was right, and when you came in

the schoolroom and found me kneeling by the window, I
was praying to God to detach my affections from you."

"Lenore, Lenore," he exclaimed, " why did you do
that? Why did you not want to love me?" and we both
burst into a passion of tears-tears of joy and sorrow..

"Because I was poor, dear Oscar, and did not, think
that you loved me; and I did not want to -love you in
vain."

Oh! why was there no good angel to whisper to the
innocent child that she did love in vain ?

" Dear Lenore, did you think that I loved you any the

less because you were. poor? If anything, I would love

better, for the fact that you are dependent, and have no

one to look to for protection. I do not care whether you

have anything or not: I have plenty for both."

"But, Oscar, you have a mother, and I am positive

she will not hear to our union. She wants you to marry

rich-and can she not have influence over you, Oscar ?

Will she not break asunder the links that chain our hearts

together;, and will she not chill that affection you now

think so warm? I know that you love me, Oscar, and at

this time would be willing to sacrifice your life for me ;-

but a mother's influence is great."

"No, no, Lenore ; she can never change me, my mind

is fully made up, and no one on earth can change it or

cause me to forsake you. Let, however, one principle

guide us-the confidence that our love is mutual and can-

not be disturbed."
"II shall ever be guided by that principle, Oscar ; for

whilst one spark of mortal life is alive in my body

whilst memory can retain the dreams of only the preced-

ing moment ; whilst a single faculty of heart or intellect

remains by which your image can be preserved, I shall

cling to that image, as the ship-wrecked sailor does to

the plank that bears him through the midnight storm."

From the hour I had pledged myself and my honor

thus, there seemed to come a change over the still quiet

evening-tide, and all the shrubbery was astir -with an

awakened sobbing wind. I passed out into another
5
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world-into another life-with the man to whom I had
promised all my future, henceforth to be my sole guide
and companion.

It was a long hour ere we returned, yet it had seemed
but the prolongation of a single minute ; for the blooming
flowers of love had swallowed up the footfalls of time,
and each moment as it flew sparkling by, was only an in-
divisible part of that long, bright minute of love.

As we entered the yard, my aunt Fibby was standing
at the door. I caught her eye-and may God ever pre-
serve me from seeing those eyes' again. I could see the
scorn and hatred gleaming in them-they were dark and
demoniac-and I would have preferred a seat among the
hideous dead, in all their ghastly, loathsome putrefaction,
or laid side by side with the sweltering carcass of the
gibbeted murderer, than to have come in contact with
them. For no individual of any penetration could look
upon them without feeling that they were significant of
duplicity, cruelty and fraud. And as I beheld them I
imagined that she had overheard our conversation, and.
knew all about our engagement. The sunbeam vanished
from my heart, and a dark and heavy cloud seemed to
fall over my spirit. I felt that some day the King of
Terrors would thrust his spear into that cloud, and it
would send forth rain, and the "awful instruments of
the Almighty would be darting in every direction."

I went in and took a seat upon the porch. Oscar came
in, in a short time, and was -soon by my side. The
heavens were crowned with wreaths of stars, and the sum-
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mer wind, heavy with tropic bloom, stirred the forest

sighs, and whirled the hazy drift along the sky, impart-
ing a gentle languor to the senses, and lulling all troub-

led thoughts and cares into perfect oblivion.

In such an atmosphere of fragrance, softened light and

bewitching sounds, an image was enthroned for an idol.

There was a well-arranged moment of silence, as if of

solemn self-examination, broken by the tender tones of

an eloquent lover, followed by. a sigh and a tear, and
words of sacred meaning, while the wind laughed and the

stars hid their faces for the shame of lightly spoken vows.

In my happiness I forgot my aunt Fibby's evil eyes;
for I thought neither time nor change could ever lessen

the boundless love that was flowing and reflowing through

the innermost recesses of my heart, 'and I wondered if,

in this wide world, there was one so happy as myself. It

was the golden evening of our lives ; neither had, until

then, actually realized how completely love had entered

into our -hearts, taking each so entirely captive, that no

earthly strength, no after-time could ever wholly break

the chain that bound our hearts together. Although the

"links were woven with starry flowers, that sparkled with

an Eden-like beauty, and yielded a fragrance that had

been wafted from the unfading buds and blossoms of

Paradise," I looked forward with pleasure and saw the

future bright. I had found one to whom I could express

my past difficulties, my by-gone sorrows and trials, and
whose firmness strengthened, and whose tenderness com-
forted me. And in trusting him, what a perfect dream

a}I
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of bliss was life to me now. I had not a wish separate
from him-not a joy but that whispered of him-not a
hope, the realization of which could afford me any delight,
unshared by him; my heart and soul asking for no higher
good-forgetting, alas ! in this fond idolatry, the Hand
that gave the blessing, and worshiping in blindness more
than the Creator, the creature whom he had made.

CHAPTER IX.

MORE THORNS FOR THE ROSE.

HE summer days sped fleetly on and Au-
tumn came with its gorgeous beauty, and
the premonitions of chilly days. But, ah!
there came also -one with stealthy steps, who

trailed her deadly poison across my sunny path. My
aunt Fibby soon suspected our engagement for she could
not but notice the evident affection Oscar cherished for

me ; and from that moment her love was turned to the
bitterest scorn. She never gave me one civil look, nor
one kind word; she was always out of humor, and I could
do nothing. to please her. The whole house was in a

hurly-burly from morning till night. She scolded the
children, dusted the furniture, and boxed poor Rose's ears
until they looked like burnt pancakes. And to my recol-
lection, I do really think she had the best set of lungs of
any one I have ever met with ; for she dusted the old
side board, book-case, and mantle-piece with her month
until it was blown out of all human shape and gpye it a
resemblance of something like a French, horn.

Although she did not mention the subject to me, she
wouldtalk to Oscar and harass him day and night; she
would say all manners of evil of me, and did all in her

power to chill his affections for the one who would have
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sacrificed her life for his sake. The whole dark and
infernal machinery of her heart was in full work, schem-
ing and planning some mean and unprincipled devicesto
accomplish her selfish, despicable and bheartless designs.

There was a young lady in the neighborhood-Miss
Gertrude Walden-whom she wished Oscar to marry, but
Oscar said that he did not love her even if he should be
fortunate enough to win her, and would not sacrifice his
happiness to gratify his mother's vain desires.

Oscar tried to conceal his troubles from me for a while,
but he could not do it, I saw it and felt it ; he could not
help perceive that my heart was breaking, and that some
deadly poison was gnawing my spirit. He marked my
altered looks and sad countenance; for my aunt's treat-
ment of me was intolerable. The manifold insults and.
annoyances, and the violent struggles of my own undisci-
plined nature and strong will, rendered life unendurable.

She tried for a while to prohibit me from going to
church, and even from visiting my friends. There was
quite m revolution of every thing ; the goblet that I had
been honored with a few weeks before, was changed for
a cup. At the head and foot of the table she would put
-a glass, which was for her honored self and her noble son,
while at my plate was placed a cup, which was very mor-
tifying to my taste, for I never relished water froa a
cup, and especially one that had been used to hold
physic. And that cup was the one that Rose had squeezed
Jerusalem oak seed in for the last six weeks, as my aunt
had taken up an idea that she needed physic, and physic

she must have ; nothing would do but Jerusalem oak seed,
and Rose knew exactly what her task was every morning
before breakfast.

One morning I asked Charley to bring me a glass of

water which he did very readily ; but before he entered

the house, he was assailed by his mother, who threatened

him severely if she ever caught him waiting upon me

again ; and said that I should not use her glasses, that a

cup was good enough for me. -My ears caught the words

as she passed, and like the poisonous seed which is blown

by the slightest breeze, they were destined to take root,
and bear in good season. These words stung me to the

very heart, and set my blood to boiling in my veins. I

arose and went to the door with the spirit of resentment

blazing in my heart, and for a few moments the very
force of my indignation kept me silent ; at length I
spoke.

''Aunt Fibby, I am glad to hear you express your-
self so freely, and only wish that you had done so eight
months ago, that I might have been saved from all the

torture that.I have suffered since I have been under your
roof. You say that you do not want your child to be a

waiting-boy for me, I sincerely hope that the spirit of

my poor dead uncle may not be disturbed in the spirit-

land by seeing his child in the capacity of a servant. Also

you say that you do not want me to use your glasses-that

a cup is good enough for me ; perhaps it is. But I want

you to understand that I consider you just as far beneath

me, as you imagine yourself to be above me ; and when I

- I
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condescended to come to your house as a teacher, little did
I think that I would receive the treatment I have from
you. And I ought, at the moment I first consented to
your proposal, to have been guided by the instincts of
my own heart, which prompted me to recoil from your
proposition. I know that I am poor,,but I am not depen-
dent upon you ; and I would suffer death before I would
remain under your roof any longer. You may slight
me because adversity frowns upon me, and prosperity
still seems to smile upon you, but there is an hour com-
sng-' thou loverof the shining ore ! it hastens on ?-an
hour when that heaped up treasure will hang out before
thy sight such vivid sketches of. these dreams in thy life's
history.' And your unprincipled and inhuman treat-
ment of me will prove the source of a retributive judgment
on your head. Yes, fortune has lavished her gifts upon
you, but not in consequence of your own good conduct,
but by some accidental circumstances which in your own
estimation have elevated you ; yet I assure you, you are
not elevated in the estimation of others but are considered
little below the common level. And when my mother
used to feed her house-servants in her fine goblets and sil-.
ver cups, little did she think that her brother's wife, and
especially one inferior to her in every respect, should
refuse her orphan child a drink of water out of her
ten-cent tumblers. Oh, I do not wonder at the spirit of
my uncle being disturbed." . Without another word or
slightest token of respect or courtesy, I deliberately, and
with an air of indignant scorn, walked back to my seat,
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leaving my aunt Fibby in a position which I dare say

nobody will envy her.
Oh! woman, born to be a mother, that thou shouldst

ever be bereft of a mother, and thy infancy be thus left

alone with want and suffering, sorrow and sin !-with

nerves most delicately attuned to feel, to enjoy, and suffer

most acutely ; thrill and quiver at every touch of pleasure

or of pain; sensitively affected by any rude contact,

capable of the most self-sacrificing love, and always

yearning for its smiles ;--with perceptions keen and quick

to understand and feel every tone, and temper, and

motive, and manner of treatment ;-thus in the spring-

time of tender youth and innocence to be scourged,

mocked, and abused ! Well may thy cries be heard above

the wails of all the infantile throng ; thou art the frailest

and yet the most sensitive of them all! And yet thou

art the most sacred of them all ; thou especially art of

the "little ones " whom we are forbidden to "offend."

Oh, angels ! seek these helpless ones and lead them away

from exposure, poverty and suffering ignorance, and

vice of helpless orphanage.

The day passed away unpleasantly ; night came on

and found me very much out of humor. My aunt Fibby

.tried to apologize for her conduct toward me, but I would

not recognize her, nor give an ear to anything that she

said. The tumult of my mind resembled_ that of the

ocean after the violence of the tempest had swept over it,

leaving behind that dark and angry agitation which indi-
cates the awful extent of its power.
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Night came on, and little Rose, as usual, came in withher wheel and cards to spin her task before going to bed,and my aunt Fibby came in behind her. Would that mypen had the speed of her tongue ! but when she came in,
I made a retreat to the porch.Ic n

Oscar had been gone all day attending to some busi-
ness, and came home later than usual; as he passedthrough the room, he looked around inquiringly, andexclaimed, " Where is Lenore ?"

No one answered except his mother; but she did itfrom the depth and fullness of her heart, and rejoiced at
the opportunity.

"I think you must be very much interested in Lenore,"said she, "you don't seem to be satisfied only when youare in her company, and you don't seem to care for anyone but her ;" at the same time pinching up her mout
e a cork-screw, and nose as sharp as Cleopatra'sneedle.
Oscar did not reply, but walked out on the porch andtook a seat some distance from me, and seemed to be lostin thought. He did not see me at first, for it was dark, andthe clouds were flying fast across the murky sky while

strong gusts of wind at times, swept along from the east,bending the tall hickories, and stretching out the slenderbranches of the oak, and causing the forest to send fortha murmuring sound, as though spirits of evil were dis-turbing its lonely retreat. The moon had not yet made
its appearance with its soft loving eyes to look down upon
the two lovers bowed in silent grief.

I
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Gentle reader, have you ever bowed under the burden

of care ? Has your spirit ever agonized beneath the load

that was pressing upon it ? Has the curtain of night-

not starlight or sweet moonlight night, sparkling in beauty

above, or spreading its mild loveliness; in your path, or

by your sleeping couch,-but night, dreary and fathom-

less, whose dark drapery has wrapped your soul in gloom,

and filled it with uncertain horrors ;-enveloped in such

darkness, have streams of softest splendor suddenly

darted through the gloom? Has some kindred spirit

delivered your sinking'frame from such a burden, and

administered balm to your wounded spirit ?-speaking to

the heart, striking its finest chords, and waking a melody

there, which lulled' the sufferer to sweet repose ;-then

can you know what a change a few moments, a few short

sentences, wrought upon the mind of the bowed form.

Oscar soon perceived that I was near, by the heavy sigh-

ing that was so familiar to his ear. My head was bent in
silent grief, and my face was bathed in tears ; for I had

wept as though my heart were water. Oscar came and

took a seat near me,,but the drops did not cease to flow.

" Dear Lenore," said he, in a voice so low that none

but a lover could have caught the accent. "What on

earth is the matter? Why are you weeping so ?" I gave

him no reply, but the. briny tears continued to flow.

"Lenore, will you not confide in me, and let me help

you bear your troubles ?"

"Oh, Oscar," said I, struggling to repress the anguish

of my heart, " would to God we hadnever met."
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"Why do you talk thus, Lenore? Have -I ever done
or said anything to hurt your feelings, or to mar your
happiness? If I have, tell me."

"No, no, Oscar, you have not, you have been all to
me that a kind and affectionate cousin, and a faithful
and devoted lover could be. Your mother has treated me
most cruelly for the last few weeks, but I do not hold
you responsible for her conduct. I know you cannot
help it. I cannot bear such treatment from her, or any-
one else. I am not going to teach any longer ; the ses-
sion is not yet closed, but I don't care for that. I am
going to leave Monday, if you will take me to my cous-
in's ; for I had rather die than remain with her another
week. I have taken more from her than I would from
any other woman, and all for your sake, Oscar, but more'
than I will ever take again. We will be separated for a
while, but the parting will only draw closer the tie that
binds us. I will be the same to you in time and eternity
and all I ask of you, is, to prove true and faithful to me
as I will to you ; and if we never meet again, I hope that
we may be reunited in a better and higher land."

As I concluded, I wiped away the tears that were fast
falling, and Oscar was so deeply moved that he could not
restrain his own. We wept together, and our tears
mingled with the dews of Heaven.

" There is one word, dearest Lenore," he replied, "but
though short, it is full of comfort-hope."

"Alas, Oscar, I feel to-night that it has been blotted
out of my life. I look for it ; I search for it, but in
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vain. In this world I cannot find it ; I say in this, be-

cause now, all about me is darkness, and pain, and suf-

fering ; and I feel there is no consolation, only through

the gate of the grave."

He told me his determination, that come what might,

his word should not be broken. He besought me not to

forget him in the brief time we were to be separated,
declaring that, bereft of my love, life would be a burden.

I retired to rest that night, but I could not sleep ; too

many conflicting feelings rioted in my troubled breast ;

one bright spot alone there was, around which my affec-

tions loved to hover, but dark and troubled clouds keep

passing over the beauteous vision.

Some may seek for diamonds rare,
Of sparkling gems and pearls so fair;

But there's a peerless gem on earth,

Of richer ray and purer worth.

Boast not of the roseate hue,

That's tinged with fresh and changeful shade ;
But give a heart that's warm and true,

A flower that time can never fade.

A flower that is so seldom found,
When mist and darkness close around ;

Changeless, fadeless, in its hue,

It is the heart that's warm and true.

Ardent in its earliest tie.

Faithful in its latest sigh ;
Love and friendship-Godlike pair,

Find their throne of glory there.
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CHAPTER X.

THE PARTING.

filE next morning I arose with the determina-
tion to leave the place where I had- shed so,
many tears of joy and sorrow, and spent so
many hours of happiness and misery, never

again to darken its door. And I have kept my word-it
was the last time. I sometimes pass the old habitation,
and the thoughts of by-gone days come mournfully back
to me.

It was Sunday, and Oscar and myself went over to
spend the day with my cousin Lilian Horton; for I felt
that I could not possibly spend another Sunday under
my aunt Fibby's despicable, demoniac, and unscrupulous
domination.

" Well, Lenore," said Lilian, a few minutes after I
had entered the parlor, "I suppose you and that execra-
ble aunt of ours have had a falling out." "I am not
surprised," she continued, "as she is such a despicable
libel on nature and common sense, and I can't imagine
how you have remained with her as long as you have, for
I think she must be one of the fallen angels, or the
morning star of Pandemonium."

" Well, Lilian,"' said I, laughing at her remarks, "it
is to be hoped she will not descend upon me with more

force than she has for the last few weeks-if she does,
she will soon crush me out of existence."

"Well, Lenore, what are her reasons for treating you
in this manner? I thought you were all-in-all with her
-and I know you were always Uncle Samuel's favorite."

"I cant't imagine, Lilian," said I, blushing ; "I have
never refused one request, nor have I ever spoken an un-
kind word to her, and I know I discharged my duty as
well as any teacher ever did. I have been trying to keep
in with her, by doing my utmost endeavor to please her,
and allowed myself to be imposed upon, until I resolved
I would not bear it any longer, so yesterday morning I
gave her a small portion of my mind."

"It is to be hoped that you are not going to remain
with her any longer under such circumstances, Lenore !
If you do, I think you must possess a great deal of pa-
tience and endurance, for in my estimation she is be-
nepth all human contempt."

"No, no, Lilian, that I'm not ; for I expect to take
my departure to-morrow morning, and leaypi the dragon
to rankle with her own conscience."

"I am quite sure that you would be happier in a
hovel than with her, for she does not only annoy you, but
you are deprived of social enjoyment;as your friends
and relations will not visit you on her account."

" Yes, Lilian, that is true ; for I asked Ellen Norman
the other day to come and see me, and she remarked, ' If
I were in my own house, she would visit me often ; but
that I need not expect to keep up the demands of eti-

uI
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quette in other people's houses.' And this is the reply
of nearly every one of my friends. I was surprised
when I learned she was so unpopular, I don't think she
has a friend in the world outside of her own, family, and
I don't think they care much for her, for they never
come near her, not even in the hour of sickness, for I

have been there eight months, and have not seen a hair
or hide of any one."

" Well, Lenore, you know our family is all down upon
her, for the manner in which she treated our dear old
uncle, and that is why they wont visit her. Poor man,
he was tortured to death. I don't know what he wanted
with the thing, nohow ; I do wish somebody would go
and marry her, and change her name, for she is not wor-

thy of her husband's title."

"Yes, Lilian,I am sure that her conduct was the.
cause of Uncle Samuel's insanity, for she is enough to
run any man crazy, and if I were a man, I would not
marry her, if her head was gold, her body jasper, and
her eyes set in diamonds. So you may know what a
poor opinion I have of her."

" Ah, Lenore, I have had a poor opinion of her, ever
since she knocked poor old Harriet in the head with an
axe, and bursted out one of the poor old thing's eyes,
and that without a cause, and you know she knocked
down poor Uncle Samuel with the basket of keys when

he was not able to walk across the room, .for correcting
her for some of her misdemeanors, and for many other
causes too tedious to mention."
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" She ought to have had her first husband," said

I, "he would have killed her. I heard he shot at her

once, bit 'the ball missed her, and came near passing

through her child."
"0, is not that awful, Lenore ! I wonder what she

had done."
"I:heard she got angry at him for some trifles, and

threw his fine hat in the fire; but I think he did

wrong in shooting at her ; he ought to have stuck her

head in with it."
"See here," said my aunt Margaret Raymont, who

came in as the words escaped my lips. "Did you know

that it is currently reported that you and Oscar Brandon

are to be married soon ?"
"No, Aunt Margaret," said I; "but I am not sur-

prised, as it is natural for such reports to go out, if a

gentleman goes with a lady to church, once or twice, or

pays her the least attention. I am innocent of that, for

I am a stranger to Cupid's wiles, and know but little of

the tender sentiment."

" Yes," said Lilian, "and it is very natural, too, for

people to deny their engagements, when at the same time

they are on the very brink of matrimony. You need not

deny it, Lenore, as everybody knows that you and Oscar

are loving."
"I would like to know how everybody became so

wise," sad I, blushing.
"Very, well," said my aunt Margaret, "I knew it

long ago, and spoke of it to Lilian, for he could not
6
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keep his eyes off you when in your company, and wQuld
blush whenever your name was mentioned-and that is a
pretty good omen of Cupid's wiles, as you call them. -I
was young once, myself, and know something about these
tender sentiments." "Well," she continued, "if you
love each other, I hope you will marry and be happy;
but I reckon Fibby will have to be sent 'to the lunatic
asylum, for she could not bear the idea of Oscar marry-
ing a girl without money ; she has such an ambition for
the gold eagles."

To my great relief Oscar came in, and the subject was
dropped. The day passed away very quickly, but by no
means pleasantly. The time seemed short because the
hour was drawing near when Oscar and I should be sep-
arated-to meet again, when, where, and how ?-and per-
haps, never until we passed from this life into a higher
existence.

We returned home that evening, or rather to that deso-
late and solitary abode, which I had been accustomed to
call my home, though no longer mine.' For just when
that gradual withdrawing of darkness began to take place
in the eastern sky, and which resembles the disappearance
of sorrow from a heavy heart, and is a harbinger to the
world of the return of cheerfulness and light, my trunk
was already packed, and I was preparing to set out on
my journey.

I bid my aunt Fibby good-by, and that without shed-
ding a tear-and I don't suppose she shed one for me, for
she rejoiced to see the hour when Oscar and I would be
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separated. But I assure you there were plenty of tears

shed that day, for they fell thick and fast. And let not

the reader hesitate to believe me when I say that my

heart felt touched with a kind of melancholy happiness

as I passed the spot where but a few weeks before Oscar

and I had pledged our faith and our honor. I covered

my face with my hands, and for )some minutes wept tears

that were at once both sweet and bitter.

It was a lovely morning, and the road over which we

traveled was lined with a profusion of our finest forest

trees, all arrayed in those rich and varied colors, which

shed such beauty over the landscape on a fine autumnal

day-a perfect lullaby to its restless desires and disturb-

ing passion.
How strong the contrast is, which is often presented

between the moral and the natural world. The sky cloud-

less and bright, and the earth smiling in sunshine and

loveliness, while the heart is sick and the soul looks forth

with beamless eye upon the fair creation.

"'Oh ! my cruel mother," exclaimed Oscar, in tones of

bitter agony. "How can she- tear from me the idol of

my heart. How can she separate me from the one I love

so dear, and thus render her child miserable for life. She

cares nothing for my happiness. She has been a wife,

and yet a stranger to love. She married for wealth, and

now wants me to follow her example, although riches do

not constitute happiness."
"3This is true, indeed," said I, "and in many cases

it helps to destroy it. I would to God you were poor,
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Oscar, that I might prove to you that I love you for.
yourself alone."

" Ah ! Lenore, I know that already, for I believe your
heart is too pure for any other motive."

It was late in the afternoon when I arrived at my
cousin Edgar Mansfield's. - \

" Oh! I'm so glad you have come, Lenore," said Do-
ra, as she threw her arms around nie, and imprinted a
kiss upon my cheek, "for I have been more than anxious
to see you, and would have sent for you, but did not
know your whereabouts."

I had told Oscar that when the time arrived for him to
take his departure, I would not be present to bid him
good-by, lest I should betray our love, as it seemed that
the separation was more than I could bear.

Oscar spent several days with us, and then returned
home. When the time of his departure arrived, I left the
house and walked into the garden, and took a seat under
the grape arbor. Never was a place so well fitted up for
sorrowful meditation. Into that secluded solitude came
no sight or sound which could distract the heart from
pondering upon its grief ; the leaves rustled only in the
topmost boughs, and the clouds of heaven sailed unseen
over its gloomy shade. Bough on bough swirled and
sighed around, and here and there some light crispy
leaves, withered by the touch of Autumn, fell quivering
from the rustling canopy overhead, and lay motionless
and death-like upon the gravel at my feet, and as. I be-
held them, they seemed to repeat the deep melancholy
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gaze of the last watcher in the solitude. The silence

deepened over and' about me. I could hear the dull beat-

ing of my own heart grow and quicken ; and at last,

when with excited fancy I strained my aching vision to

see more clearly, there came distinctly to my ears the

words:

" Tell Lenore good-by for me."

The words went to my heart with a noise which

seemed to it louder and more terrible than the deepest

peal that ever thundered through the firmament.. Thus the

heart-sickening spectacle hurried past, and as the noise of

the rattling wheels was dying in the distance, the last

glimpse vanished, the last dark outline dissolved in the

distance, I felt that just so the joys of my youth fled away

and left the prospect tame and wearying.

My brain was in a wild, maddening whirl; I could not

weep-my eyes were dry and burning--my lips were

closed, and suddenly the vesper star went down slowly,

silently, and radiantly, as if its parting rays had caught

the farewell lustre of my bright dreams, whispering as

they vanished: "One Word and a Tear."

"Stars of heaven I would not be you,

Too dark are the scenes that you often see;

Moon I I envy you not your light,

It falls too oft on woe and blight."

How long I remained beneath the rustic canopy, I do
not know ; for grief such as mine, in the absence of the

only one who entirely sympathized, has no dial to mark

the hour.
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Many drops of agony have fallen from my heart as I
have looked upon blood-stained wounds and tattered
flags, or while listening to the thrilling adventures of
some bold chevalier, as he told of deeds of glory under
the banner of cross and stars. I have stood in the midst
of the dead and dying, and listened to the low, ceaseless
wailings of pain and suffering that mingled together as
they proceeded from the pale lips of the sufferers, until
they formed that many-tongued, incessant, and horrible
voice of multiplied misery, which falls upon the ear with
the echoes of the grave, and upon the heart as something
wonderful in the accents of God; or as we may suppose
the voice of the accusing angel to be while recording be-
fore(His throne the innumerable deeds of the sinners who
have provoked the wrath of the Almighty. I have stood
by my father's grave and heard the solemn sound of the
clods as they fell upon the coffin lid, but none have sank
so deep in my heart as the words that fell upon my ear:
"Tell Lenore good-by for me."

At last, tears came to my relief, and my heart grew
lighter as I looked beyond the stars and uttered a prayer
that He, who holds His' throne therein, would translate
my miseries and sorrows into promised joy, strengthen
the weak, soften the heart, and reconcile the rebellious.
Then from the depths of my heart there came a voiceless,
earnest supplication for one whose eyes had looked into
my own, and whose voice had whispered in my ear one
soft but ever-to-be-remembered word.

After my grief had somewhat subsided, and I had re-
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gained my self-possession, I bathed my eyes in water to

cool my aching brow, and rejoined my cousin, who was

very flippant, and had a great many funny things to telt

me, which dispelled some of my gloomy feelings, and I

would now and then force a smile. " But how hard it is

for the lips to smile when the soul is in despair." It was

about a week subsequent to Oscar's departure that I

wrote to him the following letter:

DEAR OSCAR--

"Daylight has shut her curtain down, and has pinned it with

a star," while, I have been musing on its fading loveliness, which

has so often itnessed our social intimacy, and thinking of the

past-gone hours of happiness.
Where are you, to-night, dear one? -in that lonely place,

thinking of her' who is far from you, and yet is ever near? I

will answer, Yes; for I see you still in my dreams. Although

we are separated from each other, yet our spirits meet in that

mystic land, the land of dreams, and holds sweet communion

there. And I hope the time is not far distant, and the happy

days may soon dawn bright and sunny, when we shall meet never

to part until we enter into the, sanctum sanctorum of happiness.

Dear Oscar, I want to see you very much, for I feel sad and

lonely. I am expecting you down next Friday according to your

promise-but it will seem such a long, long time. Bring me all

the news;- I have a heap to tell you. As it is getting dark I will

have to close. From your true and faithful
LENORE.

My OwN DEAR LENORE-

I havejust arrived at C---, and have"been to the office for

my mail. There was several letters handed to me, but there was

one that filled my heart with rapture when I recognized the fair

inscription. With eager hands and anxious heart I broke its.seal,

l



Lenore Parolee.

and you cannot imagine the exquisite pleasure it gave me at
hearing from the one who is dearer to me than all the world be.
sides.

Dear Lenore, you cannot think how anxious I am to see you;for it seems months since we were together, and yet it has only
leen a few days; but if life is spared I will see you next Friday 9
evening. r

You asked me where I was on the night of the 12th. I was
in that lonely place thinking of the dear one who is far from me
-for I never think of anything else. You 'are the chief object
of my meditation. I received the piece of poetry you sent me-
it is very sentimental. I will bring you all the news when I
come, for I had rather deliver them to you verbally. May God
speed the hours when we shall meet, and never part. And may 
His providence protect you from all harm, is the prayer ofy

Your true and devoted OscAi. '

-
I

" t&

CHAPTER XI.

REVEALING THE SECRET.

HOW long the week is, it seems that Friday
will never come," said I, half aloud to myself,

afew evenings after the reception of Oscar's

letter.-

"Are you expecting any one, Lenore," said Dora,

" that you are so anxious for Friday to come ?-but ex-

cuse me Lenore for being so inquisitive, the reason I

asked the question is,-that if you are expecting any of

your friends, I would like to make some preparation ; as

I wish to treat your friends with lis much complaisance

and civility as I would my own." "I want you to enjoy

yourself when you are with me Lenore," she. continued

" and consider yourself at home in my house, for as long

as I have a home you are welcome."
"Thank you, dear Dora," said I, as I wiped the tears

of gratitude from my eyes which in spite of every thing

I could do to hide them, would steal down my cheeks.

" I have but one friend," I continued, " that I can, or do,

expect, and that is Oscar Brandon. I received a letter

from him a few days ago,.in which he said he would pay

us a visit next Friday ; so you may 'put the little pot in

the big one, and have a skillet stew.' " I uttered these

slang phrases in order to unchoke myself, for there

80
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appeared to be a wad in my throat as large as my fist.
And in spite of all my efforts I could not hide the tell-
tale blood which rushed to my cheeks when Oscar's name
was mentioned.

We had been silent for about a quarter of an hour,
when I broke the monotony by singing:-

"I have something sweet to tell you
But a secret you must keep."

Then I paused and 'looked wistfully into Dora's face for
some time without speaking, half decided to tell her my
secret, for I felt that I wanted to unburden my heart to
her, and tell her all that had happened since the evening
we held the feast of friendship in my father's graveyard.

When the heart is sad, as well as when it is filled with
some kindred spirit, its violent ,emotions crave relief by
communion with those who can understand its causes of
excitement ; and its joys are heightened and its sorrows
assuaged when that which lay concealed within can be
whispered in the ear of friendship.

I had formed no friendship among the friends of my
native home, that was stronger, or more confiding than
Dora Mansfield. No woman ever possessed a warmer,
heart, or one more susceptible to the strongest ties of
friendship.

" That is an old favorite tune of mine you were sing-
ing, Lenore, do sing it. again, it makes me think of time
past and gone," said Dora..

Again I repeated the words, but in a, clear and distinct
voice.
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"9I have something sweet to tell you
But a secret you must keep."

"Excuse me,' Dora," said I, "I have forgotten all of

it, except those two lines, and I would not have remem-

bered them had they not been the exact words I wished to

say to you."
Dora looked up from her work-box somewhat surprised

at my remarks, and the manner in which I spoke them.

"1Lenore," said she, "you have well tried me on that

point ; and did you not find me true ?"

"4Yes, Dora, I have made you my confident in every
respect, and I have ever found you true. You know I

could never keep anything from you, in fact, you are the

only one that I would trust a secret with."

. "Well, do tell me what it is," said she impatiently, and
looking no little curious.

After I had gotten her curiosity as high as woman's

curiosity would go, I said,-
" Did you know that Oscar and I were going to be mar-

ried soon?"

"No, Lenore ; I knew you both seemed to think -a

great deal of each other, but did not knew there was any
thing beyond the ties of friendship. And yet I could see

that you treated him very coolly at times, and especially
the evening he left us. Just as he was about to bid us

good-by, you took your bonnet and deliberately walked

out of the house, and did not even come back to tell him

good-by. I thought it very strange, Lenore, and do not

understand it yet, for had it been me, I would 'have told

11
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him good-by, by all means. Suppose I had treated Edgar
in that manner after we were engaged, I don't think he
would have ever come back, or seen me any more."

" Ah ! Dora, Oscar understands me better than you
do. He knew that I was going out before I did, for it
was an understanding between us, I told him that I did
not want to tell him good-by, for I knew I would be sure
to cry, and then I would betray myself, and I did not
want you to see me crying."

"Well, well," she said, laughing, " who would have
thought of such a thing, you are a perfect novice. But
when are you goingto get married ?"

"In January."
"You are going to remain with me until then, wont

you?"
"Such was my intention, Dora."
" Well, Lenore, there is nothing that would give me

more pleasure, than to have your company.; and if you
will stay with me until you get married, I will give you
an elegant wedding. I know Edgar will do all in his
power to make you happy, for he thinks a great deal of
you, and has often expressed to me his sympathy for you,
and besides he is one of the best husbands that ever lived,
and will do anything that I request of him." -

Somebody has said with bitterness, but it is partially
true, that "marriage is a cure for love." . Lovers are
apt to be blind to each other's faults and marriage soon
proves an awakening ; then unless there is mutual for-
bearance, unhappiness is inevitable. In many instances
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of wedded life, you will find the hearts that once beat for

each alone, are not so devoted after marriage. Too

often, married men echo everybody's thoughts but their

wives', and many married women wish, if they do not

say, that their husbands would be like Mr. So-and-so!

Before marriage, it is mutual devotion ; afterwards, very

often mutual indifference. The lover who would have gone

into agonies of grief at the illness of the young lady to

whom he was engaged, mutters about "sick-wife," " ill-

luck," etc., when marriage has taken the fascination

away,.and family cares have furrowed the brow once so

smooth, and made the steps heavy and slow, that were

once so gracefully light.

"I have not the least doubt, Dora, that the love of

many men is a tender exotic which needs the most beauti-

ful watchfulness and skill to keep alive. But is it not in

some degree woman's fault, if she fails to retain the affec-

tion she has gained?"

"I have no doubt, Lenore, very much of the fault is

woman's. Men who acknowledge this alienation or indif-
ference, attribute it to a negligence on the part of woman ;

that she has grown- unmindful of the tastes and wishes

she once sought so diligently to please, or evinces selfish-

ness or unloveliness in some way, is too often true. They

wish to indulge their caprice, and have them and all their

weaknesses and follies patiently borne with; they are not

willing to be, or nake the effort to appear to be, the

angels they were before marriage, and men forget that

very often just such little incidents in, themselves, may
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have been a first cause of their appearance in the wife's
character or habits."

" Well, Dora, it is generally the case that people
always put the bright side of the marriage state out, but
it seems from your unsparingly descriptions, that- you
have given me the dark side,"said I, laughingly.

" I think it is always best to give the dark side, Lenore,
and leave the bright side to find yourself,.for if you never
find it, you will not be so badly disappointed. 'Blessed
is he that expecteth but little, for he shall not be disap-
pointed.' Though I do not pretend to, say that there is no
happiness in a wedded life where congenial spirits are
united, where two hearts beat as one, where every thought
is echoed, and every wish anticipated, I want to impress
upon your mind, that when you marry Oscar Brandon,
you will not marry an angel, nor must you expect to glide
into an ocean of blisslas you might enter a state of pos-
sible happiness, and-"

"Probable sorrow," I interrupted.
" That is just what I was going to say, Lenore. Alex-

ander Cooper says-
"' Man trusts in God, He is eternal,
Woman trusts in man, and he is shifting sand.'"

"Dora, I know happiness would be inevitable with
right views of God's over-watching- care, and a compan-
ion perfectly congenial. And I know Oscar and I mutu-
ally adore each other, and should be wretched to be
separated for ever from each other, and I cannot believe
that any of those changes you described so unsparingly,
will ever come to a nature so warm and true as his."
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"God grant they never may, Lenore. I hope you

may be as happily married as I am; I do not wish for a

better husband. Do you remember the conversation in

your father's graveyard, Lenore ?"
a Yes, Dora, and I haveoften thought of, it. For it

was there the bright flame of love and friendship was
kindled in our breast."

"I have often thought of it myself ; and the verse of

poetry you repeated, while kneeling by the grave, made a

deep impression upon my mind.

"'< 0, would that I could share thy sleep,

I then from sorrow would be free;
Wild tears within my breast are stirred,

And I long to be with thee.'

"Your soul addressed me then, and from that hour we

were no longer strangers."

" Yes, Dora," said I, "let us hope that this bond of
love and friendship may never be severed."

The conversation languished for a while. Dora lost in
thought over her work-box, and I trying to work out my

web of destiny.
After the silence had lasted' about an hour, with no

sound save the low dull beating of our own hearts, and

the continual ticking of the old clock upon the mantle-

piece, Dora exclaimed,-
I forgot to ask you, Lenore, whether Oscar's mother

consented to the marriage or not."

0, no," said I, " she will not approve of it when she

finds it out; she does not know it yet ; although she has
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suspected it, and has given Oscar several lectures, and
told him if he did marry me, or any other girl that could

not equal him in fortune, he should never enter her house

again. So I guess when she is informed of the fact, she

will turn the earth 'up-side down.' Most assuredly I am
poor, I have nothing to offer him in return-nothing to
give but my humble self-and this, Dora, has given me

a great deal of trouble. I have wished a thousand times
that he were poor.".

"Do not let that trouble you, Lenore, if you love each
other, that is sufficient. And if you look at it in a proper

light, you will find that you have an abundance of wealth

to bestow upon him. Give him a gentle and loving heart,

and make him a kind and affectionate wife, and it will be

far better than all the wealth fortune could lavish upon

him. And what if you are poor,-you were not brought

up in poverty-you were once surrounded with all the
opulence of wealth, and never knew a sorrow, or aught of

grief that wealth would not shield you from. But are

you not afraid that his mother will prevent your mar-

riage when she finds it out ?"
"4No, not in the least, Oscar is as firm as a rock, and

will not be moved an inch."

"Ah, Lenore, we are all liable to be deceived some-
times."

" Well, Dora, I know that, but I know that Oscar Bran-

don will never deceive me, for if there ever was a perfect

man, I believe he is one ; were he to do it, I would never

put confidence in another man. And if he ever does, I
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hope that I may lose my senses, and may the lunatic

asylum be my home. Perhaps if I were insane, I would

not be sensible of my troubles, and would not be account-

able for anything that I would do."

." Lenore, I think it is wrong for you to speak in that

way. Notwithstanding the fact that you love Oscar.

Brandon devotedly-and I reckon it would be one of your

greatest troubles-I don't think any man's inconstancy

would cause me to become deranged, and destroy my

happiness in this life. This life has gloom and sadness

enough for all the purposes of moral discipline without

our making any effort to impart any more of it in our

experience."
As the subject was becoming unpleasant, we dropped

it, not to be again resumed.



The Evening Walk.

CHAPTER XII.

THE EVEN G WALK.

HE week passed slowly away, and Friday came
at last, though it seemed like an. age to me.
The nights were short, and the days long ; I
thought they would never come to an,end. Every

one was talking of how long the nights were growing, and
how the. days were decreasing; how, sadly mistaken I
thought they were. , I worked, sang and played, and did
everything to make time fly.

It was a bright lovely evening, and the waning-sun had
emerged from the golden gates of the-east, and was sink-
ing fatigued in the west; herons sported in fitful dances
over the grassy plains and tangled thickets ; the bowing
forest was filled with odorous breezes, and the valleys
were rocking and rolling with unique joys and tide of
bird songs, shaking out a wild strophe to the departing
summer. The oak-leaves clapped their tiny hands in
glee, the tall cedars nodded their heads above the chimney
tops, gently swaying in the wind of early autumn, and

the silver foliage of the aspen trembled with delight as
together they whispered their evening prayer. The
foliage of trees, shrubs and creeping vines, so soon to be
cut off by the chilling frost of winter, assumed a more

lively and pleasant hue than even young Spring with her

magic pencil could possibly impart.

The world to me, was indeed a Paradise; I was happy.

That evening I should see my heart's most cherished idol.

No one was gayer or happier than me as I sang " The

Bluetail Fly," and " Grasshopper sitting on the Sweet-

potato vine," all day.
"Come, Dora," said I, " and let's take a walk, it is

such a lovely evening."
" No, Leiore," said she, " I cannot go this evening,

the baby is fretful, and I am trying to get it to sleep,;

but you can go, and perhaps you will get a ride back."

I took my hat and walked up the lawn, and lingered

for some time upon the brow of the hill, with my elbow

resting upon my left hand, and my chin propped with my

thumb and finger, gazing up the road and watching the

sunset over the distant hills. At last, feeling somewhat

disappointed, I turned to retrace my steps homeward. I

was walking slowly along and deeply meditating :-" This

will be Oscar's first visit-but I wonder if he will come.

It is time he was here, for the sun has already hid him-

self in the tree-tops, and no Oscar yet. But I will not

give him out, for he promised me faithfully he would

come, if life was spared, and I know he will not deceive

me. Hark ! I think I hear theroar of wheels, and a voice

behind me which sounds so familiar." I turned around,

and I was not mistaken, it was Oscar. It is beyond the

power of the pen to describe the joy of that meeting. A

flood of joyful tears expressed the feelings of my enrapt-

I__-I
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ured soul, with an eloquence unknown to words. He came
up with a smile and held out his hand to assist me into
the buggy'

We did not speak for some time. Words could not con-
vey the fullness of our gushing hearts ; it was the hour
of love in all its rich and trusting sweetness, without one
alloy to taint its bliss.

The eyes of each were dampened with tears, and we
wept together once more ; though they were tears of joy,
and which terminated into a' peal of laughter.' He looked
down into my face just as a big tear was making its re-
treat from my eyes, and said mischievously-

" Why, Lenore, what are you crying for? Are you-
sorry that I have come ? I thought you would be glad.",

" No, Oscar," said I, " I am crying because I am so
happy. But you need not talk about my crying, for I
see a tear standing upon your lids."

" Yes, Lenore, I could not keep them back. But what
are you blushing so for? "Have I stayed away so long
that you have become bashful of me ?"

"No,' Oscar ; but look at Dora standing at the window
yonder, laughing at us."

" Well, let her laugh," said he, "I guess she is think-
ing of her's and Edgar's courting days. How' have you
epjioyed yourself ?"

" Most excellently, for Edgar and Dora are so good,
and kind, and generous, that any one who has a heart,
could not be with them without enjoying life, if they were
ever so gloomy."

" Alas, Lenore," said he, "you do not know how

sadly I miss you. Life seems nothing without you, and

home has no charms for me now. I feel isolated and

alone. With no kind voice and sweet laughter to greet

me after returning from the toils of the day ; I did not

know how inexpressibly dear you were to me, until I felt

the sting of separation. Your place is vacant at the

table, and nothing greets my eye except mother's contin-

ual frowns and harsh looks, and I am always glad when

the meal is over. The old school-room, which once re-

sounded with the joyous tread of little feet and sweet

laughter, looks deserted and forsaken since its mistress

has flown ; and its din, bustle and monotonous murmur,

all banished and gone like the pagentry of a dream."

" Has your mother said anything more to you in re-

gard to our engagement, Oscar," said I, wiping away a

tear, for I felt all the springs of affection and tenderness

open, as it were, in my heart, when I'saw how deeply he

was affected.
" She has ;" he replied, "she- has worried me nearly

to death, but she might just as well be talking to the Am-

azon, and bid its waters cease to flow, as to try to break

our engagement. I am firm in my resolution, and I am

determined that she or any other person shall not- inter-

fere with my plans. . I do not stay at home much now,

since you' have left, for I am miserable when I am in her

company. I have been to W--- and succeeded in get-

ting into business, and will commence on the first of Jan-

uary." "Then," said he, taking my hand, while a smile



11

94 Lenore' Parolee.

mantled his face, "I will take my Lenore home, where
nothing but death shall separate us."

By this time we had arrived at the house. "Iknew," CHAPTER XIII.
said my cousin Dora, as she came out to meet us, " that
Lenore was anticipating a ride back." AUNT IBBY'S LETTER.

shades of evening had settled down, at last.
The windows and doors were closed and a
moderate fire was burning in the large open
fire-place,. and two lamps were throwing the

light of their united rays upon the wpll and the pictures
which stood upon the mantle-piece. It would make earth

too pleasant in its fleeting :state ;--too much like Para-
dise, did every circle present the same beautiful aspect,
and live in the same pure atmosphere of love that floated
around that little band-the family of Edgar Mansfield.

"There must be an end to all earthly scenes whether of

joy or sorrow."
"Oscar," said I, whispering in a low and tender voice,

at the same time forcing a smile which only passed over
the corner of my mouth, and was off in an instant, "I was

very much surprised when I received your mother's let-
Ster."

"'What," said he, looking at me with a mingled feeling
of surprise and wonder. "Idid not know she had been

writing to you." And lighting a cigar, and throwing
himself in his chair, after a few violent puffs, he held

the smoking thing in his hand, and looked into the fire

with a serious cast upon his countenance, which none who
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had witnessed his smiles and jest that day could have sup-
posed that face was ever troubled with.

"I knew you were ignorant of it, Oscar," said I, and
laughed freely ; for at the first glance I perceived that
his countenance was unusually grave. "I have an-
swered it," I continued, " but I would not mail it, until
you came, for I did not want to do any thing that would
hurt your.feelings. Here is the letter, and my reply, and
if you think she deserves such an answer I will send it ;
if not, I will abide by your decision.

LENORE-I want you to come up and have a fair settlement
with me, as I do not consider that I owe you any thing at all;
for you have flaunted around with Oscar's horse and buggy,
enough to pay for what little teaching you have done, so I think
you have gotten enough out of us already. And I want you to
understand that I have your uncle's two little children to raise
and educate. And also I have not authorized Oscar to advance
you one cent, and if he does, it is all void; so you need not ex-
pect any thing from me,

MRs. FIBB McCLAIN-

I received your defrauding and ungrateful letter, and it is
enough for me to say, that it was beyond all human contempt.
You wish me to come up and have a-settlement, I can have the
matter settled very easily without going to your house, as I do
not wish to come in contact with you any more. I have just re-
leased myself from your jaculated tongue, and I dont think you
will have the pleasure of lashing me with it any more. It seems
that you have decided the case entirely by yourself. You cer-
tainly must be.ignorant of the laws of the land, if so, let me advise
you, before you are exposed. Pay me the money you justly owe
me, or the account will be placed in hands of an officer, and you

will have to squeeze out another dime or too for the cost. Pay

it for the sake of my uncle who is in his grave, and who never

condescended to an unworthy act, and also for the sake of your

children. Never let the, world know that your heart-is black

enough to defraud your husband's orphan niece out of her honest

labor, while you have plenty of money at your command, though
you are too stingy to enjoy it, and would "skin a flee for ita hide

and tallow." This is the thanks I get for teaching your children

eight months, for I never received a dime from you in my life,

and know that I discharged my duty as far as any teacher ever

did.
Nothing more, only I hope you will not anoy me any more

with your letters, but will send inc the money immediately.
Respecfully, LENORE PAROLEE.

After Oscar had perused the letters, instead of his re-

buking me, he said that I had done right, and wished I

had given it to her a little stronger ; that she deserved

every word of it, and more besides. He said that he

would take the letter up to her himself, and pretend that

he had taken it out of the office ; for he knew better than

to let her know that he had seen me, or had ever thought

of me since my departure.
Oscar took the letter to her, and in a few days I re-

ceived every dollar of the money, though it was like

" drawing her eye-tooth." My Aunt Fibby was a very

unscrupulous, and preposterous woman. She had been

rich, but had never been loved by any one beyond the

circle of her own household. She was stern in her man-

ners, unstaple in her dealings, and unfriendly in all her

acts. Like the rain which turn to ice upon the sturdy

oaks, was the affection of human hearts on her forbid-

L
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ding temperament. She was about the middle size, some-
what straggling and bony in her figure, her forehead
was neither good nor bad, and the general contour of her
face contained within it no single feature with whose ex-
pression the heart of any one could harmonize. She was
beetle-browed, her eyes were sharp and piercing, and re-
minded one that the deep-seated cunning which lurked in
them was a thing to be guarded and avoided. She car-
ried a very anxious and timorous look, and always seemed
to be in pain, for there was an everlasting scowl upon her
brow except when in the act of eating or drinking ; the
corners of her mouth was diabolically screwed up ; her
nose appeared to have been designed for a long member,
kut either in its original cast are by some mishap in her,
youth, it had become squatted down, and spread out, and
then run up again, marring whatever of good appearance
she might otherwise have possessed. Her manner of
dress was not remarkable for anything, except her pecu-
liarity of wearing her first husband's old dress-coat of
which the tails had been torn off, and which she worn in-
variably buttoned close up to the neck. So long had
she worn it, and become so identified with it, that the
coat and Fibby McClain were synonymous terms.

CHAPTER XIV.

A TEAR AT THE WEDDING.

N the neighborhood, there was another young
lady, soon to be married, and who was a 'very

particular friend of mine. We proposed to go

to W -, to furnish our bridal wardrobe,
as my cousin had promised me an elegant part-of

course my wardrobe was to be furnished complimentary

to the occasion. We invited Oscar to accompany us,

which he did very readily, and took us around shopping.

I was standing with my elbow upon the counter, gazing

at a beautiful wreath to which I had taken a particular

fancy, while my friend was looking over some article of

dress.
"Well, Lenore," said Oscar, coming up to the coun-

ter, and looking into the show-case as though he was try-

ing to find the object which had so attracted my attention,

"have you filled your bill ?"
"Yes," said I, with a deprecating look.

" Are you sure," said he, "that you have everything

that you want ?"
"Well, no," said I, " not exactly ; there are several

little articles I would like to have, but-"

" But, what, Lenore?"
"I am not able to get them. I have spent all my
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money, except some which I have reserved to pay an ac-
count in C---; for I must pay my debts, whether I am
satisfied or not. Ut quimus, quando ut volumus non
licet."

"No, Lenore, you shall not go back dissatisfied. Get
whatever you want, and I will pay that little account in
C.; it is a matter of nothing."

"I am very much obliged to you for your kindness ;
but I don't want you to do it. I don't want it to be said
that you had to pay my debts before--"

"Now, stop," he interrupted, before I could finish the
sentence ; "I do not want to hear any more of that non-
sense, and I do not want you to feel a delicacy in doing
what I request of you this morning." And then he whis-
pered in my ear, "What difference does it make ?-you
will soon be mine, any way."

We both laughed heartily, and there was nothing more
said about the matter, as I was under the impression,
too, that I would soon be his. So I concluded my pur-
chases, and we took the cars, each one feeling as-happy
as a sunflower.

Oscar remained with us several days, and then returned
home. I proposed to him that I should visit my mother
and Cousin Mento, and remain with them until the time
of my friend's wedding, which was to come off in a few
weeks. Oscar consented to. my request, and came after
me the preceding week.

I remained with my mother, spending 'a good portion
of my time with my cousin, until December, when I re-
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ceived my expected invitation to the wedding. The lady

of whom I speak, was a sister of Edgar Mansfield. Os-

car was also-invited and took me down in company with

my cousin Arthur and Hubert Claton, who was also one

of the wedding guests.
It was an extremely cold day, and it drizzled all the

way, which was about thirty miles. That morning I felt

merry and happy-so much so, that I could not eat any

breakfast, for I was anticipating a delightful time.

But, alas ! we should never imagine ourselves happy,

nor be animated by the moving pictures of enjoyment

and mirth, for we are sure to be excited by some short-

lived disappointment. How vain are human expectations.

In the morning, we dream of happiness, and before even-

ing we are really miserable.

True happiness is not the growth of earth,

The soil is fruitless if you seek it there ;

'Tis an exotic of celestial birth,
And never blooms but in celestial air."

"Sweet plant of Paradise, its seeds are sown

In here and there, abreast of heavenly mold;

It rises slow, and'buds, but ne'er was known

To blossom here-the cliinate is too cold."

"Well, Lenore," said Oscar, a few minutes after we

had started, " I was down to grandfather's last week,

mother had me to take her down, and made it convenient

to get the whole family together in order to work upon

my mind, and try to break our engagement'; they said

everything they could imagine or think of ; they thought

a
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they would chill my affection for you, for the only reason
that you are poor."

I did not reply, for the torrent of. my feelings burst
forth and I wept as I had not done since I was a child
upon my mother's knee.

Oscar wiped away the icy tears from my eyes, and
tried to console me, for my tears would freeze as they
trickled down my cheeks.

" Dear Lenore," said Oscar, " if I had thought that
you would have taken on in this way, I would not have
told you for the world. Why, Lenore, you know I do
not care for anything they say ; for I know they will use
all their exertions to break our engagement, and if they
can't succeed by fair means, they will try by using foul
ones. ,But darling, they can never do that. So make
yourself easy, for nothing on earth can ever separate
us, or unrivet the chain that links our hearts together. I
know you think perhaps they can effect a change in me,
but tempos omnia revelant."

" Oscar," said I, after I had wept until I had no power
to shed tears, and my mourning was hushed to a quiet
low sob, " if my heart was made of stone I would not
weep, but it is enough to melt a heart of stone, much less
a true woman's soul, to be treated in the manner that
your family is treating me, trying to crush .my heart and
destroy ny happiness, just to gratify their vain desires,
and carry out their fiendish and diabolical plans."

" Lenore," said Oscar, " when I engaged myself to
you, before I asked you to be my wife, I had made up
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my mind to meet with these troubles, as I was sure they

would come, knowing my mother's disposition. And now

I want you to do the same. So, that I prove true and

faithful to you, there is nothing more required. I fully

considered the matter, and was confident that I loved you

well enough not to be shaken by any one ; for well did I

know, if I engaged myself to you, and then deceived you,

it would be a sore trial to you. But never will I be

guilty of such an unworthy act. It shall ever be my

humblest prayer, and it shall be my earnest endeavor,

Lenore, not to disappoint your trusting love. So wipe

up your tears, darling, and do not think about it any

more ; everybody will know that you have been crying,

your eyes are so red. I want you to look your prettiest

to-night, I reckon the next wedding we go to will be

ours, don't you ?"
"I don't know, Oscar ; I don't know what the future

will bring forth."
"Well," said he, " don't look so sad and cast down.

I am sorry that I told you what I did ; you seemed to be

so cheerful before, and now you look as if you had just as

soon die as live."

"Yes, Oscar, death would be preferable to this de-

spondency ; - would that I had the wings of an eagle,

that I might fly away and be at rest."

We arrived at the residence of the bride's mother at

sunset. The ladies were all decked in their snowy array,

and all but me seemed to be happy. I tried to be gay,

but my gayety was only a mockery to my feelings, for
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CHAPTER XV.

DO YOU DOUBT HIM ?

Tell me, tell me, King of Day,
That makes the heaven's bright--

Know ye a hope that dawns,
And doth not find its night?

Know ye a sinless one
That doth not act deceit?

Know ye a loving one
Whose joys are not fleet?

Tell me, 0 fair Queen of Night,

Proudly sitting on thy silver throne-

Know ye a happy heart
That dotli not weep and mourn?

Know ye one that has never

Loved and been believed?

Know ye one that has never

Trusted and been deceived ?

Tell me, tell me, twinkling stars,

All in your glittering train;
Know you t spot on earth,

'Where sorrows never reign?

Dq hearts on earth &er love
WNith feelings that will last?

\Vill passion ever come,
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0 tell me, lofty mountains,
Bathed in the rainbow's dye--

Did ever aheart, tried and true,
Upon thy bosom lie?

Yes, tell me, lofty mountain,
Are joys not all as fleet,

As sparkling gems of sunshine
That play around thy feet.

Tell me, maiden, has there ever
A sunbeam round thee played,

That did not take a darker hue

And creep into the shade.

.Tell me 0 loving heart,
Does ot thy mind oft see, ^

The love that is thy life
Turn silently from thee?

Tell me, 0 passions warm,
That doth my being fill,

Why doth a doubt creep in
And turn my heart to chill?

T was about three months subsequent to the
interview which I had with Oscar on the day
of the wedding, that which I am about to re-
late took place. We were on our return home

from visiting a friend in the neighborhood, on whom

Oscar and I had called to spend a few hours.
"Well, Lenore, I have something to communicate to

you this morning-and yet I hesitate to do it."
" Why do you hesitate to tellme, Oscar ?" said I, with

a broad gaze of wonder and dismay as I turned my scin-
tillating eyes and flushed cheeks up to him, and eyed him
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as if from a new point of view, or as if something sud-
den and exceedingly disagreeable had struck me.

"You know I never keep anything from you, and if

there is any evil, awaiting me, I pray you tell me, that
I may be ready to meet it. Don't keep me in suspense

one moment ; for one hour of reality is not to be com-
pared to the tortures of one moment of uncertainty and
sad forebodings."

" O, Lenore, do not talk in that way ; you make me

feel as if something awful has happened, or was going to
happen-when there is nothing. I have only been disap-
pointed in some of my plans, and it distresses me to

think that I will have to disappoint you again; but I

hope it will be for the last time. God knows it was not

my intention ; for we would have been married in Janu-

ary, as I promised you, had I not been disappointed my-
self. But it will not be long,'I hope-no longer than the

summer, any way."
" Well, Oscar," said I, " if that is the case, I am

going to teach school.. I cannot be idle; I must do

something to occupy my time and support myself. I do

not intend to be dependent on my friends for support, as

long as one spark of faculty or intellect remains with

which I can earn my living. I would have been teaching
all the while, but you led me to believe that we would be

married in January, and go to housekeeping. But I see

now that I will have to depend upon my own resources. I

am going to write to Cousin Jasper and apply for a school,
and. if successful, I will go to teaching right away."
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"Well, Lenore, you can take a school, if you wish to,
and by the time the session is out I will then be ready to
take you home, dear one, and a home of our own. You
do not know how it hurts my heart to see you alone in
this coldworld,.Lenore, struggling and trying to support
yourself, when at the same time I have plenty, and could
afford you a happy and a pleasant home. And I will do
it-it shall not be long either. I am going to build upon
my lot at W , right away. I have everything ready,
and nothing to do but to employ the workmen. I did not
want to get maried until I had built-and I want an ele-
gant house when I do build."

" Well, Oscar, I know it would be better to have a
home of our own," I replied, "but, Oscar, you seem to

be so procrastinating, and this makes, the second time
that you have postponed our marriage. Yet, if you had
told me in the beginning, you could not have married me
under two or three years, and not had, me living all this
while in suspense--and you know too( my nature ; you
know I cannot bear suspense-I woul4 have waited pa-
tiently. But you have appointed the time so often and
deceived me, that I have almost become doubtful of your

sincerity."
" Lenore, I have never deceived you in my life-nor

ever expect to-and all I want is for' you have confi-
dence in my truth and honor."

"Yet, Oscar, when you make a promise and fail to
fulfill it when you could have done it, you have de-

ceived ; it matters not how small a matter. And when

we once deceive, it is almost impossible to restore confi-

dence."
"Well, well," said he, "I guess you are right, but

we will not quarrel about it any more. We will soon be

to your cousin Edgar's, and then I will have to leave you,

and I want you to get in a good humor before we part.

I will be up in a few weeks, and if you wish to go to

S--, I will take you up. Three months will soon pass

away, and we will then be no loger separated."

",-Yes, Oscar,' to you,, enjoying constant change of

scene, but to me -lonely and sorrowful, in your absence

-it will appear an age."

" I know it's true, Lenore," he said, as he assisted me

out of the buggy, " and it shall not be so long. Every-

thing will come right-depend upon that."

I bid Oscar good-by, and glided into the house, took

off my hat and shawl, and went into the dining-room,

where my cousin Dora was preparing some pies for dinner.

"Where is Oscar, Lenore ?" said she.

" He has gone home.".

"Why, I thought he would be here for dinner. Why
is he in such a hurry ?"

" He is going to take the cars for W-, this even-

ing, and he was afraid if he remained here for dinner,

he would not make connection."
" Well, Lenore, I hope you will not think me too in-

quisitive, but when are you and Oscar going to get

married?"
" I don't know, Dora, he has postponed it again."

I
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" What is his reason for postponing it so often, Le-
nore, and putting you to so much trouble and expense for
nothing ? He pretended he would marry you in January,
and after you went to the expense of buying your wed-
ding apparel, he put it off. And now he has done the
very same thing over-and if I were you he might go for
what he would bring. He should never-have the chance
io put me off 'again in that way. Were I you, I would
have a fair understanding, for he is just as ready to
marry now as he will ever be. He would not be the first
man that married without a'fine house-if that is what he
is waiting for ; :and it is the opinion of most people that
he is going to fool you."

To describe the conflict of contending thoughts and
feelings, is impossible. The effect produced by those
words was that which often fills the soul when, amid the
roar of the elements, an awe pervades it that hushes all
other feelings into silence. My heart had never wavered.
I had taken=his word as perfect truth. Amid all the sur-
misings which had been scattered thickly around me, I
retained my confidence unshaken by a single doubt.

" Dora," said I, after my tongue found utterance-
and the color deepened, until my very temples and fore-
head were burning red-"let me beg of you never to use
that phrase -' other people,' or 'they say ' - to me
again. The very words sound hideously in my ears.' I
care not for the opinion of other people ; I care not for
public sentiment, and I care not for all the world: it is
not my idol-I do not worship :it, nor shall I ever do so.
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I wish to guide myself by the voice of my own conscience,

by a sense of what is right and proper, and by the print

ciple of Christian truth. And I think it is very essen-

tial that every one should attend to their own business,

and keep from meddling with the personal affairs of

others-unless they have a specific reason for so doing.

If I never marty, it is nobody's business but my own;

and I don't know that it is any disgrace to die an old

maid, either."

Dora saw that I was deeply moved, and she seemed

mortified at the pain she had caused. Had her spirit

been about to take its flight into another world, it could

scarcely have left a more bloodless cheek ; while I was

sitting before the fire, with my arms thrown up over a

chair, as I was wont to do in childhood, and tears were

fast falling-such tears as a true woman sheds when her
pure and trusting heart meets the cruel thorn where it had

hoped to find a holy resting-place.

" Oh, Lenore,". said she, forcing a laugh; :" don't

think of living an old maid-the title is so obnoxious,

and they are the most selfish creatures in the world."

No, Dora," said I, "that is not true; for we have

seldom met with an old maid in whose early historypupon

the pages of memory, there was not some love-tale in-

scribed-some story of unrequited affection-of betrayed

hopes of love sacrificed to duty-or of the grave's un-

timely sntchin 1 that is said about

old maids, i aey are the e9 pe e in the world."
Oa i aJn cousin Edgar,

Ou c esaio 
aLO U i
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who came into the room and handed me a letter. I took
the letter, and stole away to my room, and breaking its
seal, I found within a little scroll where a few lines were
traced, bearing no signature, and reading as follows:
DEARS LENORE-

A wolf is lurking in your path, clothed in sheep's garments;
and it is no other than Oscar Brandon. You imagine yourself
happy in his affections, when he has placed them upon another--
although his affections are considerably limited, except for dol-
Lars and cents. He is a chip of the old block and understands
practicing deceit to perfection. I heard the other day that he
was engaged to Gertrude Waldon, and I have every reason to be.
lieve it, for he is capable of anything but acting the part of agentleman. And I think it would be the best thing that ever
happened if you never marry him, for he is an asp in a basket of
flowers. I write you this, dear Lenore, that you may be prepared
to meet with the disappointment, which will surely come, and
which will be a blessing upon your head.

From one who loves you as tenderly as a sister.
May God be with you, and give you strength. and comfort to

bear under this and gyery other trial. A FRIEND.

The feelings which rioted in my breast would be im-
possible to describe, for all the physical powers of life
within me seemed as if about to suspend their functions
-my brain was full of confused images and unsettled
thoughts, and in my heart was a tranquility of agony;
for many things which my tormentor had said, I felt to
be true.

" Oh! would to Gbd that we had never met!" ex-
claimed I in the bitterest agony, pressing my hand to my
heart to still its wild beating. "Though I could live
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without him, and it would be happiness enough for me

to love him-yet, could I endure that he should love an-

other ?" and my reverie turning into prayer I uttered,

"0 God! have mercy upon me!" Throwing myself up-

on the bed, with my flushed cheeks pressing the pillow,

still the one reverie prevailed--the reverie of the ideal

made palpable-dissolving from time as before into the

devout petition, "0 God! have mercy upon me !"

The trembling heart, which had committed its choice

treasures to one whom I fondly thought could appreciate

them, and from whom I. expected a rich return-not in

gold or silver, not' in land or bonds, not even in such

things as many think the female heart peculiarly delights

-costly furniture and costly dress-began to feel that its

warm affections would be trampled beneath his feet, al-

though Oscar had written often during our separation,

and his letters were painted in characters of fire, breath-

ing of love and unchangeable fidelity.
It was on the evening of the fifth day following, when

I wrote to Oscar.

DEAR OscAR-
It is night, and I feel sad and lonely. With what meditations

shall I amuse this wasted hour of darkness and vacuity? I will

endeavor to dispel some of my gloomy feelings by answering your

letter, which I received this morning. When I tell you I am

sad, Oscar-I am not only sad but miserable. And, to-night, as

Visit before a ruddy fire, indulging my fancy in waking dreams,

a flood of the past, the present, and the dark future, rolls out

before me and steeps my soul in utter gloom.

Do you believe in dreams, Oscar? Oh I I wish I could not,
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for I had one the other night, and it made such a deep impres.
sion upon my mind, that it is ever lingering around my heart.
I know you will think me foolish, weak and superstitious. But
it is not my dream alone that throws around me such a gloomy
spell. I will tell you all when I see you ; and I hope the time
will not be long, for I cannot enjoy one moment's rest until I see
you, and impart to you some of my wretchedness; for I know
you will share my troubles with me, and not let me bear them
alone, if another is to share your happiness.

From your true and faithful, LENORE.

MY OWN DEAR LENoRIE-
Who has made you so unhappy ? I know some designing

wretch, who had private views and private ends to answer, has
imposed upon your credulity. But, darling, do you think me
capable of so base an act as to destroy your happiness and peace
of mind ? I thought you had a better opinion of me than to en-
tertain such fears. How is it possible that you should harbor the
least suspicion of my fidelity ? when my affections have never so
much as wandered away from you. In you are centered all my
hopes of felicity. With you only can I be happy, so let me
beg, dear Lenore, that you will lay aside all those unnecessai-y
scruples which only serve t2 make one unhappy, who is already
struggling under all the anxiety of real and genuine love. I will
be up in the course of a few weeks, if nothing happens.

From your true and devoted OSCAR.
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they seemed like a golden vesture, which he had left be-
hind to bless the earth awhile with its light and beauty,
when his quickening beams could be no longer felt-
when Oscar made his appearance.

Words cannot express the mingled emotions which agi-
tated the hearts of the lovers. The meeting can be better
imagined than described. It was not merely life from
death ; it was light, love and joy, and the heart's richest
emotion.

" Why, Lenore, what on earth is the matter,? I never
saw you look worse in my life," Oscar exclaimed, as I
met him at the door.

" I presume I do not look any worse than I feel,"
said I; " if I do, I must be a fright, though I have seen
trouble enough, to make me look like a ghost. - But,
Oscar, do you love me any the less, because trouble. has
set its seal upon my brow ?" I tried to smile, but he
saw my lips quiver, and he knew my heart was full of
unshedded tears-tears which affection in its hour of
deepest emotion calls to aid.

"No, dearest, you are all that, my eyes desire to rest
upon. What could I wish for more? I would not have
you changed for the world. But something is troub-
ling you again, what is it? What are these tears for,
Lenore? Will you not tell me ?" The pathetic spirit of
tenderness and devotion that breathed in his words caused
a pulsation in my heart, and a sense of suffocation about
my throat, that for the moment prevented me from
speaking. " Let me know," he said, "what has oc-
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cured since our last interview to occasion this deplorable

change-this awful spirit of despair, that I read in your

face ?"
After I had gained sufficient composure I related all

that had happened since our last meeting.
" Where is the letter, Lenore ?" he exclaimed with

a starling and exciting look upon his face, which ap-

peared to produce a feeling of the character of a disagree-

able dream, that slightly disarranged the faculty of his

thoughts, and which placed him in a position where nov-

elty, in general the source of pleasure, was here as-

sociated only with pain.
"I threw it in the fire," said I, " as I did not want

Doia to see it, for she, too, believe that you are deceiv-

ing me, neither did I want to see it any more; it was

one of the most tormenting things my eyes ever beheld;

and I do would rather witness the spectacle of the very

brow of perdition with all its boiling, bubbling-scald-

ing, roasting, frying, scorching, blazing, burning, the

whole dark. infernal machinery in full operation-than

to take another glance at that which has blighted my joys
and hopes."

"Lenore," said he, "you are too easily excited, and

must not allow your mind to be so imposed upon by the

fraud, deceit, jealousy, and treachery of this world ; for

it seems that the awful machinery you have so unspar-

ingly described, is at full work against us both. But we

must have patience to bear with these trials. You know

that it is some of my enemies who wrote that letter

I
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and iI were you, I would not worry my mind about it ;
it will only tend to make you miserable."

"But Oscar I had a dream the other night which helps
to add to my misery."

" What did you dream, Lenore ?"
" I dreamed that you had forsaken me and had mar-

ried another, but you were not happy. If you only knew
how my poor heart has suffered, you would not be sur-
prised at my bad looks."

" I wonder if you are so silly as to let a dream trouble
you ?"

" Yes, Oscar, I can't help it, it has left such an im-
pression upon my mifid, and I can't help from thinking
that some great trouble is 'going to befall me, for I am
impressed with a presentiment that this will be our last
meeting."

" Coming events cast their shadows-before. ",

" You foolish child," said he, laughing lightly, " to
allow yourself to be troubled, by dreams, and sad fore-
bodings. Drop all those unnecessary scruples-they are
only meant for weak-minded people. When shall we start
for S-----?"

" I would like to go this evening, but it -is too late
now, though we can go by and stay with Lilian, and
complete our journey to-morrow.".

" Very well, I can carry you by if you wish too ; but
we had better start for it is getting late."

So we bid my friends bood-by and took our departure.
I could perceive that there was a great change in Oscar.
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His laugh became less frequent, he looked thoughtful, and

at times even sad. He tried to talk but his mind seemed to

wander. I tried to talk to him, but my "tongue would

cleave to the roof of my mouth."

" Lenore, why don't you talk ?" said Oscar. " I have

been trying to get you to say something ever since we

started; -but I might just as well be talking to a statue.

You sit here like a disembodied spirit and have not spoken

for the last hour-and me rattling away all the while.

"My head aches, Oscar, and I don't feel like talking,

I can't think of anything to say."

'" Then I presume you are not very anxious to see me,"

he said angrily. " I went off and left you in a pet, and

when I came back I find yoU in another. , I thought

you would get in a good humor, and-would be glad to see

me after staying away so long. But I believe you get

worse instead of better ; for you would talk to me then,

and now you wont talk any. I don't know what I shall

do with you," he added, forcing a smile.

"Well, Oscar," said I, looking him straight in the face,

" I am going to ask you one question, and I want you to

give me a satisfactory answer, be it good or bad. But

let it come from-your heart."

" Well, Lenore, I will do it, if it is in my power."

" It is in your power, Oscar, and yours alone. Do you

intend to marry me ?"
"Certainly I do, Lenore, that has ever been my aim.',

" I mean at that time you spoke of, when we had our

last interview ; you know the promise you made.. Do
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you intend to fulfill that promise ?" On hearing the
question, he paused a little ; but the pause did not pro-ceed from any disposition to answer it.

"6No, Lenore," he said, after some moments of 'hesi-
tation ; "it will be impossible. I can not get ready until
next winter."

"Well, this is your third putting off, Oscar, and I am
under the impression that it is your intention to put it off
forever, or until you get the chance to marry some other'
woman, some one perhaps that will please your mother's
eye. For I can see that you are becoming dissatisfied,
cold and indifferent ; and if it is true, I want you to tell
me, that I may try to forget you, and banish your image
from my heart. For to cherish it there would be a sin.",
" And I shall struggle hard to do it," I added, " and
may God give me strength to bear up under every trial
and comfort me in the hour of darkness. Yet I feel I
do not deserve his pity, for I am an idolater, I wor-
shiped you, as the heathen did the 'golden calf.' I
loved you better than I did my God ; and He will surely
punish me. But is not the punishment that I am receiv-
ing now sufficient for the crime ?"

The very fountain of my heart seemed to have dried up,
for I found it impossible to shed a single tear.

Oscar had his gaze fixed upon me all the while, and,when I ceased to speak he grasped my hand and pressed
it in his own ; and with a faltering voice exclaimed,
' Lenore, if I do not marry you, I will never marry any

one, but, darling, if life is spared you shall be mine."

These words were uttered just as we arrived at my
aunt's. Night had already shut her curtain down, and
my aunt and cousin were in at supper.

" You are just in pudding time," said my cousin Lilian,
as we came in. "So walk into the dining room and
join us in a qup of tea, or coffee, which ever you like,"
she added laughing. "But you ought to have come
sooner and had' your name in the pot, as it is, you will
have to play a chance game."

Lilian was very gay and flippant ; talked about pic-
nics, tableaux, protracted meetings, etc., besides drink-

ing three cups of coffee, while it was a burden for me to
swallow down a half of one ; and I drank it with as much
reluctance as if it was a dose of medicine. As for Oscar
I think he ate six biscuits, and drank four cups of coffee.

I remained only a short time in the parlor after sup-
per. I played off sick, and retired. Yet, it was true, I
was sick ; sick at heart-a disease beyond the power of
physicians to alleviate. I retired, but, could not sleep, my
emotions were swelling at each moment, as wave after

wave came rolling in from that ocean of love and interest
in which my heart had once bathed with such delight, and
from which, of late, only dark and forbidding clouds had

swept upon me. While the whole household was wrapped
in slumber, I was thinking of the dark future, which

rolled out before me-a cold, dreary bleak. The golden

sun that had brightenedmy life, hash given place to a deep
gloom. "Oh! that I knew Oscar's heart this night,"
thought I, as I laid there with a tranquillity of agony in

9
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my heart. " What would I give ? but ah ! I think I know
it, I believe he is deceiving me ; for my sad forebod-
ings have been too well verified, and the great truth is
too legibly written upon his face. He has changed so
much since he went to W--.. Would to God he had
never gone. It is strange some people can't bear promo-
tion. But how can he prove false to one who has been
so true, and would ibe willing to lay down her life for
his sake. Oh! that I could recall the happy days we
have spent together-days of joy-and sorrow ; that I could
clasp to my heart the little root on which his foot was
placed when he asked me to be his, and listened to those
loving words that ever greeted me, and which my heart
fed with even new delight. But alas ! it was all too bright
to last long. .Earth was like a paradise, but now it is as
one wide sepulchre. If I could only weep it would ease my
heart a little, but I cannot, I must not, for Lilian might
hear me, and inquire into my troubles, and what could I
tell her? I cannot say that my lover is false ; that he
has deceived me; he has not, and his last words were,
'Lenore, if I do not marry you, I will never marry any
one. But, darling, if life is spared, you shall be mine.'
Then how can doubt him for one moment? how can I ac-
cuse him of being false to me, after hearing those sweet
words ? And yet there is a heavy weight at my heart, and
for what cause? Alas ! I must bear it in silence and
alone."

And then all that I had heard would came back with
painful freshness, and across my agitated mind dark vis-
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ions were passing, which would have filled one less deter-

mined with gloom of despair.

It was a beautiful night above, the stars shone with un-

usual brilliance ; and as my agitated feelings could not

be calmed to rest, I arose, and sitting by the window,

looked up into the bright canopy above. The Hand that

held those radiant orbs, and marked their path through

space, would direct me through life, and bear me up

through this and every other trial.

SILENT GRIEF.

'Twas such a grief, too deep for tears
That aged my heart for more than years,

How old it seemed e'en when 'twas new,

Backward it stained life's pages through.

And ere another leaf I turned
On allmy past its impress burned,

My happy days a mockery seemed,

I had not lived, but only dreamed.

And then when first I wished it done,

Life seemed for me but just begun,-

Begun in bitter unbelief

That time could dull the edge of grief;

Could give me back my hopes and fears,

Or bring me any good, but death ;

'Twas but a moment, yet to me,

It seemed a whole eternity.

I felt how gray my heart had grown,

Its plastic wax was changed to stone,

When misery there its signet set

Impressing lines which linger y t.

.<
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On each fresh leaf of life I find
The shadow of this woe behind,
For though the page at first appear
Unsullied by the mark of tears,

They'll 1lister through 'til 'tis red,
A real grief is never dead;
Its faint fingers stern and dark,
Leaves on the face and heart a mark.

As quickly cut-as plainly told,
As that the die stamped on the gold,
Though read aright, perchance alone,
By those who kindred grief have known.

Like mason's signs, which seem but naught,
Although with deepest meaning brought ;
The grief which kills, is silent grief,
For tears like words will bring relief.

Husband and wife, from each conceal
The wounds which are too deep to heal ;
But when hope and faith seem dead,
While many a page must yet be read.

And in despair the heart doth sigh,
And wish then it too may die;
Remember that no night so dark;
But can be seen some little spark.

And when the sky, in darkness shroud,
There is a silver lining to every cloud
And patiently wait, till dawning day
Shallits red lines of light display.

CHAPTER XVII.

THE BOTTLE OF ETHER.

HE next evening we started for my cousin Jas-

per Claton's. Oscar seemed coldand reserved,
more so than I had ever seen him. And his

manners were as stiff and as ostentatious -as a

peacock in the spring'of the year. His boots seemed to

cramp his feet ; his coat seemed to fit him more snugly ;
his shirt-collar stood more erect, and his neck was grace-

fully bowed, which gave him the resemblance of a gander

that had been choked with cold potatoes, He assisted

me into the buggy with the air of a prince, making a tre-

mendous bow to Lilian, who screamed at the top of her

voice,-" Well, Don Brandon, I see you have caught the

town fling ; don't it make you sorry for we poor moping

creatures in the country?"
"Ah! Lilian," said I, "he is not the same Oscar

Brandon that he used to be, since he left the country and

went to town."
"Yes, Lenore," she said laughing, and winking,." that

is always the way with these parvenus just entering into

the beau monde."
Oscar did not reply to Lilian's last remarks, as they

were spoken in French which he could' not translate ; so

he cracked his whip, and Frank knowing his master's sig-

I
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nal obeyed his command at once, and in less than two
hours he stopped in front of my cousin Jasper Claton's
house.

The afternoon was fine ; the sun, though sinking, was
brilliant, and the cloudless throne of heaven seemed to
reflect his flood of mild effulgence, which poured down
from the firmament. The air was sharp and pure, with
scarcely, a cloud visible over head to dim the beautiful
half moon hanging in the eastern heavens. The golden
rays of the sun. streamed through the forest trees, and
gave a metallic lustre to the gray moss that hung in fan-
tastic loops from the tops of the giant oaks, and lighted
up with a silvery gleam the long feathered sprays of the
graceful pine trees, waving gently and slowly, as the soft
breeze passed rushing among them, and they wandered
among the dark glossy foliage of the tall groups of holly,
and twinkled like stars upon their stiff pointed leaves.
But.Oscar was too much absorbed in his own thoughts to
notice the loveliness of the evening, or to apprehend. a
tear, that now and then would steal down the cheeks of
her who was by his side, counting every stroke of his
heart, and trying to penetrate his deep and far-away
thoughts.

Oscar remained with us until after tea, and then went
to C to visit his mother, which was only half an
hour's ride distant, and whom he found almost in a state
of insanity ; for if any one had seen her a few minutes
before Oscar came, they right have supposed- her to be
seized with hydrophobia. Some one had seen us pass and
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had informed her of our arrival ; and to make the matter

worse, little Charley came running in, and said, " Ma,

did you know. that big buddies and cousin Lenore was

married?"
"No," said she, " they are not either."

"Yes they are," he persisted, "for Jack Perkins told

me so just now."
As the scene cannot be described, the reader is left to

imagine the outrage, the clamor, and the scurrilous yell-

ing of the enraged woman, after hearing this. It had

been reported a few days previous, that Oscar and myself

were married, and this report had.reached my aunt Fib-

by's ears ; but she only puckered up one corner of her

mouth, and said, " It is. not so, and you needn't believe

it. If Oscar was to marry that good-for-nothing poverty-

stricken Lenore Parolee, he should never darken my door

again-I would smash him into a thousand giblets."

It is not my intention to give my readers any length-

ened description of my aunt Fibby's scurrility when she

got the information from Jack Perkins' own lips. le

had met Oscar and myself on the road, on our way to my

cousin Jasper Claton's, and there was no doubt in the

world but we were married.

There was in her heart, anger, hatred, sickening pain,

a burning desire of revenge, a - vindictive determination

to do she knew not what. Words could hardly describe the

convulsive vehemence of the feelings that tore and shocked

her soul. The old Greek fable-of men possessed by the

furies--seemed realized in herd
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" Give me that bottle of ether, Charley," said she in
one of her hysterical convulsions, " I believe I am going
to have another one of those bad spells. Ron Rose, as
hard as your heels can fly, and bring a chunk of fire and
heat me some bathing water."

"Miss Fibby, please main, give me a match, they
always laugh at me when I go after a chunk of fire," said
Rose.

" No no ; run along and get it, I hate to strike my
matches when fire is so near by."

By this time Oscar had driven into the yard. So there
was nothing more saidabout the hot water, nor the bottle
of ether ; for the moment Oscar entered the house, she
began to explode, which made the poor fellow stagger
back and turn pale as though he had met a ghost. He
was almostdumbfounded, for he had no idea she was
aware of his taking me to my cousin's, but got .out of
the awful dilemma by denying it, and saying it was Miss
W. he was with, which brought balm to her wounded
soul.

The bottle of ether was put up, the ebunk of fire soon
came, and the bathing water was turned into a pot of hot
coffee, and a plate of fritters was fried, which was to be
sopped in the best of molasses. "For this her 'son was
dead, but now is found ; was blind, but now he sees."
Therefore all the family was sent for, to rejoice over the
lost son. And he had grown to be such a big man, too,
since he went to town.

It is certainly true, there is more joy on. earth as well
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as in heaven; at the bringing back of one strayed. sheep,

than keeping in order the rest of the fold.

My aunt Fibby had a brother by the name of Haytie,
whose appearance was anything but prepossessing. .lHe

was a long, big-boned, coarse man, with black greasy

hair cut square at the ears ; high cheek-bones, flabby

cheeks, broad staring eyes, and a nose like a dropsical

sausage.
Although time had left his impression upon the general

features of his face, it had not discolored a single hair

upon his head, which was as black as ebony. lie seemed
to be always. straining at something between his jaws that

was hard to bite ; or as though the sun was throwing his

dazzling rays immediately into his eyes. He was indeed

a very dark and rough-looking man.
A man ought not to be judged too harshly from his

looks ; and yet it requires sometimes a great deal of faith

to believe in the pure morality of one who carries about

with him a visage personifying mischief, but having .a

sanctified expression by the sheer force of religion.
Brother Hay, as they called him, was law and gospel.

He always went to town on his father's raft, and sold his

tar and turpentine; he also churned the milk for his

mother. He never was fond of doing hard work, al-

though his hands were coarse and strong, and the joints

of his thick fingers were knotted either by age or disease ;

but, at all events, they indicated a rude and unfeeling

character. He was.doomed to live the life of a bachelor,

which made him more popular in his home circle ; of course

I.'
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the property would all go back into the family. He was
stake and rider, and was always the. one to give advice
when there was any needed.

Therefore, he was dispatched to come and see Oscar, to
which request he made no delay. And as theserpent
wound his coil about, he smiled to see the .work progress-
ing so silently yet so sure.

CHAPTER XVIII.

THE OLD CHURCH-YARD.

N a few weeks I took. charge of my school,
which was pleasantly situated in the grove of

Oak Dale Church, about two miles from my
cousin's. The walk was very fatiguing at

first, especially for one whose heart was a burden to

harry.

When friends prove so false ; when weak hands have to

toil; when the hire is so meagre and the task so heavy ;

when the weary brain can see no stars through the dark

clouds ; and when the heart is so bruised and mangled-
is it ?-oh is it worth while to live ?

So 'often did these disconsolate thoughts come to my
mind, that I almost sunk beneath their innence; for

there was a ponderous load at my heart whieb seemed to

weigh incdown to the earth. But I struggled ; I wfold

not give up in despair ; for I knew ,. had to depeod upon

my own labor for subsistence, and the hand that tois can-

not afford to wipe away continual tears. But labor some-

times brings sweet repose to the maind, and die wcary
spirit may recover its tone, when the .responding ind
will resume its strength and its hope. But it br ygh no

relief to my poor lacerated heart- hat heavy weight con-

tinuea to oppress inc. There was a bitterne.; of anguih

1/
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in my heart which seemed to drink up the very fountain
of my life, and I could feel my strength decreasing day
by day, and my spirit sinking deeper and deeper into the
vortex of wretchedness. Ah ! me! if that dear old
church could speak, perhaps it could help me to express
that which my pen is feeble to describe.

At noon, when the children's merry peals of laughter
would echo over the hills and through the dales, I would
wander around the old solitary church or through the(
sleeping grove, where the food of my girlhood was so
familiar, and pass through its very shadows-coming, as
they did, from objects that I had looked upon as the
friends of my childhood, before life had opened to me the
dark and blotted page of suffering and sorrow. There,
murmuring slumberously, was the transparent brook. to
the left below me, where I had taken many a stroll with
groups of my light-hearted companions.

And when I spoke to its dancing and sparkling waters,
and asked the question: Where are all those ?" they
seemed to say, " they are all gone, some dead, others
dispersed-all vanished and gone." A little further on, I
could see, without difficulty, the old gray mill, and the
white cascade tumbling over the flood-gate, and remark
its bright scintillations that looked under the light of
the sun like masses of silvered ice, were it not that such
a notion was dispelled by the roaring, dashing, and con-
tinuous murmur of its waters, which in days of yore I
had been plunged into in the name of the Father, on
and Holy Ghost.

At times my fancy would lead me to enter the walls of

the old church, and walk up and down the aisle, or wan-

der among the seats where I had sat so often and listened

to the voice of those who had wooed me to enter the path

that leads to peace and everlasting happiness. Then I

would ascend the pulpit, and there repeat over and over

again to myself, Christ's Sermon on the Mount, as I had

heard it there in my young days.

"Blessed are they that mourn: for they shati be com-

forted.
" Blessed are the poor in spirit: for theirs is the king.

dom of heaven.
"Blessed are the naeek : for they shall inherit the

earth.
"Blessed are they which do hunger and thirst after

righteousness: for they shall be filled.

"Blessed are the merciful: for they shall obtain

mercy.
"Blessed are the pure in heart: for they shall see God.

"Blessed are the peacemakers: for they shall be called

the children of God.
"Blessed are ye when men shall revile you, and per-

secute you, and shall say all manner of evil against you

falsely for my sake.

"Rejoice and be exceeding glad, for great is your re-

ward in heaven, for so' persecuted they the prophets

which were before you."

Then I wOUld kneel down, akud with the pbus of my

uplifted hands pressed reverently together; would try to

U
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pray, but my prayers seemed not to avail. Heaven's gate
seemed closed as I looked, with that ponderous load of
adversity which was crushing me, through my blinding
tears, to that one Great Source of strength and comfort.

I had lost eight of the farthest star, the last glimmer
of light was quenched in utter darkness, and the agony
of despair every moment increased my misery.

I, now sometimes visit the old church, and those
wretched'days float back upon my memory, which almost
make me start and turn pale.

"Those days that are past so long ago,
That now their memory seems

A strange, confused, unreal thing,
Like things we see in dreams."

To those who have done or suffered much, the days of
their childhood seem at an immeasurable distance-for,
when our hearts and hands are busy, we know nothing of
time-it does not wait for us ; but as soon as we pause
to meditate on that which is gone, we seem to have lived
long, because we look through a long series of events
which remind us of a mountain that, being far off, is yet
nigh.

0, BID ME NOT RECALL THE PAST.

0, bid me not recall the past-
Too many joys with it have fled,

And many hopes which once were bright,
Like Autumnleaves, lie crushed and dead.
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0, say not that it's sweet to think
On hours we ne'er again can see;-

The memory of the scenes and friends

Of other days, is sad to me.

How many hearts, congenial, true,
And forms too fair, too frail to last,

And sunny smiles and joyous scenes,
Lie buried in the gloomy past.

Then say not that 'tis sweet to think

On happy hours forever flown ;
But rather teach me to forget

The joys I once could call my own.

I
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CHAPTER XIX.

MY LAST DAY AT THE OLD CHURCH.

SNORE, when did you hear from Oscar last ?"
asked my cousin Mento, who had been watch-
ing, from day to day, my haggard look and
sad countenance.

"I have not heard from him since he went to W- ,"
I replied. And I would rather have died than to acknowl-
edge the sad truth.

"Why, I thought that you and Oscar were regular cor-
respondents, being you are engaged."

"Oscar has been very punctual in writing to me here-
tofore, and I don't know why it is he does not write, un-
less he is in a pet and is trying to worry me."

"What have you done to vex him, Lenore ? I did not
know there, was any difficulty between you, although I
could see a great change in you that I could not account.
for."

"I have said nothing, Cousin Mento, but what justice
demanded of me, and I am not sorry for any thing that I
have said, and I would say it again were it necessary.",

"You did not discard him, surely ?"
" Well," said she, after I had related the conversation

between us, if he is gump enough to get miffed at that,
let him go ; there is as good fish in the sea as ever was

caught. He only wanted an excuse that he might play

off, and I have had that opinion for some time, for the

evening you came, I could see a great change in him, and

your cousin Jasper also spoke of it to me. Did he tell

you when he was coming ?"

" Yes, he said he would come in June, but the month

has now expired and he has not made his appearance."

" I reckon his mother gave him such a fright the even-

ing he, brought you up, that he will hardly come back any

more."
" No,. cousin Mento, I can't help from believing that

he is more honorable."
" Ah, my child, as you grow older you will be im-

pressed with the sad truth that, 'all that glitters is not

gold.' Yet, I don't think Oscar Brandon is capable of

dazzling the vision of any one ; and I can't see why you

are so carried away with him, for in my estimation he is

nothing but a lump of dross."

" Cousin Mento, I know I have not been gifted with

that strong sense of propriety which many have, and I

may have been less on my guard against the faithlessness

of man than many of my age, but I had a free and guile-

less heart, I thought no evil, and I feared none. Every

attention' on the part of Oscar I received as an expression

of his affection nd love toward 'me. I accepted them in

good faith, an 'as these tokens of his feelings were neither

few, nor far b tween, they worked upon my- heart. He

became more and more associated with happy spots in

my existence ; his presence seemed to be necessary to

13T
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make every occasion of joy just what it should be. In
every vision of beauty that flitted through my mind, he
was a conspicuous figure. In my dreams by night, and
in those livelier and more entrancing dreams by day, in
which my spirit loved to lose its present realities and
bathe in delight of its own framing, he was one-the prin-
cipal one-whose virtues, as my mind painted them,
gilded the whole scene with rays of beauty. And around
my susceptible heart he has cast a chain whose links,
hold my ardent feelings in an embrace firmer than the
iron clasp that holds the criminal to his cell. And if he
does deceive me, it will take my life"; and I hope it may.
I do not wish to live any longer; dear Mento, I am very
unhappy-I am wretched. Yet this is wrong ; for why
should I add my sorrows to the weight of misery? it is
selfish and ungenerous to do so."

''No, my child ; whateter weight of grief or misery
which we are forced, perhaps for wise purposes, to bear,
it is ordained, for purposes equally wise and beneficent,
that every act of sympathy with another's sorrows, lessens
our own. Your heart will soon become light, and better
spirits will return ; and I trust, Lenore, you will be happy
yet. 'When the dispensations ripen, then comes the har-
vest of the blessings.' It is not from the transient and
unsteady, and too often painful incidents of life, that we
should attempt to draw consolation, but from a fixed and
firm confidence in the unchangeable purposes of God.
And, Lenore, you must not look, as most young persons
like you do, upon the trials you are at present forced to

I
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suffer, as if they were the sharpest and heaviest in the

world. Time, my "child, and perhaps other trials of a still

severer character, may one day teach you to think that

your grief and impatience were out of proportion to what

you then underwent. May He who afflicts His people for

their good, prevent this ever should be so in your case,

but, even if it should, remember that God loveth those

whom He chasteneth. And above all things, dear Lenore,

never despair irrHis providence."

" Well, Lenore," said my cousin Arthur, who had just

returned from C-, " I have a small bit of news to tell

you. Oscar Brandon is in C-, just returned from

W-. I'invited him home with me, but he said that

he could not come this evening ; it is probable he may

come to-morrow evening, and ypu must have on your best

bib and tucker."
The next morning I made my way to the school-house,

although I felt as if I should never reach the spot. And

it was such a long,' long day. I gave the children short

lessons, and long recesses, and to speak plainly, they done
pretty much as they pleased that day. To my great re-

lief evening came at last, and it was the last day I ever

taught at the old church, although I had dismissed my

little pupils with the expectation of joining them the

next morning.
I started for home, but did not feel like walking two

miles, for I had not eaten a mouthful since dinner the

day before.
" I wonder if Oscar-will be there," I murmured to my-
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self, as I walked slowly along. "No, no, something
seems to whisper he will not be there."

My heart was heavy with undefined fears,, while little
Birdie was chattering along all the way, asking me so
many questions, that I always answered, but at the same
time not knowing one word of what she said. At last,
weary and fatigued, I came up to the house, for it seemed.
to me that every step added to the weight at my heart;
and that shade upon my brow told too truly what a wrest-
ling there was in its secret chambers. The sun was sink-
ing low in the west, and the evening breeze, rippling the
waters of the brook, stirred the luxuriant foliage of the
ancient sycamore trees that bordered the pavement.

"No, no, Oscar is not here; the buggy is not at the
gate, nor is Frank in the stable."

CHAPTER XX.

THE WOUNDED DOVE.

WALKED up to the piazza and took 'a seat

on the steps, with my face upon my arm, which

rested against one of the posts, at the time

when light is divided from darkness, and there is

that reflection from the sky upon the earth, which enables

one to see an object.against the horizon. A bird flitted

by into the shade of a tree, and directly poured out the

dismal hooting of an owl.

Terrible anticipations of evil stirred my unshed tears ;

like sentinels at the portal of grief, they stood ready to

leap forward at this gloomy cry of the sad-omened bird

of night. Weird imaginations crowded upon my already

crazed brain ; the trembling rays of the rising moon

threw the window panes into ghastly coffin-shaped images

upon the floor at my feet, and the quivering shadows of

the wood-vines penciled themselves into dark and swiftly-

changing hieroglyphics, as they -played upon the ground.

I shook with awe, and wondered why all nature was so

calm, so happy; how flowers could bloom and stars shine,

and the moon sail so peacefully upon her sparkling azure

sea, when such agony was oppressing my heart.

" Has the soul," reflected I, "no power to give, from

its high regions, consolation to a miserable human life ?"
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While in this position, motionless' as a statue, I heard
a footstep, and raising my eyes I perceived that the in-
truder was no other than my cousin Jasper Claton, who
took a seat by me, and said,-

" Well, Lenore, Oscar Brandon has been up visiting
among his relatives, but has gone back to W without
even giving you a call. What do you think of that ?"

How wildly the waves of disappointment and despair
rolled through my storm-tossed soul in that wretched
hour, can only be imagined by those impassioned beings
who have staked their heart's most cherished feelings on
the throw of a single die, and like myself lost. Never,
perhaps, had a more sudden and terrible storm swept over
a human heart: it was like a hurricane of the. tropical
regions, blasting the rich bloom their burning sun had
called forth.

"Oh ! Cousin Jasper !" I exclaimed; ' I feel my
heart is breaking, and that I must die ; I cannot bear it
any longer. Oh, God! take my soul to rest, and mingle
not my miseries with the fiery tortures of hell, for my,
punishment on this earth is a~s great as I can bear."

And the wounded dove folded its wings, dropped its
head upon its breast, and sank upon the floor.

" Lenore, Lenore, my child! you must not give up in
that way," said my cousin, as he raised me from the
floor, " I should not care for the d- d rascal; he is not
worthy of your love ; he is not worthy of the love of a
true woman. He is a false traitor, a mealy-mouthed
hypocrite."

When the heart pours out the first wails of its agony ;

.when dire calamity in its most cruel form first strikes the

appalled senses-there is such an utterance to the horror

of the soul-such an outbursting of the spirit's pang-

such a heaving away of all barriers by the rushing floods

of passion - that any heart which - stands within the

bounds of sympathy, is drawn into its whirling current.

At length, by a violent effort, I recovered a little and

went staggering to my own room, murmuring as I went,

" My God! my God ! hast thou forsaken me." My

day-book fell from my hands, and I groped my way as

one blinded..
"The strongest impulse in the first anguish of my

my most bitter pain, was to hide myself from every one.

No need for light. I extinguished it ; and had I had the

power, I would have reached forth and stricken out the

lights from heaven. With what exultation would I have

reached out my hands and torn them from their spheres !

how I would have shouted over a world howling in utter

darkness! I gnashed my teeth in blind and impotent

rage at my own weakness. The little Paradise, which a

few moments before I had lived in, had been swept away,

and I felt that God had flung me at once from the heart

of joy, delight, and happiness, into the uttermost abyss

of mortal misery and despair.
I threw myself upon the bed, and uttered a scream of

agony, which rings in my ears to this day, and often

makes me shudder as if it was the shrieks of one in ex-

treme agony.
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Large drops of perspiration rolled down my forehead,
as I lay with my hands clasped to my throat, as if to
repress the choking sensation which seemed to deprive me
of my breath.

I thought my heart was breaking, and I felt miserable
-dying-dying of a broken heart. Death was perched
upon my chamber window, in- search of its prey. A
sullen, wrathful, and despairing cloud hung over, me,
charged with thunder, and streamed over with blood.

But, my dear reader, I do not wish to try your pa-
tience in giving an account of my mortal pains.

All night long I lay keepingg and moaning, and my
cousin Mento, like a ministering angel, watched over me
through the night, and tried to console me with sweet
words of comfort; but I refused to be comforted, and
prayed only to die.

There are moments of bitterness in one's life, when,
like the companions of Job, the lookers on in the sad'
drama feel that all the consolation their words can afford,
is to the sufferer's heart but the sighing of the idle wind.

" Words, however soothingly spoken, have no power
to console, and the hand that would attempt to bind up the
shattered and quivering fragments of the heart, would
only torture it with the proffered kindness." We will
not be comforted, but linger around the valley of sadness
-the pall of blackness. We can see no joy in the
heavens--no music in the very sound of melody-until
Time's healing ministrations have cicatrized the wounds
which, however, are yet to be ere long opened afresh.
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The next morning my good angel came into my room

to bring me some nourishment, and with the hope of find-

ing me wrapped in slumber. But, no, my spirit refused

to take its flight into the land of dreams.

.1
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CHAPTER XXI.

THE LAST REQUEST.

Y dear reader, words cannot express the miser-
ies I suffered during that wretched night, yet
I shall try to give you a faint description of
them, that from it your soul may conceive what

I must have suffered.
There sometimes happen during our lives, incidents so

strange and startling in their character, and so deep and
lasting in their impressions, that we can never think of
them, even after the lapse of long, long years, without
an involuntary shudder, and a reverent thank to God
that it is all past.

Sometimes indeed, we bear away as a legacy from
scenes of imminent peril, something to serve, through the
coming years, as a continual reminder of the time when
we stood helpless and friendless upon the verge of des-
truction, and had not the arm of Him who "holds the
world as water in the hollow of His Hand," been out-
stretched in our defense we might now be numbered
among the things of the past.

And to-night, as I sit before my ruddy fire, indulging
my fancy in waking dreams, a flood of remembrance.
come sweeping over me, and with it, the recollection of
the hour-the very memory of which is so painful, that

I turn from it with a shudder, and endeavor to forget

it amid my books.. 'Tis all in vain, owing to some

strange cause-a problem for metaphysicians alone to

solve.
There are certain times, when the mind, unable to re-

sist the intrusion of disagreeable reveries, will entertain

in an unwilling manner, that which it cannot dismiss.

The second day after the scene which has just been re-

corded, I experienced a stupor amounting to a complete

unconsciousness of existence, except an undying impres-

sion of some great evil which had befallen me, and which

lay like a grim and insatiable monster, tearing up my

heart. I had, in fact, lost all perceptions of my individual

.misery, and a mortal gloom, black as night, seemed to

hover and mingle with those fiery tortures which were con-

suming me. My memory gradually grew weaker and

weaker, until I could hardly account for what had taken

place.
While in this wretched state of. mind, I thought :

" Why linger here in this world of sorrow, of anguish

and pain? The lamp which shed its brightness upon

my path is extinguished ; the star of Hope has sunk in

darkness, and my cup of bitterness is overfilled. I have

nothing to live for now. Oscar is false-my lover-

my promised husband-the one idol of my lonely and

loveless life is gone from me-he to whom I have given

the love, the strength, the life of my heart. I am a

wreck upon the. tide of life : he has scattered my happi-

ness, and has blighted my only joy. Oh ! why was I

H
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ever created to love and then torn away from the object
of my affections ? Would to God that my life had gone
out ere this great sorrow had fallen upon me. Had
death robbed me of my idol while I believed him to be '
true and noble, calmly might I have given him to God:
feeling that he was mine in heaven, true, true, even in
death.'- But no, he is false to his plighted vow ; I am
deceived. Alas ! that I should have trusted so impli-
citly, that I should have loved to repose such perfect
confidence only to have become a victim to the perfidy of
man. And where-oh ! where-is the pride which should
sustain me in this hour of humiliation, which should rise
against this cruel deception ?

" Must I bear it in silence and alone ? Must my heart
writhe in agony under a mask of smiles, which is but a
mockery to my feelings ? No, I will put an end to a
weary existence. I will put a period to this wretched
life of mine, and try the reality of things."

I asked for paper and pencil to write to Oscar the fol-
lowing letter-my last on earth:

DEAR OSCA-.

I write to you once more, and for the last time ; and should
these be the last lines ever penned by her who was once your
Lenore, ",may the memory of her never alfvake a pang in thy
heart, but linger around it like the aroma of precious flowers."
And if we never meet again on earth, I pray we may meet in
heaven, where - there will be " neither marriage nor giving
in marriage, and where the weeping of orphans is heard no
more." And there I will meet my dear father, and he will take
his poor distressed child to his bosom, and there will give her rest.
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Do you remember the little song we used to sin? "Shall we

know each other there.
Dear Oscar, I want you to visit my grave when I am gone.

Before you come back, the earth will be lying over me, and per-

haps the grass and wild flowers will be growing green above my
grave. Although you are so far away, I take a strange pleasure

in feeling that you will one day be so near me. It is pleasant

to think that you will kneel down beside me, and put away the

grass and dead leaves, and whisper my name, even though I

shall not know that you are so near, nor hear the familiar sound

of your voice.
I die for you; I love you next to God, and every echo seems

to say, farewell, farewell.

Oh ! need I ask thee, wilt thou then,
Upon each bright and pleasant eve,
Seek out the solitary glen,
To muse upon my lonely grave?
And while fond memory back shall steal

To scenes and days forever fled

Oh, let the veil of love conceal
The frailties of the sleeping dead.

Perhaps a thought of former days
will cause a tear to dim thine eyes,
And fragments of forgotten days

May wake the echo of a sigh.

Oh! wilt thou then forgive the tear,

Forgive the throbbing of my heart;

And point to those blest regions where

Friends meet, and never, never part?
LENORE PAROLEE.

As I concluded, a fresh flood of tears suffused my

burning cheeks and fell, mingling with the drops which

here and there stained the written pages.

I
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I placed the letter in an envelope, and directed it, and
sent it to the office, and then proceeded to execute the
horrible deed. But before I committed the bloody
tragedy, across the tempest of my soul there came a low
whisper as if from Heaven, saying, "Lenore, Lenore,
art thou going to destroy the image of thy God, and
plunge thyself into an everlasting hell? What right hast
thou to take that which thou hast never given ? Did I
not plead that thou mightest live? Did I not pour out
my blood in death for thy redemption? Look up, and
see me hanging on the cross, bleeding that thou mightest
be saved. And have not I promised to be thy Guide and
Support; and whatsoever thou shalt ask in faith and in
my name, I will give it thee? I have kept thee thus far ;
can not I preserve thee to the end ?"'

I fell upon my knees in prayer and supplication to the
merciful Redeemer, who withheld me from defacing his
image, and redeemed my soul from an everlasting punish-
ment. Although my prayer was but a feeble one, yet
God heard it, and answered it.

" 0, Heavenly Father, look down with an eye of pity,
and give an ear unto the cries and supplications of a des-
titute and broken-hearted orphan. Have mercy upon
me, and help me to understand the ways of thy precepts,'
and make me to walk in the path of thy commandments.
Open to me the gate of righfeousness and incline mine
ears unto thy testimony. 0, God! touch my heart with
a feeling of resignation, and may I recognize the dispen-
sation which thou hast seen fit to visit upon me, for
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loving the creature more than the Creator. And not for

myself alone would I invoke a blessing, but for him also

who has brought all this sorrow to my life-forgive and

bless him ; and I pray thee, 0, God, that, this great

trouble may prove a glory to Thee and a blessing to us

both ; that through a gentle chastisement, we may be
brought to a knowledge of the truth. Give me a forgiv-

ing heart, and help me to forgive my enemies and pray

for them that have cruelly destroyed my happiness.

Help me to imitate the example of thine immaculate Son,

who closed His earthly career, praying His Father in

heaven to 'forgive his murderers, for they knew not

what.they did.' 0, take not thy presence from me in

this my hour of need ; leave me not nor forsake me, but

gently lead me near to thy side, and soothe the anguish

of my broken spirit. ' Hide me beneath the shadow of

thy wing.' 'Keep me as the apple of thy eye.' Conse-

crate my sorrows into perpetual happiness, crown me with

thy love, and kindness, and tender mercies, and save me

at last through Thine only Son our Mediator, into a

heaven of perfect peace and happiness, where there will

be no more weeping, neither sighing, nor sorrow, nor

pain."

THE TWO PILOTS AT SEA.

Alone I paced my daily round,
Reminded by each scene,

The sorrows of my former days,
But still in memory green.
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Till depressed with care I wandered forth,
Some shady spot to seek;

The sun was shining bright in heaven,
Its rays the sky did streak.

Through many a narrow path I pressed,
Till, 'neath an ancient tree,

I saw an aged man at rest,
And lost in reverie.

Upon his venerable brow,
Deep thought had set its seal,

And I, with a respectful bow,
Did thus to him appeal:

"Old man, you seem contented,
While my heart is heavy laden;

Can you tell me what is best
For a discontented maiden ?

" What is the best for me to try,
Contentment to secure ;

What will my many wants supply,
And happiness insure ?"

Looking up with tearful eyes,
The old man did thus respond,-.

" My child you seek perfection here-.
'Tis nowhere to be found.

''Earthly anticipations bright,
However freely they are given,

Bring never unalloyed delight;-
There is no peace this side of heaven.

"Religion pointsthe only way
To charms so truly great;

The honest Christian surely may
In peace those charms await."
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I then my own little chamber sought,
And knelt there down and prayed,

That God would give me courage,

The sea of life to wade.

Then upon my couch I sank,
My troubles to forget,

And soon to the land of dreams I roved,
And there two pilots met.

Upon a ship I seemed to ride,

Whose sails were blacker than the tide;
Upon its ghastly deck I stood,

And gazed upon a sea of blood.

As I gazed upon the lonely deck,
Two hideous figures came

To steer my phantom ship across

The dark and stormy main.

Upon their heads they wore a crown,
Whose signature was written there,

And as I gazed on them I found
'Twas Doubt and Despair.

Oh ! those awful, hideous figures,
O'er me their forms were bowed,

And o'er their face was wrapped a mantle,
And robed as with an angry cloud.

"I'll give you a crown," said Despair-

"A crown a queen might proudly wear,

Whose leaves and stems with matchless sheen

Of emerald seems superbly green."

And upon my pallid brow they placed
A wreath of thorns instead of flowers;-

Then came the mocking laugh-"Ha-ha,"
As they gazed upon the brandish bowers.
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I, then, with bitter anguish flung Upon a ship so passing fair,
Myself beneath the darkening sky- With hope and joy I landed there;

So black the clouds that o'er me hung, Where glow-worms drop in shining showers,
I laid me down and prayed to die. And my thorns were turned to orange flowers.

But vainly rose my feeble prayer--
The King of Terrors came not there;

The wind swept on in ceaseless moans,
And mocked my prayer with hollow tones.

" Now, come," said Doubt, " and dwell with me,
There is no one that cares for me;

For there's naught but grief and pain-
Hope and prayer are all in vain."

"Oh, no,'' said I, "you cannot be
The friends that I would wish to see.

I spy another ship afar,
Whose pilot is the evening star.

"And from that ship I hear a voice
Saying, 'Come ye unto me,

All that's weary and heavy laden,
And I will give you passage free.

"' No storms disturb our peaceful isle,
No tempests wreck our happy shore;

All is calm, repose doth smile,
And there is peace forever more.' "

With drooping wings and bleeding heart,
I sought, alas! the peaceful ark;

And the weary dove found a place of rest,
Reposing upon her Saviour's breast.

Then where dark clouds so late had driven,-
And rolling thunders so fiercely spoke;

Now sunshine through the gates of heaven,
In streams of softest splendor broke.
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CiLAPTER XXII.

TIE GOOD OF AIVERSITY.

M ONG the mingled so unds of mourning and
lamentations that go tip from the earth to

pierce the heavens, none are so sadly mournful.
so overflowing grief-frought, as those which

burst from the bleeding bosom that has been bereft of the
heart's cherished idol.

But how comfortable are . those words of St. Paul:
our light alflietion, which is but for a moment, sil

w urk out for us a far more exceeding and eternal weight
of glory.

By afliiction the mind becomes humble and the will
)eIt, and our strong grasp of the world is broken. The

vNity of its enjoyments, and their insuliciency to meet
the wants of the mind, are fully displayed.

\ illictions soirve to lead us to value the blessings of
Christianity, in to hold in the Iow er estimation our own
u northyness. The heart 'is often soicened aid opened
fothe almtisiinIi of truth,.nid disposed to seek a ponion

from abo e.-

IL is good for the billows of adversiy torL around
us, bot. in respec of ourselve %s and others. In he
lomt er, asil fdig a means of becoing xd ise and happy
ind in the ia.urm as furnihing antL advantageoui coauon e

being useful to others. The most blessed result of ad-

versity is in its softening effects upon our nature. Let

us experience the forms of adversity, let sorrow harrass

our circumstances, and trouble oppress our fnd, we are

clad. we are earnest to find rest in Christ. We Will o()U

be converted into humanity, and learn V melt at the sigh

of another's sorrows.
"In prosperity we see everything tluough a false mc-

dium. The world smiles upon us because fortune does,

and we know nothing of the realities of life.

" People are apt to be puffed up, andi forgetful of

themselves, they begin to look upon their fellow creatures

as oeing of an inferior nature. Old friends are forgt-
ten, nay, even those who have conferred benedi usp

them iii their less fortunate days;' and often tiampic the

most sacred principle under foot.
But while abiding the storm of adversity, eha

all things presented to us in the unlatveiurg readitie.

When everything goes on .siootly, nd nothing t

interrupt the present enjoynments; if our pth a a a

strewied with flowers, anl every want supa ."pli, and owy
wis gratimied, and live bountifully auid the lurie. and

blanuisthments of life, Ve uiav oidably clina seclhsi an.

eg4otistical, and foigt the Goid that madce iu nd uay ntt

unpai-aileled assuraite, 'Who the Alugin:li u t

enould sen e 1im K until into the ,. i thaue r i
peaAS. that move the hear t to contr i s +d recal;ues

a sense o our obligat in to Hisi

A ist 'iewill ont.evv{irto viwiini'enci enl
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chastisement, but we will not heed to his entreaties, and
disregard His blessings, that, still in love, he is forced to
deal out a bitter poison."-

" Chastisement is the rod that is given
To draw reluctant feet to heaven."

"'As often as we fix our affections immoderately upon
any of the fading objects here below, we are. certainly
guilty of sacrilege to the divine goodness of God, and we
are commonly punished by the very thing we doat on."

And this has certainly been my case.
During my engagement with Oscar Brandon, I would

often be troubled in mind, but never once bestowed a
thought on the Saviour, who was standing with open
arms and entreating me to fly to His bosom. No, I had
placed my confidence and hope in ray earthly idol, saying,
" Oscar is my comforter, my guide and protector ; in him
I will put my trust. I will rest my weary head upon his
bosom, and bury all my sorrows there."

Alas ! he has broken the foundation upon which my
foot rested, and has scattered my hopes to the wind. But,
thank God, they are placed more surely upon the rock of
ages ; and I can now say, "Thy will be done." And
through the bitter cup my loving Father has given me to
drink, I have learned to know the good from the bad, and

the false from the true ; I have learned that no pleasure or
pain, no sunshine or shadow, no gayety or grief, comes
to us without its lessons of good. And, oh ! what would

I have done, had I not been permitted to cast umy burden
upon Christ, while passing through this great ordeal?

But I heard my Father's voice, saying, "come unto

Me all ye that are weary and heavy laden, and I will give

ye rest," and I hastened to fall down upon my knees be-

fore the merciful Creator, who took pity upon me, and

who, at the intercession of our Redeemer, I hope, may

pardon all my sins. And in my darkest trials, when my

enemies were hurling at me their poisonous arrows, m

every direction, I was made to rejoice in my afflictions,

knowing they were working out for me a far more exceed-

ing and eternal weight of glory. God is my comforter

now ; in Him I will put my trust, He will give me peace,

joy and consolation.

He can make a dying bed
Feel soft as downy pillows are,

While on his breast I lean my head,

And breathe my life out sweetly there.

Oh, that every one would cast their burden upon Christ,

from the rich to the poor, from the lofty to the lowly, and

all those who have been forced from the sunshine of pros-

perity into the cold shadows of adversity, and enjoy the

warm light from heaven.

, Oh ! homestead over whose blessed roof no sorrow, even

of clouds ; across whose threshold the voice of sorrow is

never heard ; built upon eternal hills, and standing with

thy spires and pinacles of celestial beauty among the palm

trees of the city on high-those who love God shall rest

under thy shadows, where there is no more sorrow, nor

pain, nor the sound of weeping.

Let us therefore resolve to submit ourselves to the will

150
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of our Heavenly Father, and chose our place where Mary
sat--a lowly, loving listener at her Saviour's feet, and
who has so decreed, that our way to everlasting happi-
ness should be through the wilderness of affliction.

TAKE UP THE CROSS.

Greater the cross, the nearer heaven,
Godless to whom no cross is given ;
Blessed are you dear children of God,
On whom he lays the cross, the rod.

Full many a garden dressed in vain,
Where tears of sorrow never rain;
In flercest flames the gold is tried,
In grief the Christian purified.

'Midst crosses, Faith, her triumph knows
The pahn tree pressed, more vigorous grows,
Go, tread the grapes beneath thy feet,
The stream that flows, is full and sweet.

Crosses abound, love seeks the sky;
Blow the rude winds, the flame arise ; .
When hopeless gloom the welkin shrouds
The sun comes laughing through the clouds.

The cross makes pure affections glow,
Like oil that on the fire we throw.
Who wears the cross, prays oft and well-
Bruised herbs send forth=the sweetest smell.

Were ships ne'er tossed by stormy wind,
The polar star who would care to find.
Had David spent no darksone hours,
His sweetest songs ne'er been ours.

CHAPTER XXI.

TIE GUIDING STAR.HOES this star ever appear to you, 0, ye, who
mourn in agony of soul, over the loss of some

idol, treasure, some dearly loved object of care,

tenderness ? Does it ever throw its dazzling
brightness around your pathway, sparkling and dancing

like the chrystal waters of some pure fountain? Suppose

you are suffering the pang of bereavement ; that some

rushless hand has plucked the jewel whieh shed its lus-

troiis brightness over your whole being, and your poor
heart is quivering, in its great agony, bleeding from the

cruel wound ; friends will gather around you, and en-

deavor to pour the oil of consolation upon your bruised

spirit ; they will pity you, and sympathize with you so

far as they are capable, but how can they comprehend your
grief ?-how can they understand your feelings? They

know you are suffering ; and wish they could do some-

thing to console you. And though you are surrounded by
sympathizing friends, you will feel lonely and forsaken ;

their sweet words of comfort have no power to calm the

troubled waters of your ooul. This makes you feel

doubly bereaved, and you turn away in darkness and des-

pair. But listen ! gentle as the falling of the dewdrop
upon the soft petal of the tender flower, bright as the

I
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pinions of an angel's wings, falls the ray of this little star
-the star that came and stood over the manger where
our Saviour was lying, as a guide for the good shepherds ;
and when they heard the joyful news, echo reverberated
the soul-cheering message over the hills, and through
the dales of Bethlehem. The Hebrews bowed in aboring
reverence, when they saw the bright cloud of light rest
over the Ark of the Covenant ; they knew that Jehovah
was there !-" the first born of man and of beast was
sacred to the Lord," and light was the first of all created
things. It is God's own chosen symbol-light, the swift-
est of all created things.

"The Lord God is a sun and a shield." "He is the
father of light with whom is no variableness, neither
shadow of turning." " God is light, and in him is no
darkness at all." " le is clothed with light as with a
garmentt" etc. God, manifested in the flesh said, "I
am the light of the world."

Heavy clouds may hang in fantastic
Forms above our heads, and--
These clouds will burst, and the lightning flash,
Down rush the flood of beating rain
While billows caught the roar, and dash
Their thundering echoes back again.

But we must not despair: look to Him who said to the
raging billows, " peace, be still." And after a night
dark and tempestuous, a little star will shine, like a dia-
mond in the mire, which will send a ray of light and
comfort into our hearts ; and we will look for another, and
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another, as each little one dart out from behind the cloud,

and take its station in the heavens. Finally this dark cloud

will be turned inside out and the silver linings will ap-

pear, dipped in the dyes of the rainbow, and the gentle

vapors will descend and bathe our heads with the dews of

heaven. And the bright beams of daylight will come ;

and the risingsun flash on the hills, and its golden rays

illuminate the valleys. It will seem as if an angel over-

shadowed the fields with diamonds, and hung a brilliant

on every blade and leaf. The little star unhastening;

yet unresting, will move on. Let us follow it ; it will

light us through every labyrinth in the wilderness of life,

"glide the gloom that will gather around us in a dying

hour, and bring us safely over the tempestuous Jordan of

death, into the heaven of promised and settled rest."

I do not speak of the radiance of the natural sun and

stars with their cheering beams, but of the more splendid

radiance of the sun of righteousness, spreading, far and

wide around us, celestial glory, such as beams from the

throne of God. That sun will shine through darkpess

and storm, when all other suns and stars shall pass away.

It will beam on our path, and conduct and cheer us through
the midnight gloom ; snatchh from death the poisonous

sting, from the grave the boasting victory, and point the

soul to its crowning glory, a blissful immortality beyond

the sky."

iI '



a
164 Lenore Parolee.

WILL YOU ACCEPT MY LITTLE RAY ?

A little star stepped from its silver throne,
And peeped cunningly at me ;

With the brightest little eyes,
That ever I did see.

Said he, " the sun is in the west,
Its twilight rays are gone;

Will you accept my little light, *
To guide you through the gloom ?

1 I am burning high in heaven,
But my beams are mild and bright;

Sparkling from my cloudless throne,
To illumine the lonely night.

"Will you accept my little ray ;
To make your path way bright ?

My silver beams shall be your lamp,
'T'hrough the folding glooms of night."

A REPLY IN OIIEDIENCE To THE STARS.

I will accept thee, little star,
In thy bright silence seem the power,

For thou hast watched me through the night
In my dark and lonely hour.

0, ye, little star of night,
How often you have seen my tears,

And have given me your wonderous light
And banished all my doubts and fears.

Oh, ye, stars of Bethlehem,
Who send your light, alike on all

Brightness and majesty spread o'er the land
Wherever your little rays do fall.

The Guiding Star.

Thou art a gem of beauty, wandering
All lovely, and alone,

'Mong the myriad stars a glimmering

Around your sapphire throne.

Little star, is not your being pure,

That beckon the soul with cheerful ray ;

Can sin, can death, your light obscure,
Can years have power to limit your sway ?

No; sit ye on the throne of night,
Darkness is turned into light by thee ;

Time, cannot conquer thee, with all their might

Years have no power to limit thysway.

Though bright you shine all lovely

Amid your glimmering-train;

A beacon to the sailor boy,
When he plows the stormy main.

To the wanderer on the foaming sea,

Thou, bright and beauteous star,

Bringest back the fond loved memory
Of his native land afar.

Thus, thou shalt be forever
To my soul that germ of light ;

And though the world may sever
The bonds that did unite-

My ever hope of joy to thee,

Though they may all depart,

Like a rainbow on a summer sea,

And leave this dreary heart.

Yet shall thy memory wear a bloom,

That never will decay ;

And light me through life's lonely way

With thy enchanted ray.
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The idol of my youthful love,
Thy smiles alone shall be;

Thou, beauteous star of light and love,
That heaven of bliss to me.

CHAPTER X XIV.

OSCAR'S LETTER.

HE third day I felt more composed, although
I was very weak. My frame trembled, my
eyes were sunk back in their sockets-the
glow had left them, and they bore a ghastly,

deathly look. My cousin Mento brought me a cup of
tea and a slice of cake. I drank the tea and ate a few
mouthfuls of the cake, which revived me very much, as
it was the first that I had eaten since the evening of my
conversation with my cousins Mento and Arthur, and for
three days and nights I had neither eaten, drank, or
slept. But few minutes that day, that my weary eyes
were not imprisoned beneath their watery lids, for a tear

was resting there ; and it , appeared that my rest had

been broken. My cousin could observe that I must have

been weeping in my sleep, as my eyelids were surcharged
with tears that had not yet had time to dry. But when
I awoke, I seemed as with a new spirit. The dark mist

had cleared from before mc, and though the wreck of

my love lay at my feet, I was endowed with a new

strength. Thought and reason came back to me, and I

felt like one that had been shipwrecked, and was heaved

on the shore by a wave.

It was the severest trial that I had ever gone through,
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and nothing but the hand of God could have carried me
through such visitations. All that had made life happy,
to me was gone. The charm was broken, the cord that
tied me down to earth was cut asunder, and the idol that
I had so unwisely worshiped, was but a tabernacle of
common clay, and.had fallen shattered at my feet.

A few days after that eventful night, I received a
letter from Oscar, but the words which should have
brought balm to the wounded soul were. cold and cons-
trained.

DEAR LENORE-

I received your letter this morning and hasten to reply. I
wrote to you a few weeks ago, and I presume you did not get
my letter ; but I will give you its contents as near as I can, as I
think it is always best to be plain with you, Lenore. You re-
member when I saw you last, you said that you wished me to be
plain with you, that you might forget me and banish my image
from your sight. Now I hope you will not think hard of me
when I comply with your request, for I think it would be wrong
to hold you in suspense any longer. I expect to see you before a
great while, and I will explain the matter to you. I will not tell
you now what has been the cause of all this; but some day when
you and I forget each other I will tell you. Don't take it too
hard; it will not be long before some pretty little fellow will
come along and make you happy.

And I hope you may marry a kind and affectionate husband,
who will treat you as you should be, for you are worthy of any
man. I shall be glad to hear from you at any time, and hope
you will not treat me coldly when I see you, for I am sure I will
be all to you that a true and devoted cousin should be. Friends
A plenty, I know you have, and I will ever be one to you.

Yours truly, OSCAR BRANDoN.
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How fair and bold were the pen strokes! I almost
fancy that even now I can see the firm and strong hand
that had clasped my own but a few short months before,
with such impassionate vows of. unchangeable love-of

unwavering fidelity.
These wordssilently burnt their way into my heart,

and traced themselves upon its fair pages-a record
which no future could never wholly efface.

No tears fell from the sad blue eyes and blot the

strokes that had been penned -by the paw of a wolf
arrayed in sheep's garments, and who was now about

to reveal himself. I sat for some time with the letter

lying at my feet, .where I had thrown it with a look that

my cousin Mento mistook for regret, while it was meant

for one of contempt. Gathering it up silently, I replaced

it in the envelope, murmuring almost dreamily as I looked

at the fair inscription-" it is well,-

" Let him pass, I'm not too much

A woman not to be a man for once,
And bury all, my dead like Alaric."

My school at the old church was already broken up,

and my little light-hearted pupils had dispersed and each

one gone to its respective home. I told my cousin

Jasper that I could not possibly teach another day, but
he would not allow me to stop teaching, and insisted

upon my taking another school nearer home. So I gath-

ered up a squad of little children and settled <myself

down for the summer. My school-house was setting
back in a little black jack thicket on the margin of a

Oscar's Letter.
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hourdleberryvmarsh, without even a shade tree to protect
co m rein the siun. I tWas then August, and a very hot

one at that, for it seemed that the sun would hake myr

brains brown, as I w ent to and from school, and felt
more like an erratic than a didactic.

thus theidays passed, and the Well noted davs iro

nOks, and weeks into months, and I could hear no

din8gs of Oscar, except a word now and then that [

N utld catch loom 'his uncle's wife, who was sossininm.
and who Eanet at Iy cousin Japerl's,. loated with mton-

siy, vtrying to get all the iormation si couid t oen

v"1r to her sister Vibby, who, ever since he moed er

wn, was a 0 od-seond i 11t Ianiiv, i-or thev a a s

muiade it conv'eilent to call o her whenl they went r
ownn, and especially attmeal tiles. But it was unowin

e.y never visited her when she lived in dt iecountr-

nt even iine 0I0our e t sickeess.
vatunt e Lovx ad.reted out eyr Carml, an aadt one

C- ' or 0 ttite pupoe 0t uuaiutztgetir rl't e

s. L arOe Sle it' adIm2'e Li0 ii, '.' Onlitded

h ashe a dju it ttac E thlut in wion w au,+ .

ii 41'edo 0 i.4 mltei5 Omi3tont', aumi empen-se, 1 e ccess -

L D ~ A~ I i in L kn, ibi I'- l ' Ti tt "

in )s I &1L 'Lr71 C SC it~ 0_- w, a ±~ r t:

itO t43 c FF} 3Vtt aL aduiy. t t 11a4 s i t

last twenty years had to be changed for a chignon. 11er

washing and ironing had to be hired, which she thought

was an unpardonable sin. But she asked n, oldds of

anybody, and she done her scouring at night, while ose

held a hand-torch, as it was too expensive to burn a

lamp, and-

All day long, from morning till night,

This poor woman was doing ber might

Her wheel melodious tunes it sang,

While her loom went bing-de-bang.

The treadles flew, the rods cleared back,

While the batten played the tune ,pit-depatt,

In goes the shuttle, out it comes

Would that my pen had the speed of her4ton' tigo

She cnes not for fashions,
She cares not for fano-

All she wants is money

She has money on the brain

There is one tIhing inmore hLave, to a'
I f you will li toen to my laye

That poor woman will lose her tout
If she does aot cease to worship golid

I
Oscar's Lc/ter. 1T!



CHAPTER XXV.

KNEELING BY THE LITTLE ROOT.

T was a quiet afternoon in early autumn that

my wandering feet chanced to stray by the des-
olate and solitary dwelling of Oscar's mother.

Though it was' uninhabited, and a death-like
calm had fallen over the whole surrounding country

" like thick night over its course," there was the well re-
membered school-room, the familiar garden, and the bush
still snowing in the center, underneath whose boughs I
had dreamed my destiny. The garden was overrun with

elder, and grass of idle growth ; the railings before and
around the dreary dwelling were broken and decayed, and

the entire place presented an appearance of utter gloom
and desolation. Scarcely a whole pane of glass remained

to keep the wind and rain from beating through the shak-
ing, rattling casements ; and the doors, all shattered and
almost hingeless, shook and groaned as the winter blast

went whistling by. ,.

The waning sun was shining faintly through the thin

white clouds ; the air was warm and still; and the peace-

fulness of the lonely country were overshadowed and sad-

dened by the influence of the falling year. Nothing was

heard except the croaking of frogs, and the melancholy

cries of the screech owl, whieh made life seem more dreary.

Kneeling by the Little Root.' 1T3

I lingered for some time around the old building, and

then wandered to the spot and stood once more beneath

the old pine tree, where Oscar and I had breathed together

the warm and fragrant air of summer evenings,;-where

he had made such passionate vows of unchanging fidelity ;

and where we admired together the myriad combinations of

shade and sunlight that dappled the ground at our feet.

I looked over the wide monotony of the forest, and the

place where we had idled away the sunny hours, was as

lost to me as if I stood already on a foreign shore. And

the empty sound of the old pine struck cold to my heart,

as I listened to the dreary echoes, one's voice returned

through the desert waste, to enter the temple and find

nothing but ruins and desolation.
The wind's voice shrieked aloud, as if in wild despair ;

then it sank into a low hollow moan, and died aaay amid

the treetops as if it was mourning for the sorrowful heart,

whose dismal wailing was like its own.

The fire-fly lamps were flashing, and the flaming ban-

ners of the Lord were unfolding and waving in the mel-

low twilight, and then furling again as if by unseen

hands, or gradually dissolving into airy nothings and

fade away ; the innumerable shades of scarlet and pur-

ple, silver, amber and gold, ever blending and changing

in fantastic shapes and infinite varieties ; kaleidoscopes on

which the angels looked with awe and wonder. I stood

for some moments, with my hands folded upon my breast,

and tears streaming from my eyes until overcome by a

deluge of grief, I sank upon the ground, and kissed the
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little root on which Oscar's foot was placed when he asked
me to be his ; and I murmured, "oh! thou little root,
hast thou forgotten the sweet words that were whispered
in my ears on a .certain twenty-second day of June, as
we two stood with clasped hands, while you offered your-
self as a foot-stool, that you might catch the falling
whisper.. If you have not forgotten them, breathe them
into my ears once more, and beneath your cold damp
bed, bury the shrine of a broken heart ; and if Oscar some-
times chance to stroll by this hallowed spot, say to him,
"ego amo te adhuc."

" Darling, darling,". echoed a voice, but hoarse and
faltering. "I am here ! drifted back on the wreck of
early hopes, to the old familar spot. A hundred times
I have been tempted to seek you, and throw myself at
your feet, and bathe them with my tears, and there seek
death, or your forgiveness. A mortal chill freezed my
courage ; my knees trembled, but dared not bend ; the
words expired on my tongue, and my heart could find no
assurance of your forgiveness. It was too well aware of
its guilt, and yet I could not avoid it-crime and remorse

walked conjointly upon it-and without knowing what
my fate would be, I floated about in an insupportable
doubt between the hope of clemency and the fear of chas-
tisement. Punish me ; it is your duty ; but if you are
not beyond the reach of mercy; I implore your forgive-
ness. Will you give me back the heart that I have so much
wronged ; and the affections which I have so basely cru-
eified ?"

I
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I raised my eyes dreamingly, and the speaker was kneel-

ing before me. A quick vibration of light, cold and daz-
zling as the night gleam of the aurora borealis passed over

his features.
"Oh ! Oscar," said I, "have you come to torment

my soul unto death ? Mock me not in my despair, I pray
you, but leave me alone to my grief."

"No, no," said he, "Ihave come to heal the wound,

and bind up the broken heart of my poor wounded dove.

I often visit.this spot myself, and to-day I chanced to be
strolling in this direction when I heard the familiar sound

of your voice,' and-and-saw you kneel and kiss this

sacred little root, and I thought, unworthy as I am, one

spark of loveand forgiveness might perchance be hid-

den in your bosom. And yet, no matter how unworthy

I may have been of trust, my love for you at least has

never faltered or changed. .You can never understand

what I have suffered in standing afar off, and daring to

advance a claim which I had so justly forfeited."

I bowed my head on his nerveless hands, and my na-

ture took on her new allegiance ; the very sound of his

voice, low, and slightly tremulous at times, vibrated through
my whole being as no sound either of speech or music

had ever done before.
I felt the power won' from the electric shock of the

clashing chains of Cupid's wiles, which rendered every fac-

ulty of my being as responsive to his will, " as the key
of the lute to the master's player."

The odor of the muscadines, the murmuring streams,
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the clouds that flaked the heavens, the -plaintive song of
the nightingale, that enchanted the silence of the hour-
all rose up to witness the scene. Glorified by the shine
of falling tears, that fell and glistened, was the little
root, -sP. the two lovers knelt with clasped hands to renew
the broken vow, and linked again the chain that had been
torn a sunder.

Was this all that had witnessed the scene? No ! The
first sound that came after the heavenly peace, rustled
faintly like a passing breeze over the grave of buried hope;
though no longer buried ; it had risen and broken the
bars of death.

It was a peace like that, one sometimes hopes to find in
the silent grave, when weary of the jar, the tears, the
trials, the sorrows of existence. The storm had done its
worst ; sails and mast, and pennon had been torn away
from the graceful bark in the struggle with the elements,
till at last it had sunk fathomless deep, out of the reach
of storm, or wind, resting peacefully at length amid the
coral shore.

The third speaker came tripping out through the dark
silver-edged foliage of the forest, throwing her arms around
us and passionately exclaimed: " God bless you my chil-
dren, and may no earthly power ever again break this
solemn vow."

" Oh ! Dora," said I, for the intruder was no other
than Dora Mansfield ; "I am happy once more, but how
came you here ? I am bewildered with thoughts--I must
be dreaming--I am too happy, for it to last long."
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"Yes, my child," said my cousin Hattie. "You are

dreaming, and your dreams must have been mingled with

pain for you have beeit sitting up in bed holding on to

my hands'and crying as if your heart would break. But

pray tell me, Lenore, what you were dreaming of ?"

Oh! I1 was dreaming, I was dreaming,

Of joys I once could call my own ;

Dreaming of eyes that met my gaze

Through the dusky'shadows of by-gone days.

Dreaming of words that filled my ear,
When the form of a lover lingered near;

Dreaming of word he said to me,

While standing beneath the old pine tree.

Dreaming of vows so solemnly spoken;

Dreaming of vows that now are broken;

Dreaming of lovely woodvine bowers ;
Dreaming of pathways strewed with flowers.

But now I'm waking, oh ! I'm waking,

To another day of toil and pain ;

But there's a thought that cheers me still-

A thought that night will come again.
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CHAPTERWXX VI.

THE WOUNDED DOVE IS BLEEDING AGAIN.

SUPPOSE Oscar Brandon is up again," said
my cousin Jasper. " Did he not write to you
that he was coming to see you, and give you
an explanation?"

" Yes, he did, but he does not seem to be up to his
word."

" It takes a man with honor to come up to his word,"
said he huskily-" not such a cowardly hyena like Oscar
Brandon, whose aspirations tend no higher than to in-
gratiate himself into a woman's affections, and after he
finds that he has won her, trample her beneath his feet
-though I think it will be the best thing for you if you
never marry him; and I am really angry at you, Lenore,
for giving way to your feelings as you have. The
rascally cur should never have known that you cared so
much for him, for he is beneath the notice of a good
yard-dog ; everybody looks down upon him with, con-
tempt since lie treated you in this manner-and he was
not appreciated very highly before, I assure you. If he
did not have any money, he would stand a poor showing
-and that wont keep him up long, for, from what I
have heard, it is nearly gone-and I would not give him
fifty cents, an acre for. his land; and whoever marries
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Oscar Brandon for his money, will surely be disappointed.

I heard this morning that he was to be married soon to a

Miss Waldon ; but she is perfectly ignorant of his en-

gagempht with you--but I guess when she finds it out,'

she will send him afloat.

For an instant the room reeled before my eyes and

grew blank. I felt as if an earthquake had rent the solid

foundation. I was fast forgetting where I was, what

had happened, what was to follow ; my senses seemed to

be failing-but something came to my aid. I must not

surrender. It was a sharp agony that followed, like that

experienced by those afflicted with certain vital disease,

which last but a breathing space, since flesh and blood

could not endure another second longer.

Nobody had observed me. I was quite myself, now,

and I spoke without hesitation.

"Well, lie is at liberty to marry whom he chooses; but

I am going to have an interview with him before to-

morrow night, for he has .to explain to me why he has

treated me in this manner : justice demands it of him.

If I had ever given him any cause to treat me in this

manner, I would have borne it in silence, and alone,

and spent the remainder of my wretched life in solitude ;

but I have never given him any cause whatever, and it

is more than I will stand."

At the hour of twelve, silence had spread her mantle

over the whole household, save the shrill, small winding

horns of the insects that roam the stilly night ; but sleep

had not yet brought her blessed dew to seal the eyelids of
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all beneath that roof. It was indeed a sleepless night to
me, and I spent it in walking my chamber, and now and
then would kneel down and pray. Long after midnight I
was lulled to sleep by the ,dismal and melancholy mourn-ing of a screech-owl, whose wild and wailing cries seemed
indeed as sad and despairing as my own.

When morning came, it found me firm in my. re-
solution ; and in a few hours I wasseated in the carriage
and on my way to C--, where I called in at Mrs.
Peabody's, who lived in the outskirts of the town and was
a near neighbor of Oscar's mother.

"Bessie, is Osear Brandon in town ?" said I to Mrs.
Hartford, the m4rried daughter of Mrs. Peabody, who
had just stepped in to pay her mother a call.

" Yes, Lenore," said she, "I think I saw him as I
passed the house."

"'Well, Bessie, my object in coming here, this morn-
ing, is to see him-and how shall I do it ?-you know I
do not visit his mother."

"Well, I'll tell you what you can do, Lenore-vou can
send for him to come over here, if you wish to see him."

"Will you go for him, Bessie ?-don't say, No ; for I
must see him before I leave this place."

" Yes, Lenore," said she, looking at me curiously.
"Well, go," said I; " tell him I want to see him once

more, and I will never ask to see him again"-and I
burst into a fit of weeping.

"Dear Lenore," said Bessie, who seemed very much
moved at my distress, " why do you weep so ? Dry
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your tears, and tell me what i' the matter, and then I will

know better how to proceed. Is your marriage broken

up?"
" Yes-yes ; his family has gained the ascendency

over him; he has deceived me-I am a victim to a con-

spiracy."
".I thought it very strange, when he refused to pay

that little account of yours the other day, after promising

the merchant that he would do it-and I am surprised

yet, for I did not think that he would do such a mean

trick-and everybody in town knows it, too."

"Account? what account, Bessie?"

"Did he not promise to pay an account of ten dollars

for you?"
" Yes, yes; I had forgotten all about it. It was the

time Kate and I went to W-, to supply our bridal

wardrobe. I did not have money enough to fill my bill,

after reserving ten dollars to pay an account here, so

Oscar told me that I need not reserve any to pay that

account, that he would pay it himself, and to get what-

ever I wanted. And now he has refused to pay it, after

proposing and promising to do it. Well, well, poor mani,

has he lost all the honor he ever had?,"

"Ah ! Lenore, he never had any to lose, ,and it is to

be hoped that you do not love him now, after treating

you in that manner."

'' Yes, Bessie ; it is somethingI don't know what-

I can't explain it. I love him, and y-t I hate him; J

adore him, yet I loathe him; I could kill him, yet I
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could die for him; and on the whole I am one of the
most miserable human creatures that ever lived."

"No, no, Lenore," said she; "there are thousands,
who would consider your position happy to what theirs
is. You have only been a little disappointed, and you
will soon get over that ; but I had better go before he
leaves--he was speaking of going into the country, to-
day."

In a few minutes I saw Bessie entering the house, as
I walked to and from the window to ,the fireplace, await-
ing impatiently the return of my messenger.

The minutes seemed to spin themselves into an in-
definite length ; moments seemed to multiply themselves
as in geometrical progression.

Bessie returned in a few minutes, and brought the sad
news that he could not come; that his mother would be
watching him through the window ; and that he wanted
to see me, and yet he did not want to see me.

When these tidings reached my ears, that I was no
longer to see the only one that I had ever loved, I felt as
one stricken with lightning ; a cold shiver seized my
frame; my heart recoiled in my bosom, and I felt as
though the hot August atmosphere had suddenly changed
into an icy wind.

I seemed to be riding upon a tornado of destruction,
a whirlwind of sorrow and of anguish, which seemed to
drive anything like order from my mind. My hands
were tightly clenched, my heart was on fire, and again
eason was driven from its throne,
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I arose, thoughtless and reckless, and started with

precipitate steps, to venture into his mother's house, and

beg him to take my life, for it seemed to be nearly spent

-but I was prevented by the family, whom I afterwards

thanked for their kind consideration ; for all my pride

had vanished-had died with my hopes.
I had indeed prayed and struggled to be weaned from

Oscar and the world ; yet still my affections tied me down

to earth. Heaven had still a rival in my heart, though

I tried earnestly to forget him, and fix my eye upon the

eternal world. But I viewed it at too great a distance.

I had deceived myself ; I fancied I had borne my troubles

so well for the pure love of Christ. But I have since

found it was only a faint ray of hope that I still enter-

tained. I cherished a hope that Oscar and I would meet

again; that our separation was not' final ; and that the

angel of terrestrial light might yet dip the tip of its

its wings in the ocean of bliss, and baptize me with the

fluttering of his pinions. And that hope had too great a

share in reconciling me to my troubles.

Hope, indeed, is a sweet siren, and yhen it fixes its

abode in our bosom, the sad aspects of ;ife are blotted

from the sight, and the eye catches bright glimpses of the

morrow ; the heart flies to it when oppresed by sorrow,

and with a smile bids the rude tempest cease. Its anchor

is the anchor of peace. Its heavenly light can make

every shade of sadness pleasing to the eye, by fixing the

sight upon future bliss, and changing anguish to eue.

It bids the thoughts of the poet to aspire ; it breathes Wu
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influence over his verses, and adds to their celestial fire.
It bids the anxious bosom of the ambitious to glow, by
holding on to him prospects of climbing the steep ascent
of fame. Its magic power can calm the grief of absence.
It charms the lever's eye with dear delusion, and strews
upon her pathway flowers she thinks too bright to die.
It soothes her pensive breast with fair visions, and re-
moves-poignant sadness from her aching heart, to supply
its place with a gay smile and dazzling happiness. To
all classes, and in every scene of life, hope is radiant sun-
shine to the soul.

BLIGHTED HOPE.

Upon my brow Hope had a seat,
And gentle zephyrs played around;
And birds of fairest plumage sang
Their ministerial song.

But olt! how sadly changed the-scene
My youthful fancy painted bright;
A cloud obscured that happy dream,
And sunny days were turned to night.

The vision soon did pass away,
And ministers of dark despair,
Like spectres froi the shades of hell,
Did place within a viper there.

My hopes were high, my spirit free,If Anticipations bright;
But sorrow came and dimmed my sky,
And turned my fairest day to night.

The flower of hope did.wither,
It's was but a brand ;
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The leaves faded from my view,
And turned to ashes in my hand.

Weary are the passing hours
That once to me were bright and gay ;
For now my hopes, like faded flowers,

,No longer bloom, but fade away.

Thorns and thistles there did spring,
And pierced the heart that once was gay ;

Despair was written on my brow,
And darkness seems to crown my day.

Alas! alas ! I might have known

That vision was too bright to last;
The golden dream at last has flown,
My earthly hopes of peace are past.

Great God, dispel this awful gloom,
And let not this grim visage last,
And forbid it, Great Jehohah, Lord,
Thatthe future should be like the past.
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CHAPTER -XXVII.

THE LITTLE CHAIR.

URING this painful scene, Colonel Raymont,fla cousin of mine' who resided in the village,
was sent for.

" Lenore, Lenore, my child," said he, coming
gently up to me, and unclasping my hands that were con-
vulsively clinched together ; " you should not, and must
not, yield to your feelings as you do, for if you continue
in this way your mind will be totally ruined. You know
that insanity is one of our family's great misfortunes,
and indeed a sad propensity. And you should try to
avoid it. Oscar Brandon is not worthy of you, and I
think it is one of the greatest blessings that was ,ever be-
stowed upon you that you lost him, and you ought to bless
that Proyidence which permitted him to break the con-
tract. : Had you married him, his ill-usage would have
caused you more trouble than his infidelity, and I would.
not destroy my happiness for a man with as little princi-
ple as Oscar Brandon ; as for me, I hail rather follow
you to your grave than to see you married to him now.
I could have told you this long ago, but I knew you were
like all other girls when they get in love ; old scratch
could not make you believe but Oscar Brandon was a
lump of perfection. But I trust, Lenore, this trouble will II

prove to be a great benefit to you in the, future. It is an

old but true saying, that " experience is a dear teacher."

And now I want you to make up your mind that you

wont allow yourself to feel disappointed, but rather be

rejoiced that Providence has saved you from a miserable

life. There is a way to make Oscar Brandon suffer, and

if I were you, I would do it-your friends will sustain

you, and I will stand by you till the last. So just wipe

your tears now ; and if you will take my advice you will

one day be happy : if you don't, you will be miserable.
We all have our troubles, and have them to bear, and there

Is no way to escape them only through the ,gate of the

grave."
His words of kind encouragement sank like a sunbeam

.into my heart, and my overwhelming grief was calmed

into a gentle flowing of tears, and those tears washed away

the last of my bright dreams.

Hast ever seen a withered rose

Beneath some footstep crushed ?
Hast ever seen a harp-string broken,

And its silvery music hushed.

So looked the lonely Lenore,
When the fearful mood was past;

Those sweet tears were blessed things,
Although they were the last.

The Colonel was one of those individuals who knew

nothing. of the up-stairs self-estimation which is often felt

by some weak, ignorant persons. He never forgot a f a-

miliar face, or neglected to give a kind word, even to the

enable, and possessed tle merit of good principles. ie

Ii
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had a manly form, but in his heart was a woman's sym-
pathies ; he was ever ready to wipe the tears and smooth
the path of his fellow creatures. He wiped mine away as
I told him my sad story, with "A Word, and a Tear."
I saw myself in the large mirror that adorned the mantle-
piece, and felt for the first time as if all this was some
dreadful dream. I felt calm, cold, and apathetic. In
me there was a tranquillity of agony-a quiet unresisting
submission-a gentle bowing of the neck to the stake.

. I was lying on the bed trembling as one with ague,
and sharp pains darting through my head, while around
it was a large white towel which my cousin had dipped in
cold water and applied to my head to cool my aching
brow.

I.heard a footstep, and the next moment little Rose
came tripping into the room and said, "Here is a note
for you, Miss Lenore."

I took the note and read it. It was from Oscar's
mother.

Would not the reader be pleased to know the contents
of that note ? I suppose so, and therefore will tell you,
but I hope not to weary your impatience.

During my stay with my aunt Fibby, she and Oscar

visited some of their relations, and were absent for several
days ; when my aunt Marian Norwood, together with my

cousin Ralph Horton, remained with me until they re-
turned.

One night that Ralph had gone out to spend a few
hours with one Qf his friends, my brain being full of mis
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chief, I proposed to my aunt, to have some fun. So my

aunt Marian, who was always up to something funny, or

to something that she thought the young folks would en-

joy, sanctioned the motion.

My aunt Fibby had a little chair Oscar used to sit in

when he was a baby, which was about twenty-five years

ago. We took the chair and wrapped the table-cloth

around it, and set it upon the gate-post to frighten

Ralph when he would come back. In a few minutes we

were apprised of his arrival by the firing of his pistol.

He had shot the ghost.

" There now, cousin Lenore," said little Charley, "I

told you so- And if you hid put yourself in place of the

chair as you intended doing, you would now have been

dead."
"Yes, Charley," said I, " you are a little lump of prv-

idence any way, and if I had not followed your advice, I

would now have been as dead as a hammer, for I had no

idea that Ralph would shoot ; but "a miss is as good as

a mile." And we all sailed out to see the fun, and met

Ralph laughing over the victory he had won.

"Well," said he, your ghost has received a mortal

wound, and I expect old Fibby will cut up didoes and

double extras when she comes home and finds her chair

shot."

"Well," said I, laughing, "' if I were her, I would not

care if it was shot to Halifax, for they say it is the very

chair old Brandon knocked her down with. when she

threw his fine hat in the fire."

I'

The Little Chair.
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After examining the chair, we found that Ralph had
exaggerated. It was not mortally wounded, for only one
ball had passed through its leg, and shivered off a small
piece, but the chair was not injured at all.

The reader will no doubt be surprised when he is in-
formed that the contents of Aunt Fibby's note, was an ac-
count, sent in Oscar Brandon's own handwriting, charging
me three dollars for the chair which was then twenty-eight
years old, and had been shot for over two years.

I told Rose to go back and tell him that I-did not have
any money .to pay for the chair, but he should not lose it ;
that I would send him my bridal wreath and he could sell
it and keep the money. "It is well worth the chair,"
said I, " it cost me five dollars."

Just at night I could see little Rose come tripping
back.

"Well, what will you have now ?" said Mary, the house

girl.
" Miss Fibby sent me after a chunk of fire," said Rose,

who seemed mortified at the thoughts of telling her busi-
ness, for the other servants had insulted her dignity by
giving her the title of a fire chunk.

" Here is some matches," said Mary,. looking some-
what displeased, "you must not be carrying fire over
town so much ; you will set things afire."

Rose took the matches and scampered off. The next
morning Rose was back again after another chunk of
fire.

" Why, are you back again after more fire. Didn't I

r
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give you some matches ? What have you done with

them ?"
" Miss Fibby took them and hid'um, and said there was

no use in striking matches when fire was so near by."

" Well, well," said Mary, as she turned Rose out at

the door with her chunk, "I do wish the good people of

the town would fling in and buy the poor woman some

matches ; if they don't, one of these nights they will wake

up and find themselves too warm."
As soon as my feelings permitted me, I returned home

and took charge of my school. My love for Oscar Bran-

don was now vanished and gone, and another passion

usurped its place-ambition now "walked the chambers

of my soul, and made love its vassal."

The Little Chair.
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CHAPTER XXVIII.

THE FLIGHT.

FEW days after Oscar Brandon received the
message, he showed himself into my aunt
Margaret Raymond's residence.

"1Good morning," said he, as' he walked
into the room with a fiendish smile playing around his
mouth, and lips as white as ashes.

My aunt and cousin gave him a very cold good Morn-
ing, and he braced himself back in a chair without an
invitation, at the same time asking -the news of the
day.

"I have no news that would interest you," she replied,
coldly, "I heard some this morning, but I presume they
would not be interesting to you, nor would they be very,
pleasant to your ears.

" What is it? " said he, as the doughy whiteness .of
his face changed into a scarlet.

" I presume, sir, your conscience has told you already
what I am about to say ; or, are you, sir, made up with-
out a conscience ? I think you must be, or you would
never have treated Lenore Parolee in- the way that you
have. I suppose you have deceived her after being en-
gaged to her for two years, yet I am not at all surprised,
for I had been looking for it all the while, as you always

carde premunt, aliud ore pronunt. I knew you too

well, and if Lenore had known you as well as I did, she

would never have engaged herself to you." , ,
"1Yes," said Lilian, "I am surprised at Lenore for

engaging herself to you, for she might have known how
it would have turned out. But, poor girl, she loved you,
yes, loved you with a love that you are not worthy of.

You ingratiated yourself *into her love by months,, and

even by years of attention ; you won her heart; and
then, when in all its purity, it rested on your honor, you

mocked its sacred affections, laughed to scorn its virtue

and its truth."
" Well," said he, " one's mother can have a great in-

fluence over them."
"Ah ! that is no excuse for you, Oscar Bandon.

You know that you had a mother when you engaged
yourself to Lenore Parolee, and you know, too, what
kind of a woman she was. You knew that Lenore was
poor, and that your mother would not consent to your
marriage, yet, if you had married her, you would not

have stooped, for if there was any condescension-in the

estimation of other people-it was on Lenore's side.

Everybody knew you, Oscar Brandon, but Lenore Paro-

lee, and it is a strange thing that she did not find you
out sooner ; but I suppose her love for you hid -all your

faults, notwithstanding, we all have our false nature

more'or less. But, Oscar Brandon, you have acted the

wolf's in sheep clothing to perfection, and any man that

would act as you have, would pay no regard for an oath,

U
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and I say, sir, I would not trust you with my smoke-house
keys. You engaged yourself to her, merely to gratify
your vanity-a brutal gratification, indeed, the triumph
over the weakness of a woman, whose greatest fault was
that she loved you."

" Yes," said my aunt,." and you, or any other man
that would treat a helpless orphan, as you have Lenore
Parolee, deserve to be hung like a dog. I say helpless,
-as she is-for she has no father or mother to look to
for protection ; if she had had -a father, you would not
have treated her in this manner. Poor thing, I would
not be surprised if she ' were to commit suicide ; if she
does, your soul will be stained with her blood."

"Yes," said Oscar, "when I left C - , she was
screaming and crying as if her heart would break, and it
seemed that it would take my life."

" Listen 'to what I tell you, Oscar Brandon," said she,
" justice will overtake you and your conspiracy, and re-
tribution will surely come upon you. You will yet cower
under the vengeance of the Almighty God."

And Lilian, who had been sitting in silence while the
conversation was going on between my aunt and Oscar,
rose from her seat in a high passion. Her eyes sparkled ;
her complexion was scarlet with passion, as she ex-
claimed,-

" You are her murderer, Oscar Brandon ! and her blood
will rise against you on the day of Judgment-the'black
catalogue of your own guilt will sound the terrible sen-
ence of your condemnation at the last awful hour."
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And she threw herself back in her chair, and covered

her face with her hands, and burst in a passion of tears.

" Poor girl, poor girl," she murmured, " will her troubles
never end ? I hope that God will sustain her-and I be-

lieve he will. I believe there is something in store for

that pure and noble-hearted girl, and you will yet see

the day that you would be proud to claim her for your
wife.

" Lilian," said Oscar, " I love. Lenore Parolee, and

I expect to love her as long as I live, and I never expect
to see her safer."

" Suffer ! suffer ! " exclaimed Lilian Horton, sarcasti-

cally, " do you think that Lenore Parolee would receive

a favor at your hands ? No, not to save your life. She

has too much of the McClain blood coursing through her

veins. You may crucify her affections, you may man-
gle her heart, and perhaps take her life, but you will

never quench the pride and ambition she inherited from

her ancestors.
And the conversation was dropped. Dinner was an-

nounced,'of which Oscar ate very heartily, and took his

departure. That night he made his appearance in C_,

but no eye saw him save his mother's. His expectations

however, were not realized, for he was under the impres-

sion that he would either hear of my death or insanity,

and felt very, much disappointed in finding that neither

had happened, for he was almost confident that one or

the other would take place. Then he could triumph

over one victim ; he could boast that hel had laid one

I
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fair form on the bleak shores of the Great Hereafter.
But finding that the wounded dove had hushed its mourn-
ing, and had folded its wings in sleep to dream of the
bitter past,---assisted by his mother, he speedily made
his arrangements, and in a few hours was on his way to
wv-.

THE BROKEN CHAIN.

Fare thee well, deceitful man,
Our life-paths widely apart may lay ;
But my prayer for you will ever be,
Where'er your wandering feet may stray.

I trusted once, and loved you dearly,
My heart had never loved before;
But now I see my error clearly,
And you and I must meet no more.

And here our paths diverge forever,
Parting now can give no pain ;
Fare thee well! and if we never
Chance to meet in life again, .

Some day, mark me, thou'lt remember,
Where your roses scattered lie;
In thy life's cold, bleak December,
Her you spurned in days gone by.

Go thy way ; thy smiles deceitful
Will never again distract my brain;
And the hand once burnt in touching,
Never plays with fire again.

Fare thee well ; thou hast deceived me;
Well, indeed, didat act thy part.
OnceI trusted and believed thee,
Now I cast thee from my heart.
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alone, and I am going to have it, if my life has to pay
the forfeit. And I presume by the time he goes through
the process of a breach of promise suit, he will spend as
many sleepless hours as I have."

" Well, Lenore," said he, " you are more spunky than
I thought you were. That is right ; give it to him-I
don't blame you ; he deserves it, for it is no more than
right that he should be made to suffer. Go ahead, you
have a plenty of friends, and they will sustain you."

" Yes, Cousin Jasper," said I, " Iknow that I have
some steady, untiring, and devoted friends, who will cry
with cheering voices, 'God speed you with a happy voy-
age, and safe port,' while there will be others who will
try to crush me beneath the wave. But I will 'buckle on
my armor of faith' and battle with a brave heart, and
may the breeze of heaven fan my victory."

In a few hours I was at C-, seated in my cousin
Fred. Chesterfield's. parlor awaiting the arrival of my
counsel.

" Lenore, are you not excited ?" said my cousin Lorena
Chesterfield, who seemed tobe sympathizing with me in
my calamitous situation.

" No, Cousin Lou," said I, " not in the least, I feel
more composed than I have for months, for I have seen
so much trouble, and my heart and soul have been so
lacerated, it would take a volcano to move me. My
heart has become perfectly consolidated, and it make no
difference to me whether I live or die. But I would pre-
fer death, if I could not avenge my wrongs ; yet there
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are some wrongs that cannot be avenged, and this is one.

Oscar Brandon can never be made to suffer as I have."

"Do you think you will gain the suit ?"

"Yes, I am confident of that, but whether I will re-

cover anything afterwards, I am not able to say. I -

know one thing, I will run him to all the cost I can. His

money is not what I am after, it is revenge, and I have
no way to get revenge only by depriving hini of his peace

of mind, his sweet repose, and the idol that he has been

trained to worship."

"Well, I don't blame you,; for he has caused you a
great deal of trouble, but it is not right to cherish such

feelings,'and you ought to have a more forgiving heart."

"<Ah ! cousin Lou, revenge is sweet, thought it has

been justly said that 'revenge rest only in the bosom of

fools, and its fruits are bitter;' 'that by kindness and

forgiveness we may obtain a far more glorious and tri-

umphant victory over our enemies, and enjoy the un-

speakable happiness' of obtaining the precepts of, our

blessed Redeemer.' But it takes something besides kind-

ness and forgiveness to touch Oscar Brandon's heart, and

if there is anything trying to his soul it is the touching

of his pocket-book, and if you don't believe me, I will

give you an illustration. He rode five miles one night to

a party in the neighborhood, and on his arrival, he was

informed that he had to buy a twenty-five cent entrance

ticket ; so he wheeled about and started for home."

"Well, well," said she, " I knew Oscar Brandon was

tight, but I had no idea that he was as stingy as all that,
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and I guess it will go pretty hard with him. But don't
you reckon it will kill his mother?"

" No," said I, '" she will never lose sight of this earthly
world, as long as she can see the eye of an eagle on a

- quarter of a dollar."
"Ah ! Lenore, I would not be surprised if you and,

Oscar did make friends and get married after all."
" No, Cousin Lou, never, never. There is nothing that

would induce me to marry that man now. For I hate
him beyond all expression. Respect once lost dethrones
love, and mine for him is buried too deep for resurrec-
tion."

By this time my counsel had arrived ; I felt somewhat
embarrassed at first, though it did not last long ; and as
soon as my gaze met the face of those two noble and
amiable counselors, every unpleasant feeling vanished
away ; for in their face I read feelings of the most pro-
found respect and sympathy. Never did old " Solomon,
when, on some fairispring morning, his mild broad disk
arose upon our Godly earth, shine with more complac-
ency," than did these two noble advisers-Colonel McKay
and Parson Stewart. And feeling that I was striving in
a just cause, I chose in my heart a wiser and better coun-
selor-the Great Counselor of the world-whose omni-
presence is over all.

"«All are but parts of one stupendous whole,
Whose body nature is, and God the soul ;
That change through all, and yet in all the same,
Great i4 the earthy as in the eternal frame,
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Warm in the sun, refresh in the breeze;
Glow in the stars, and bloom in the trees ;
Live through all life, extend through all extent,
Spread undivided, operate unspent.
Breathe in our soul, form our mortal part

As full, as perfect, in a hair as heart,
As full, as perfect, in vile man that mourns
As the rapt seraph that adores and burns,
To Him no high, no low, no great, no small,
He fills, He bounds, connects, and equal all.

I felt that the Almighty's arm would sustain me,

and I prayed as David did when he prayed for the con-

fusion of his enemies :

"Plead my cause, 0, Lord, with them that strive with

me, fight against them that fight against me."

"Take hold of shield and buckler, and stand up for
mine help."

"Let them that are my enemies wrongfully rejoice over

me: neither let them wink with their eye that hate me

without a cause."
" Judge me, 0, Lord my God, according to Thy right-

eousness ; and let them knot rejoice over me."

"Let them be ashamed and brought to confusion to-

gether that rejoice over me."

" Let them be clothed with shame and dishonor that

magnify themselves against me."

"Render unto them, 0, Lord, and recompense ac-

cording to the work of their hands."
After a short interview with my counsel, I returned

home in better spirits.. They pledged their honor to
14

0
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plead my cause, although there was an obstacle in the
way. What evidence had I to testify that he had de-
ceived me? He had neyer told me that he was not goifig
to marry me, either by letter, or in the presence of any
one. I did not know at that time that he had made an
open confession of his infidelity to my aunt and cousin.
What should I do? Of course I followed my lawyer's ad-
vice, and wrote to Oscar immediately, without making
known to him my intentions, and asked him to tell me
plainly his determination, and I would never mention the
subject to him again; or I would have an interview with
him if I had to go to his boarding-house to see him, that
Justice demanded an explanation. In a few days I
received an answer in flaming letters, which was cut in all
sorts of darts, dashes, dittoes, semiquavers, extraordina-
ries, and fluradiddles. And this met my approbation.

COUSIN ]ENORE--

I have well considerd the matter ; I do not love you, and I
hope you will consider me only as a cousin. I don't wish to cor-
respond any more on the subject. You can write me friendly
letters, if you feel disposed to do so.

Yours Respectfully, OSCAR BRANDON.

"«Full oft have letters caused the writer
To curse the day they were inditer,"
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that of Simeon, when she held in her arms the infant
Saviour ?

Or is the question, whether woman exerts an equally
important influence over the character and destinies of
our race ? This can scarcely be a question to one famil-
iar with the records of Paradise and Bethlehem. Al-
though she was tempted by the father of all evil, violated
the law of God, and caused her husband to violate it,
whereby he lost his seat in Paradise, and doomed his
descendants to toil, and suffering, and death -yet if
she was first in transgression, she was first in the breach.
She stood by the expiring Saviour when boasting Peter
and the other disciples had forsaken their Lord and

- Master. She was last at the tomb to embalm his sacred
body, and first to discover that He had burst the bars of
death.

Oh ! the priceless value of the love of a pure woman ;
and yet her loveliness is uncrowned, till piety scatters
around the sweetness and power of her charms.

" Great, indeed, is the task assigned to woman." But
not to make laws, not to lead armies, not to govern em-
pires-but to inspire those principles, inculcate those doc-
trines, to animate those sentiments, which generations yet
unknown, and nations yet uncivilized, will learn to
bless. Soften firmness into mercy, allay the anguish of
the mind by her tenderness, disarm passion, visit the
couch of the tortured sufferer, the prison o deserted
friend, the cross of the rejected Saviour-these are the
theaters on which her great triumph has been achieved.

Oh ! the love of a pure woman !-time cannot mar its
brilliancy, distance strengthens its influence ; bolts and
bars cannot limit its progress ; it follows the prisoner
into his dark cell-she loves him yet, though the world
has turned coldly from him. Still, as disease lays its
hand heavily upon the strong frame and sorrow wrings
the proud heart of man, she, the help-meet, if faithful to
her allotted work, is at his side, teaching him to bend to
the storms of life, that he may not be broken. by them ;

humbly stooping herself, that she may remove from his
path every stone of stumbling, and gently lead him on-

ward and upward to a Divine Consoler, with whose
blessed ministrations the necessities of a more timid spirit
and a feebler physical organization have made her fa-

miliar.
The couch made by the hand of the loved one is soft

to his wear limbs ; the pillows, carefully adjusted by the
same hand, bring repose to his fevered brain, and her

words of kind encouragement revive the sinking spirit.

It would almost seem that God, compassionating wo-
man's great frailty, had planted this jewel in her breast,
which like a tender flower, expands its fragrance to all

around, till transplanted to bloom in the Paradise of God,
where immortal flowers forever bloom,-and crystal wa-

ters gush forth from exhaustless fountains.

" 0, say not woman's love is bought
With vain and empty treasures ;

0, say not woman's heart is caught
By every idle pleasure."
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CHAPTER XXXI.

TIE WANDERING SPIRIT.

UGUST with its parching suns and poisonous
breath has passed away, and October, wist-
ful-eyed and scarlet-crowned, trailed her gor-
geous garments with queenly bearing, and the

frost-king in its train was beginning in silence to forge
fetters for the running brooks, and the gentle current of
life that flowed through the veins, of the forest, kis-
sing the tender leaves, searing them for the tomb, and
severing them froth the parent tree. Drifted to their
destiny, they breathed forth a sound as of spirits whis-
pering from another world, and died away beyond the
present in a low wail of sympathy for blighted dorm.

Every plant and flower, every shrub and tree, were
arrayed in their autumnal robe of green and yellow.

It was on the night of the tenth of October, when the
nights were cool and pleasant, and the pure air made the
whole face of creation fresh and pure, that I was alone
in my chamber, perfectly calm and tranquil in mind,
where but a few weeks before I almost felt the sting of
death.

I lay upon my bed absorbed in thoughts, living in the
past by a knowledge of its history, and in the future by
hope and anticipation.
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"How sweet the pillow ! how sacred the midnight
hour ! how suited to calm the human mind for holy con-
templation and prayer !"

It is there the world is shut out ; there reflection

enforces attention, there we analyze our plans of busi-
ness, and judgments are more settled ; we discover what
is wrong, and abandon it, and are more strongly con-
firmed in what is right ; the wicked are often conquered

by reflection, and nobly resolve to forsake their wicked-

ness ; it often cools burning revenge, and drives anger
from the heaving bosom.

At all times, night. is the emblem of repose ; bnt to

me it invited to serious thoughts.
The old clock upon the mantel piece, and the chanti-

cleer's shrill crowing were telling the hour of midnight,
but I had not yet closed my eyes for sleep.

The Queen of Night, attended by her starry host,
moved proudly. through the arching vaults of Heaven, and
cast her mild radiance over a scene so lately wrapped in

awful gloom, and tranquillity again reigned, where the
elements waged terrific battle-and the wounded dove had

found a pleasant retreat from the tyrant rays of the tro-
pical sun.

The noisy world was hushed in sleep, and riot had re-

clined its weary head.
.I"Is it not a good time to drop a word and a tear ?"

I thought. Acting upon this, I sprang out of bed, but
what could I do ?-I had no matches in my room-no

paper, no ink. So I unlocked my room door very softly,

t

The Wandering Spirit.
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and tip-toed out of the room, for fear of disturbing
those who had been asleep for hours, with the intention
of stealing noiselessly to my cousin Mento's room for a
match. Yet I believe I made more noise than I ever did
in my life, for I knocked down several chairs, and came
near splitting my head against one of the posts in an ad-
joining room, that was not completed, as I had to pass
through several rooms to reach my cousin's.

After much pain, and a great deal of racket, I suc-
ceeded in getting my match, and if any one had been
passing the house, they might have told a terrible ghost
story.

I then had to go up stairs after pen and ink. I done
very well while going, and did not make a particle of
noise. I got my pen and ink, and started to descend,
but it did not take me long to get down ; I missed my
step and went head foremost down stairs ; just as I
reached the bottom, my head struck the end of a flower
bowl, that was lying at the foot of the stairs, and which
had been carelessly left there after the disposing of
its contents. My pen and ink flew in every direction.

" Well, well," said I, rubbing my head and elbow,
"if I keep on this way, there will be more blood than
tears, for some one of the household will shoot me for a
ghost, or say I am crazy."

I gathered up my writing materials, and retreated to
my room. Going to the book case, I took down an old
blank book, and cutting out the leaves that had been
written over, I seated myself comfortably, and com-
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menced writing my journal. My heart was full ofI fan-
cies, and the pen. did not linger upon the paper ; but as I

went on, my face saddened and brightened alternately
with every shade of feeling, whose confession I traced

upon the page. And at'the same time hoping that my
good readers will excuse its inferiority after receiving
such a blow, which scattered my faculties so badly, I
only collected a few of the shattered fragments.

My first was a piece of poetry, entitled "One Word,
and a Tear."

I write as the dove mourns, when it loses its mate,

because its heart is gushing over with sorrow and deso-

lation. I write as a child that has been wronged by its
companions, because while relating its calamity, its little

heart is so overflowing with grief, it drops oily one

word, and then a tear.

ONE WORD AND A TEAR.

I am lonely to-night, as I sit by my window,
All things are hushed, and no one is near;

But a soft gentle voice unto me now is speaking,
Thou shalt tell the story of "One Word and a Tear."

Yes, I am lonely to-night, as I-sit by my window,
The stars one by one in the blue dome appear;

And I list to no voice, saye the wind's gentle murmur
Which seems to whisper, "One Word and a Tear."

Will you listen unto me, while my story I relate,
Perhaps 'tis a story you would all like to hear ;

I pray don't get weary, but patiently wait,
For I'll tell it with a word and a tear.
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Once I had a dream, under a snow-ball bush,
Which made my heart quiver with fear ;

My lover dipped my pen in my own heart's blood,
For me to write "One Word and a Tear."

He looked so pure while kneeling there,
Beneath the little snow-ball tree ;

But little did I think the time would ever come,
When I'd tell it with a word and a tear.

Peihaps you may think that I am jesting,
But listen, my story you shall hear.

I dreamed that I was writing my'journal,
And the title was " A Word and a Tear."

'Twas after that, our love was linked---
And linked as I thought for life;

One day he whispered in my ear,
That I should be his wife.

But there cane one with stealthy steps,
Who poured abroad her wrath,

And trailed her deadly poison,
Across my sunny path.

My lover forsook me and turned to another,
And his name my heart can no longer revere.

He-said he would still continue my brother,
And this is my story of "<One Word and a Tear.'

I am tired now, and lonely, too,
And my wings are -nearly furled ;

My life does seem so sad and dreary,
I'm glad to quit this unfriendly world.

And when my soul has taken its flight
Far, ftr beyond each starry sphere,

Who'll remember the awful night,
When I told my sad story with a word and a tear?

a

CHAPTER XXXII.

THE MESSENGER.

m ENORE, your cousin Edgar Mansfield has
come," said my cousin Mento, "and I am in

hopes he will cheer you up. Why don't you go
_ down and see him ?"

" Who ? Edgar Mansfield ?" and I bounded out of the

room, and down stairs in a transport of joy--glad to see
my dear old friend once more, one in whose ,keeping I
had trusted all uiy secrets ; one whom I had loved as a
father, and who had watched over me as though I were a

daughter. But, alas, his grave face soon brought the

past to my memory, and there flashed across mg memory,
like the coruscations of a southern night, the happy hours
that Oscar apd I had spent together under his paternal
roof.' And then came over my heart, like a deluge of
cold, wild waters, all that I had suffered since the evening
Oscar took me from his house as his betrothed bride.

" Oh ! may oblivion come along and sweep away the
sad memory of the past."

After tea Edgar requested a private interview with me,
so we walked out on the piazza and took a seat, but my
'cousin Mento, who had heard a part of the conversation,
and who was keen and shrewd enough to make any law-
yer hunch up his shoulders, and scratch the back of his

0
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head, would not comply with the demands of etiquette any
longer, and came bouncing out of the room, and took a
seat near enough to choke it back, if I happened to say
anything that she had any idea would go against me in
the suit.

"Well, Lenore," said Edgar, " I have come after you.
Will you go home with me?"

"Edgar," said I, "I am sorry to say that I cannot go
this time, as my business affairs demand my immediate
attention. We are now preparing to send mother to the
lunatic asylum, and will start with her in a few weeks."

" Well, I am very sorry you cannot go, but as you can-..
not, I will deliver to you the message that was intrusted
in my care. I suppose you and Osear have fallen
out."

" You can call it what you please," said I, "but there
has been no falling out on my side. Oscar Brandon is
the traitor, he has deceived me, and has trampled my sa-
cred affections with remorseless power beneath his feet."

"I was very much surprised and grieved'at your mis-
fortune," said he pityingly.

"Misfortune! do not call it a misfortune; for I deem
it a blessing, and thank my stars, and bless their lustre
that I was withheld from marrying such a man."

" Well, well," said he, leaning back in his chair, " I
would not for the world this had happened. He is at my
house now, and seemsfo be in a great deal of trouble-.
and upon my word I believe that the man will go crazy.
He says that you have sued him for breach of promise,
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but the writ has not been served on him yet ; he only
knows what wasrumored to him, and is in hopes that it
is nothing but a false rumor. He is afraid to come to

C-, and begs to know your determination. He also

requestedme to advise you to drop the suit ; and I do

think that it would be best for you both to make up and
get married. God knows if I had my way I would bring
you together before to-morrow night."

'"No, Edgar," said 41, " that will never be ; for I

would suffer death rather than to marry Oscar Brandon
now. Tell him that I said, that when I sent for him to

come to see me ; when I prayed, for the privilege of seeing
him once more-and perhaps for the last time on earth,

as I then thought-he sent me word that he could not

come, that his mother iyould be watching him through the

window. And tell him if he wishes to know whether he

is sued or not, to come to C- and he will soon find

out. You'will also tell him that his mother is yet stand-

ing at the window, and I am sure she will not let her boy

get hurt. But, Edgar, you, whom I took to be-my warm-

est and best friend, seem to have turned against me, and
are taking sides with Oscar Brandon."

"'No, Lenore," said he, " I am not taking sides with

him, I am no advocate in his cause, and if you think so,
you wrong me; for I love you as tenderly as if you were

a sister, and all I want is a reconciliation. I want the

'thing compromised if there is any way to bring it
about."

" But, Edgar, he does not want the suit compromised;

_
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he only wants me to drop it and have nothing more to do
with it, that he may go like a brave fellow and wear the
laurel crown. But never will my humble efforts relax
until the crimson current ceases to flow through my veins.
For my resolution is firm ; and I am determined that my
enemies shall not triumph over me. And, Edgar, remem-
ber that you have a daughter whom you love as dearly as
your own life ; and you do not know how soon you may
be snatched from her side, leaving her to struggle through
the world alone. You do not know how soon her young
and innocent heart may be crushed and broken by some
ruthless hand, and she die bleeding from the cruel wound.
Just think for a'moment, Edgar, if such were the case,
would you not wish to rise from your grave and avenge
her wrongs ?"

" Yes, Lenore, certainly I would."
" Well,'then, let your reflections wander back to me, a

poor orphan girl, with no mother's eye to =pity,-no fath-
er's hand to stay ; then you will no longer be an advocate
in this unjust and unholy cause."

" Lenore," said Edgar, who seemed to be very much
mortified, "you accuse me wrongly, and, as I said be-
fore, I am no advocate in his cause. All that I have
done was through a pure motive, and I would not do you
a hair's breadth of injury, to save my own life, and if
you knew my heart, to-night you would not entertain
any thought of my being prejudiced against you."

"Yet, Edgar, your sympathy seems to lean toward
Oscar Brandon ; you pity him, and call him a poor fel-
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low, and say that it makes you sorry for him; you speak
so compassionately of his troubles, as though some one
had most atrociously imposed upon his decorum ; and have

not for the first time, mentioned my sorrows, nor given
me one sympathetic word-I, the very one to whom sym-
pathy is due ; and not to that profligate wolf, whose great-

est ambition was to destroy my peace and happiness, and
who, in the hour of my most bitter pain, when I could no

longer control my grief, nor conceal the arrow with which
he had pierced my heart, wrofe to me and told me not to

take my troubles too hard, and laughed to scorn my sacred

affections."
"Well, Lenore," said he, " you know I do not know

anything about it, and all that I know, I got from Oscar's
own lips, so you see I have only one side of the- story.

He had me under the impression all the while, that you
discarded him and then sued him for breach of promise ;
and I thought if' such was the case, it would be better for

you and your bondsman to drop the thing."
"Edgar," said I, "you have known me long enough

to know that I am not capable of such a fiendish, uncon-

scientious and unprincipled act."

" I was greatly surprised, Lenore, when I heard it, for
I had every confidence in your significancy ; but after he

showed me the letter he said you wrote to him, I did not

know what to think."

" Letter!" said.I in amazement; "what letter do you
speak of ?-and what'kind of a letter ?"

" Well," said he, pulling a letter o(ut of his pocket,
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" there it is, read for yourself." I took the letter and
read it, I knew it was a letter that Oscar Brandon had
written himself.

"I know nothing of this letter," said I, " it is one
that he has written himself, and any one familiar with
Oscar Brandon's handwriting, will know it."

"4Yes, Lenore, since you have mentioned it that is cer-
tainly Oscar's handwriting."

" I see exactly what he was up to ; he thought that he
would send this letter to me, and I, being iii a state of
excitement, would acknowledge the letter, and he then,
could have you for a witness. But tell him that I have
not entirely lost my senses ; although they like a heap of
being bunched, yet I have enough left, at least, to battle
with him a while longer. And tell him to be honorable
about it, and not try to get out of the scrape by forging
letters, and perhaps it won't go so hard with him. And
tell him not to take it too hard, any way."

I then got all the letters Oscar had written me since the
wolf began to disarray himself, aind showed them to Ed-
gar, which gave him sufficient explanation.

"cWell," said he, "I am perfectly satisfied, Lenore,
and I am sufficiently convinced who the traitor is. I
don't blame you now in the least for the step that you
have taken ; and if you need any assistance call on me,
and I will help you all I can. I hope you will not
think any the less of me for comingas I did, for I came
as a blind man, yet I came as your friend, and ever ex-

pect to be as such toward you."
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Edgar Mansfield was distinguished for his remarkable

candor, his generosity, and hospitality. Truth, honesty
and charity were the ruling passions of his soul. He

always done more for the good of his neighbors than he
did for himself, and was ever reaay to contribute to the

relief of his suffering fellow creatures.

"And to the houseless child of want

His door is open still;
And if his portion is but scant,

He'll give it with a free good will."

And that evening found us all together, holding such
sweet converse, and enjoying such rich scenes of social
intercourse, as none can know but those whose unselfish

spirits, blending in harmony, taste the bliss of pure
friendship.

The~ Messenger.
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CHAPTER XXXII.

LIGHT AND DARKNESS.

NE evening' I was seated at my work-table,
finishing a dress for my mother, when my

cousin Jasper entered the room, with a look of
disappointment on his face. He took a seat

near me, with his chin resting on his hand, and looked as
if it was a burden for him to deliver his message. And
indeed it was, for he knew that my troubles were as great
as I could bear, and my cup was then full to the brim.
But finally he said,-

"Well, Lenore, more bad news. Col. Raymont has
just received a letter from Dr. Grisom, and says there is
no room for your mother in the Asyltm-the vacancies
are all filled, and a hundred applications ahead."

My hands fell powerless upon my lap, and my needle'
refused to make another stitch.

"Dear God of all goodness ! is my weak and worn-
out heart capable of bearing this returning tide of dis-

appointment ? Oh ! what shall I do ? what shall I do ?
alone, alone, in this cold, wide world, with a poor, de-
ranged mother, and no one to look to for protection.
Oh! what shall I do? what shall I do? 1 am sick at
heart, and almost distracted. It seems there is nothing
for me but gloom, disappointment and despair."

How dark and impenetrable are the clouds that envelop
us. How often our hearts sink within us, by sad and
bitter disappointment. When life's crowning joy seems
almost within our reach, then a dark and lowering cloud
will hang over us, and our spirits will be depressed. A
strange presentiment causes us to 'feel there is something
terribly awful in the mysterious future awaiting us.

The torturing suspense is at times hardly endurable,

and dread feialities would be preferable in the midst of

this despondehey. Some cruel fate will suddenly snatch
the cherished' treasure and silently bear it away to un-
known regions. But we- must not expect our lifetime to
glide away through sunshine and brilliancy. The golden
threads of life are woven with those of sorrow. In our
pilgrimage from the cradle to the grave, clouds cast their
broad shadows over our pathway. None are exempt-
the young, the- old, the rich, the poor, have their trials.
The little child, full of life and joy, buoyant with hap-
piness, has it sorrows: but it soon dries its tears, and
sees brighter things in the distance. The youth, who has
just entered upon the journey of life, begins to ascend the
hill of science with a light and joyous step, and lie has
not proceeded far before temptations and difficulties ob-

struct his path. But he is determined that nothing shall

daunt him-that he will overcome all obstacles and obtain
the good. Hope paints in gorgeous colors the anticipa-
tions of the future, and trusting faith looks forward to

their realization. 'After surmounting his difficulties, theQlou1ds will disperse, and light will burst upon his sou4-,

I
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that light which enables him to pursue a glorious future,
and have his name registered upon the scroll of fae.

Then why murmur and repine at the lot which Provi-
dence has cast for us? "There is a silver lining to every
cloud ;" the dark cypress is always woven with the bright
laurel, and for a "night of weeping is always promised
a morning of joy." The bivouac is cold and dreary, we
know, for some ; but, " after the night, the morning ;
after the judgment day, the New Jerusalem."

I arose and retired to my own room-my little hiding-
place, where I had shed so many bitter tears of sorrow.
An uncontrollable foreboding of evil oppressed my mind,
and I could only obtain relief in committing my mother
to the care of her covenant God. I closed the door, and
sank upon my knees, and tried to pray-but I could not.
There seemed to be a load at my heart which prevented
me from speaking. I clasped my hands reverently, and
raised my eyes to heaven, and uttered a few words in
broken sentences

"dLord, thou hast promised to be the 'widow's friend,
and a father to the Tatherless;' and wilt thou, 0 Lord,

help me to take care of my poor mother ?-for 'vain is
the help of man.' 0, Lord, thou rulest in heaven and
earth, and thy power is not limited. Thou hast turned
rivers into a wilderness, and the water-springs into dry
ground. Thou has turned the wilderness into standing
water, and the dry ground into water-springs. And I
ask thee, 0 Heavenly Father, in the name of thine only
eon, to use thy mighty power, and inculcate upon the
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mind of the Principal of the goble institution of the in-
sane Asylum a-flexible influence, and that their inflexi-
bilities may be rendered flexible ; and our effete efforts in
the behalf of my dear mother may be made propitious by
thy directing power, and that she may yet be accepted
under its protecting care. Thou hast a mighty arm;

strong is thy hand, and high is thy right hand. Thy
mercy is great. above the heavens ; and thy truth reacheth
unto the clouds."

In a few days I called to see Col. Raymont, who was
a nephew of my mother's, and who had taken an active
part in behalf of her welfare, in regard to her calamitous
condition. For the servants had all left her, and she

was boarding with a family whom I had employed to
take charge of her ; but I was not able to pay the amount
demanded of them. Her farm was rented out; but it

was not sufficient to satisfy the demands ; and, besides,
she was defrauded out of half of its income by the tenant

who had it in charge.
I met my cousin on the street, and was surprised to

observe an expression on his countenance which spoke of

hope and happiness ; and my serenity gradually kindled
into a radiance, that might, in the "hands of a pain-

ter, have expressed the joy of the Virgin-mother on find-
ing her lost son in the temple," and which was soon lost

in a gush of joyful tears.
"Well, Lenore," said he, "I have good news for you."
"What is it?" said I; and my heart leaped in' its

resting-place.

Light and Darkness.
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"Why, I have just received a letter from Dr. Grisom,
this morning, which informed me that there was a va-
cancy for your mother in the Asylum, and to take, her
immediately ; but she would have to pass a physical ex-
amination. But I had that attended to several weeks
ago ; she passed an examination before Dr. Brizzel, the
most prominent physician in the place ; so you can see
there is nothing to do but to take her there immediately ;
and I expect to start with her Tuesday morning. Be sure
and have everything ready. Will your cousin Jasper as-
sist me a little in this matter ?".

"Yes, certainly ; he will do all in his power.""Well, tell him to take his horses and carriage Tues-
day morning, and take Aunt Elmira out to the depot for
me ; and be sure to be there by eight o'clock. I shall
meet her there, and take her to Raleigh myself."

I took my cousin's hand with heart-felt gratitude and
joy. "' Our first thanks are always due to God," said I,

and to him my heart offers them up ;-but, Oh! how
feebly ! Thanks to you, my dear cousin, for your kind-
ness-I know not how to measure my obligations to you."

Oh, 1 won't have them measured," said he, mis-
chievously-" I will take the whole bolt."

Well," said I, laughing, ' I ge ly retail them
out, as I have so many customers ; th i I guess I will
have to let you have thim at wholesale. But this will
never do, if I stand here all day, I will not get mother
ready for the journey, as I have a great deal to do yet-
so, good-by."

Light and Darkness. 223
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I returned home and went to work again ; but not un-
til I had fallen down upon my knees and given thanks to

God for his blessings. And I have been convinced that

" no circumstances are so depressed that Providence will

not relieve them. "Whatsoever ye shall ask the Father

in my nane, he will give it you."
Tuesday morning found me seated in the carriage with

my mother and my cousin. Col. Raymont met us 'there

according to his promise, and there I bade my poor mother

farewell! perhaps never again to see her face-to hear

her voice.

Dear reader, my pen is too feeble to describe the an-

guish of that moment, as I looked through my blinded

tears at the smoking engine, as it bore away the form of

my dear mother. I could only commit her to God, say-
ing,-

" Lord, take my po o mother into thy protecting care
-and should we never iheet again on this earth, oh ! nmy

we meet on the celestial shores of the Great Ifereafter;

where the weeping of orphans is heard no more."

ALONE IN THE WIDE, WIDE WORLD.

Alone in the wide, wide world, I wander

And weep, for my heart is so full
Of dreary and desolate shadows

Shroudimg lmy ianermost soul.

The bright world is beautiful-very
With its flowers and streams;

But may heart has grown weary,
And sighs for a world unseen.
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But I listen to musical voices,
To voices of seeming truth,

And my credulous spirit rejoices.
And dreams of returning youth.

But a glittering serpent has coiled
Itself in each beautiful flower,

And a traitor Judas has spoiled
All trust in my heart's green bower.

So I fold up my wings and grow weary
With this spirit of unrest and strife;

And I wander alone and query-
Is this wearisome thing called, Life?

Though I seek for the pathway of duty-.
That path so seldom sought-.

Are its avenues shaded by beauty?
Are its bowers with emeralds fraught ?

For my pathway is rugged, and briars
Grow thick with each coming day;

The road is of stone, and tires
My feet in their toilsome way.

So I wearily wander, and wander,
Through a thicket with sharp thorns rife-

And think I to myself, as I ponder-

What is this wearisome thing called, Life?

When the burden of living, wearies me,
And I wander alone and sigh,

Then a glad thought comes and cheers me-
It is this-'that I can die

That the heart's pulse wide repeating,
So throbbingly in my breast,

May silence its anxious beating,
And quietly take its rest.

CHAPTER XXXIV.

THE MEETING.

HE soft blue sky with its wandering white clouds

and their rosy sunset tints, the low music, the

faint perfume of gentle blowing zephyrs, the

emerald wreaths and open buds of spring, had

given place to the richer glow and luxuriant warmth of sum-

mer. Summer had in turn yielded to the dreamy beauty

and golden fruitage of the royally crowned autumn. And

now when her brilliant glory was on the wane, slowly and

sadly grand impurpled autumn gathered up her pathetic

loveliness and laid jt in the broad lap of stern old winter.

And cold, cold December, with its shadows of sunshine,

was rapidly approaching, and every one was making the

requisite preparations to meet the fair which was to be

held in our village, to exhibit the talent,. the character,

the energy and perseverance of the leading citizens of the

county.
The time had come and every one seemed determined

that it should not pass unheralded.
The music was loud and jubilant, and seemed to woo

the lofty and the lowly to enter and find a, welcome.

The time speed away rapidly on wings of light and

merriment, closing with a grand ball at night. The

ball-room was one blaze of light-a rush of gay music,

Yi
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wreaths of flowers and fragrance. The room were a
crush of silk, satin, tulle, and lace, velvet and broadcloth
-a dazzle of white kid gloves, artificial blossoms, and
brilliant jewels.

And there the wounded dove met face to face with the
fowler.

Did it fold its wings, and drop its head upon its breast,
and tremble at the sight of the mighty sportsman?

No. But as I promenaded up and down the gay room,
and joined in the merry dance with some lively cavalier,
there came a pair of dark brown eyes, which were alter-
nately paling and flushing my cheeks, shutting out all sound
from my ears-all sound save the remembered accents of
the low-toned voice that had whispered such charming
nothings in my ears.

But one sound, silent long,.
A whisper soft and low,

The echo of those false sweet words
He spoke so long ago.

room with its gay fanciful throng, appeared to
me, like some fairy scenes of enchantment. The jest
was light, the repartee quick and pointed; 'the smiles
bright, and the laugh merry ; yet to me, the whole seemed
one vast mockery. Flowers, lights and music, all seemed
out of tune, and gangling and blending in the most jar-
ring discords.

Long after the gay revel was silent, and the crowd
gone to its different ways, I was standing at the window
of Mr. Goodman's on the following evening, watching the
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floating clouds across the moon that bathed me in a flood

of silver light, when the servant cameto the door and

said,-
" Mr. Brandon is in the parlor, and wishes to see you."
I arose and walked into the parlor, Oscar met me and

extended his hand, I gave it a friendly shake, and seated

myself in the first chair I came to.

Nine months had winged their rapid flight since I had

looked upon that being on whom I had lavished the exu-

berant wealth of my heart, and he had gathered it, not
to treasure it, but to trample it beneath his feet. Oscar

seated himself in the large rocking chair, and threw

himself back and looked as through he had, swallowed a

yard stick.
" Well, Lenore," said he, placing his elbows upon the

arms, and leaning over like a crow peeping into a mar-

row bone, "I suppose you have sued me ?"

"I have, sir," I replied.
"Will you continue to pursue the course you have

taken?"
I will, sir, with all my heart.",

"Do you think that you are ing right, Lenore ?"

"That question, sir, has been 41 considered, and my
heart answers irr the affirmative."

"Well, Lenore, I advise you to drop this thing, for
your sake and for the sake of you bondsman."

" I have counselors, Oscar Brandon, and whenever I

want advice I will call on them."

"Do you think you will really gain the suit, Lenore ?"

C.227
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" The question can be better answered by the result,
than by any train of reasoning. Yet I have nothing to
fear, Oscar Brandon, for Dieu defend le droit."

"And so it was always my money you wanted, and
not me."

"1I never wanted a dollar of your money in my life,
Oscar Brandon, and I don't want it yet, and would not
have it, though I would prefer- it to yourself."

" Well, what did you sue me for, if you don't want my
money?"

"To avenge myself, and to teach you a lesson at the
same time. And when you go to get up another flirta-
tion, just to gratify the amusement of a few fleeting
hours, you will think of Lenore Parolee and the trouble
that you have caused, both her and yourself. And you
will be more on your guard against trifling with woman's
affections."

"What are you going to do with the money when you
get it, Lenore ?"

"Give it to the poor. Is there any other questions
you would like to ask ? If not, I have one I would like to
ask you. You remember in your letter to me, you said,
that when we forgot each other, you then would tell me
the cause of this trouble. Now the time has come, that
we can meet, but not as lovers, and now I want you to
out with it."

" I will, if you will drop this breach of promise suit ;
but if you will not, I shall not tell you anything about
it."

" Ah, well, I am not so anxious to hear it as all that,
and I don't think that my curiosity would lead me that

far."
"Well, mark what I tell you, you will repent of all

this," said he, rising and pulling out my dear old uncle's

watch, -who had held it ticking to my ears so often, when

I was a child, to amuse my childish heart.

And thus the conversation was dropped. He bid me

good-by and with rapid steps he hastened from the place.

9
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Lilian's Wedding.

CHAPTER XXXy.

L1LIA'S WEDDING.

FEW months later witnessed a pleasant event
at my aunt Margaret Raymont's. It was my
cousin Lilian Horton's bridal night ; and her
friends were determined that so important an

event should not pass unheralded.
Bright lights streamed from every window and flashed

among the trees, lit up the verandas-casting their broad
bands of radiance far out to the secluded walks among
trees and shrubs, lighting here and there in quivering
bright gleams----while the room was one blaze of light-a
dazzle of bright eyes, flowing curls, brilliant jewels, and
artificial blossoms. And Lilian with her regal robe of
silk, absolutely radiant in her floating veil, its white or-'
ange flowers, the black glossy curls, the sweet fair face
with its sapphire eyes " seemed rather like some enchant-
ing vision of ethereal loveliness, than any earthly embodi-
ment of beauty--though that beauty was to be a joy for-
ever to the manly lover at her side." The marriage cere-
mony was performed by Parson Stewart, aiid the words
were spoken that gave the name of Lilian Horton to the
past.

Lilian Horton was the orphan child of my aunt Jane
Horton. Her parents having died when she was quite

"

young, she was compelled to seek a home under the par-
ental roof of her aunt Margaret Raymont.

Lilian had no nearer relatives than cousins to fill the

office of first bridesmaid, and following the dictates of

affection she chose me-" because," she said, "I love

you best, dear Lenore ; you seem like a part of myself.

We have both marched together under the same dark ban-

ner, waving its hostile and pernicious colors over our

pathway, with no sunbeam to cheer our lonely way, with

no kind parents to waft to our ears sweet words of cheer.

But, dear Lenore, let us hope for a better and brighter

day. Let us catch the song of ti-iuiph that is wafted to

our ears and speak to ourselves words of lofty cheer ;-
there is ' a silver lining to every cloud,' and the 'darkest

hour is just before the break of day.'" And she raised

her tearful eyes to Heaven and "looked through the misty

veil, which those pearly drops had woven, as that of an

angel glorified by the golden light streaming in from the

window that looked forth towards the setting sun."

" I suppose that Gertrude Walden has discarded Oscar

Brandon," said my cousin Nora Raymont, who came in

just as the last words escaped Lilian's lips.
" Why-how did that happen?" said I. "I was under

the impression that they were to be married soon."

" I suppose that Gertrude did not know anything about

yours and Oscar's engagement, until it was currently re-

ported that you had sued him for breach of promise, when

she discarded him on first sight ; and I think she dis-

played her wisdom by so doing. I don't think I would
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venture out to sea on the same bottom, after seeing other
shipwrecked before my eyes."

"'Yes, cousin Nora, men have a thousand advantages
over us ; and in their courtship, they add cunning to
their accomplishments, and are as jealous to deceive, as
if their lives would be made happy by the cheat."

" That is true, Lenore. However, they will find it a
sad mistake at last, if perjury is to be accounted for ;
although your false traitor, like many others, may look on
that time at a great distance. But I suppose he thinks
himself excused, 'as being more knave than fool, which
title, indeed, is so highly due to him, that I believe none
will do him such manifest wrong as to. dispute it. And
I am sure, the blacker he appears, the greater reason you
have to bless that Providence which permitted him to break
the contract ; for without a doubt, he would have made an
intolerable husband."

"But it daily aggravates my troubles, Nora, to think
that I suffered myself to be so easily imposed upon."

"Well, Lenore, it is our common fate, although all
impostors are not equally industrious to be wicked ; and
you ought not to condemn your judgment, for want of sa-
gacity to discover a cheat, as it would be to arraign the
conduct of almost all the human race., And Lenore, let
us take this view into consideration, that all afflictions of
whatever kind, proceed from God. 'I create light, and
make darkness, I make war and peace. I, the Lord, do
these things.' This, my dear Lenore, should be your
fit consideration ; and si deus nobiscuwn, quiscontra
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nos ? It was this that reconciled Eli to the severest
doom that perhaps was ever pronounced upon man.
Though contrary to human nature, and much more to

natural affection, yet it is the Lord, let him do what shall
seem good. This reconciled Job to all his unparalleled
sufferings-' The Lord giveth, the Lord. taketh away ;'
rapacious hands, and worrying elements were only instru-

ments of His power. Therefore I bless and adore His

holy name. This consolation fortified our Saviour Jesus
Christ on the approach of his inconceivable bitter agony
-' But it is My Father's pleasure, and not the malice of

my bitter enemies, therefore not my will, but Thine be

done.' From these consideration, dear Lenore, endeavor

to reconcile yourself to the dispensations of Providence.
Don't you remember the beautiful hymn written by
Moore? It is to me worth all he ever penned besides.

How often do I say it over to myself, lingering with a
warming heart and a quickening pulse on every word of

consolation."
And in the glow of her fine enthusiasm, Nora re-

peated,-

"iOh, Thou who driest the mourner's tear,
How dark this world would be,

If when deceived and wounded here,
We could not fly to Thee!

The friends, who in our sunshine live,
When winter comes, are flown;

And he who has but tears to give,

Most weep those tears alone.
But Thou will heal the broken heart,

Lilian's Wedding
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Which, like the plants that throw
Their fragrance from the wounded part,

Breathes sweetness out of woe.

When joy no longer soothes or cheers,
And e'en the hope that threw -

A moment's sparkle o'er our tears,
Is dimmed and vanished, too,

Oh, who would bear life's stormy doom,
Did not thy wing of love

Come, brightly wafting through the gloom
Our peace-branch from above ?

Then sorrow, touched by thee, grows bright,
With more than rapture's ray

As darkness shows us worlds of light,
We never saw by day."

"None," said Nora, "but those who have had the sky
of their earthly affections shrouded in darkness, can fully
understand the closing words of this consolatory hymn.
When we turn from all in this life that we vainly trusted,
and lift our eyes upward towards the sky, bending over
our sad spirits, au unexpected light breaks in upon us, and
we see a new lirmament,. glittering with myriads of stars,

whose light is fed from the inner wend where the sun
shines forever undimmed. What is this life It is noth-
ing iore than a, blubber upon the ocean, to float for it
moment upon its surface, and then gone forever. J ust

so with the children of this world. The things that are
seooi are temporal, but the things which are not seen, are

eternal----there is nothing permanent or lasting inthis
world. God, alone, can give us comfort, and whom we
seldom regard but when we are driven to it by necessity.

i,
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Solomon, who had tried all the alluring charms of love
and beauty, whose qualities and riches gave hIn an op-

portunity to gratify every incliinationt, without any bounds
to his wishes, called them vanity and vexation of spirit
It is no wonder then, if every one of us discover the sante

truth to our cause. I have one question to ask you,
Lenore; and forgive me if I wound, when I would only

heal; for I assure you, I sincerely comn isserate your e -
lamnity. and wish it wgre in miy power to alleviate your
distresses. Do you! lbve Oscar Bran don still i

. No, no, Nora, my love is dead, so dead that no hand
can ever trace resurgam above its still white a,sles. I can

never be more to him thau-a dead memory. Respect once

lost dethrones love, and mine for hhin is buried too dep1
for resurrection. Bitter tears have quenched the aido' of

my affection, and the love-fiaie can be lighted ncer

more. Pictures of real life touch tic heart with powe"
while abstract presentations of truth gliuer cObll\ ini I

intellectual regions of the mind, ant tni uae frndoh
perceptions, like figures in a diorama. lut there ar some4

memories of the dead whnch no (olh'in- d can er cih=it ir ;

-memories wxhi can tievcr come' ii s tie slih t

thoughts,. without an exquisite thrill of ,ait. I did ee

Oscar BraindIon Jbetter ti hat I did t. iifP ; and his b
less desertion is the keenest sting that ine co uld hTaX r

meC ; tionghtitt has sought out its w11 crucl ntorue

But I would not recall the part ad ie (Iar's wife 01(a
if I could ;lhe wol nteve hai ( mdc le hlapp n

yet I loved him with as pure affcction as ever burt upon
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the altar of love. I once believedin his truth ; and yet
realized only his falsehood-and it is written on a re-
membered page of memory through all eternity. It is
indelibly imprinted on my mind, and is ever fresh in my
recollection, and will-expire only with life though I have
struggled so hard to cease to think of him and his infi-
delity, and tear his false image from my heart. But will
the sun forget to shine, or the seasons succeed each other

in their turn P"
I know, Lenore, it is not easy to efface the deep

impression he has made in your heart ;-that must be the
work of time ; /empus odox rerum, with God's assist-
ance, which I hope, will never fail you. And may the
grace of God, who has thought proper to send this trouble
upon you, continue to support you under this and ,every
other trial, venenun in auro bibilur, and pas lot
natufragia pailus."

I

CHAPTER XXXVI

RETRJBUTIUoN.

- HE wheels of time rolled on, as they will, regard-
less of the human hearts beating beneath thmi
-unmindful of the petty rights and wrongs of

I don't know how it is, with my reder, but for myself,
I must confess that when interested .in' the progress lof
any work, or the . development or growth, either in the

natural or moral world, I like to let periods of lung or
shorter duration occur, when I shut them away from my
observation, that I may mark with more distinctness, tl
advance which has been made. A pleasure is often af-
forded to the mind more impressive than can be derived
from the same object, while viewing the slow and inper-
ceptible operations of causes and effects, as they work
their steady changes.

It is too much to ask my reader to take an electric

leap over two whole years of my moral existence ; to leave

our weary planet, with its countless interests ; to rol1)

through the long journey, while we take no notice of it,

idle whirl. The thing cannot be done, except on p:

per ; but since in this way, great jumps may at time

be made, I must be indulged with the experiment.
Two years make a great change, sometimes. It is

I
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long enough, with its whirling speed that now mark every
movement, to make us strangers in our lower world,
could we let go our hold upon it, and cease to mark the
vision, as its changing form melts before our view into
other forms and attitudes. We must run fast now, if
we would keep up with the world.

Oscar Brandon had engaged the best lawyers he could
find, and strenuous efforts were made by his relatives to
gather evidence in his favor ; although they worked hard
and incessantly, the time expired and they had achieved
-- nothing. .

The case had been put off from time to time, and the
costs were added and multiplied by hundreds. Finally,
the day of trial came, and the court room was crowded
to excess. But before the trial was begun, Oscar Bran-
don came, like a penitent sinner to the seat of mercy,
humbly pleading for a compromise. Of course my ten-der nature could not forbear. How could I be so cruel
as to turn a deaf ear to the prayers and entreaties of
one of my fellow creatures ? How could I bear to stain
my soul with his blood ? For I feared greatly that if the
law was allowed to take its course, the shock would have
proved fatal to him. So I yielded to his humble peti-
tion and consented to a compromise.

The volcanic fires of revenge were quenched ; for I felt
that I had my revenge already when I saw the pain that
I had given him, and heard of his insane blasphemies.
I knew that I had filled up his bowl of agony, even as lie
had filled up mine, together with his own conscience

Q
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which lashed him like so many cat-o'-nine tails.. No mat-
ter how deep and hardened a vilain may be, the most
reckless and unscrupulous of the class possesses some
conscentious principle within, which acquaints him with
the fact, that a point in'the moral government of lice has
certainly been made- against him. So was it now with

him. It wasfearful to contemplate the change which had
taken place in his appearance. His countenance mani-

fested an expression of great grief and sorrow ; his brow

wore a settled gloom; his lips too became tight and firm,
and were pressed closely together, whilst his'heart smote

with grief and boiled with fury. But it is'almost impos-
sible to describe the storm of, conflicting passions and

eniotions that jostled and rustled against each other within

him, when I consented to the compromise.

After receiving the amount demanded of him, I satis-

fled my lawyer's demands, and contributed the balance to

the benefit of the Orphan's Asylum ; feeling perfectly
happy at the thought of being of some benefit to the

poor and homeless ones.
During these two years my aunt Fibby had grieved

until she was nothing more than a dried rawhide. Poor

thing, she too had starved herself until she hardly had
strength enough to wink her eyes. Her crop that year
was very poor, and she could not afford to {lay out her

money for provisions; though the blessed Lord seemed

to smile"on her after all ; for she sold okra, beans and

tomatoes by the quart, and she had collards for dinner,
collard for suppers, and collards for breakfast, which she
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ate without even a ham bone to flavor them. But when
she learned that the breach of promise suit had been com-
promised, she killed the best rooster on the place ; for
said she, " we can't afford to have a good dinner every
once and a while ; he wont be much loss any way, for he
has had the epizootic for a week, and I may lose him
yet, so I will make safe of him while I have the chance;"
and the poor woman flew around to such an extent that
she came very near flying off the handle. My aunt Fibby
seemed to be in good spirits, until she was informed that
Oscar had nearly a thousand dollars cost to pay besides
the amount that was paid to the plaintiff. And she ut-
tered many bitter oaths from way down the depths of her
heart for the one that ,had robbed him of his treasures,
and her, of her rest and bright anticipations. But poor
woman, there, was another great trial for her, which
almost terminated in a death-stroke, when she was in-
formed that her big boy was actually to be married to
Jerusha Pophandle, a poor dressmaker's daughter who
lived next door, and the only way she had to earn her
living was by her needle.

" Oh !" said she, raging with fury, "I had rather fol-
low you to your grave than to see you marry that little
squirt of a Pophandle gal; and I will never recognize
her as a daughter in my life."

" Ah ! mother," said. he, "if you had let me alone, I
would have been a happy married man long ago, but you
have destroyed my happiness, and now I will do as I
please."

It was evident that Oscar Brandon had married this
girl through revenge-to his mother, for he had become to

hate her as he did a snake, and peace. and quietness

was impossible when they were together under the same

roof.
My aunt Fibby and Mrs. Pophandle were not on inti-

mate terms, nor had they been for some time ; for my aunt
Fibby accused Mrs. Pophandle of poisoning her well, and
also her chickens and turkeys, and of killing the best'

turkey tgobler she had, which she expected to get one

dollar and a half for the coming Christmas ; but this was
an absolute falsehood, as Mrs. Pophandle was a fine old

lady, and highly respected by all who knew her. Mrs.

Pophandle was not at all pleased with the match, poor as
she was ; for Oscar Brandon had showed his character in

too plain a light. But seeing her helpless condition and

believing that he had a pocket full of money, which was

a mere delusion, she had consented to the fatal knot, and
risked the consequences. Oscar Brandon had a good
deal of property in his time ; but his money had all very

near leaked out of his pocket in spite of the iron fingers
that grasped it so highly ; for he had several heavy law-
suits previous to this and had lost all. It was true, he
had a quantity of poor land, and tried to make a big
show when he advertised in the paper:

FOR SALE.-1500 acres of land for sale. Address
0. S. Brandon.

And at the same time it was so poor it would not

sprout peas if they were soaked in warm water.
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CHAPTER XXXVII.

THE LAST LOOXJ UPON THE OLD HOMESTEAD.

ILL may kind readers accompany me to take a

last look upon the home of my childhood, where
eight yean's have intervened since I visited the
dear old spot that was held more and more sa-

cred to my memory ? A hundred times had I proposed
to go back on a pilgrimage to. the home of my early days.
yet I had not returned, my heart's strongest attachment
was in another place. But the desire to go back revived
after a season of atiliction and many painful defeats in
the great battle of life. 'The memory of dear childhood
grew so palpable, and produced such an earnest longing
to revisit old scenes, that I was constrained to turn my
face once more toward my early home.

It was one warm morning in May as the sun returnedfrom his long but rapid journew to the distant. east, and
sailed majestically up through the clear blue sky, that I
visited the old homestead, with its climbing vines-a pic-
ture which had grown more vivid in my thoughts every year.
How earnest was my desire to look upon it again Therewas the dear old wll with its .Lmoss-eovqred bucket," and
the deep pure spring in which as I bent to drink, [ had so
often looked upon my mirrored face ; and the broad, flat
stone near by w here I had sat so many times. I would
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sit there again, after tasting the sweet water, and think

of by-gone days. The dear brook too, with its murmur-

ing waters, glistening in the bright sunshine, and the
river on whose banks I had gathered berries, and wild-
flowers, and the old wine-press where I had so often sat
and watched the purple current flow.

I could sleep but little for thinking of these things, ad
when morning broke, and the sun shone out, I nt forth,

impatient to see the objects which had been so long pie-

tured in my memory. I was eager to reach the old home

stead. Finally I came up to the ancient buildings wiose

architect had long since been called to sleep with his

father, and over whose walls time had cast a duller

hue.
Is this my old home No-it cannot be. There is

some strange error: Yes-yes, it is -for I see my fath-

er's grave-yard-I cannot mistake that, I would know

it amid a thousand ;---and I see the stump of the old

walnut tree where I have played so often beneath its shade,

and swung in my rustic grape-vine swing.

I paused sadly to mark the, wreck which time had made.
° The duck-pond in which I had sailed my tiny boat, or

watched the ducks sail majestically upon its surface, was

dry and over-grown with elder and rank weeds. Ah, me!

1 cannot make words obedient to my thoughts in giving
utterance to the disappointment I then felt. A brief

space I stood nournlully over the ruins, and tlhe11 movel

on again -a painful presentiment arising ip my heart

all would not be.as ii was in my childhol odays- as I

.
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had pictured it in my imagination. The two great syca-
mores that stood bending together, as with a sense' of
protection, above that dear home ;--where--where were
they ? My eyes searched for them in vain.

Where is the spring? Surely it is welled up here, and
this is the way the clear stream flowed ! Alas ! the spring
was dry, and scarcely a trace of its former existence re-
.mained. The broad flat stone was buried in sand by the
winds of March ; the bucket had been broken from the
well and it had caved in, leaving the curb standing like a
sentinel. Near by was the old kitchen ; the doors were
hingeless, the windows were broken, the chimney had
fallen, and great patches of the roof had been torn away.
Around, all was in keeping with this. The garden was
covered with weeds, the pailing that once enclosed it, was
broken down ; and the sweet roses of ever Y hue, from the
pure Alboy to the dark Damascus ; the pinks, some of the
most spicy odor; the changeless amaranth ; the pale sweet-
scented heliotrope, always looking towards the sun; the
pure lily, the blue violet, the cardinal, with its rich showy
petals, and the proud, vain, and ostentatious, but beauti-
ful, crimson and white peonias, which had been planted
and nursed by the hands of miy dear mother, were all dead
the old damson plum-tree that I had once loved almost
as tenderly as if it had been a human creature, was no
more to be seen ; and the place where the grape-vine
grew, was a pool of green and stagnant water.

My first impulse was.to turn and flee from the place,-
under a painful revulsion of feelings. But I could not
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leave the spot thus. For some minutes I stood mourn-

fully leaning on the broken garden-gate, and then forced

myself to' enter my father's grave-yard. As I drew

nearer and nearer the hallowed spot, I was more and more

impressed with the fact, that, though change had been
working busily all around, His hand had spared the sweet
multiflora-vine that was entwined around the grave, and
the evergreens, whose graceful branches swept the hal-
lowed dust,-a change had been, but he had lingered
only a moment, laying his hand gently, as he paused, on
the sacred mound and pressed it onward.

If there. were ruins without, there was desolation added

to ruins within ; but, neither ruin or desolation could en-

tirely obliterate the form so well remembered. I passed

on, now pausing to recall an incident, and now hurrying
on under a sense of pain, at seeing a place, hallowed in

my thoughts by the tenderest associations of my life, thus
abandoned to the gnawing tooth of decay. When I passed
through the old apple orchard, emotion grew too power-

ful, and a gush of tears relieved the oppressive w eight
that lay upon my bosom. There I lingered long, with a
kind of mournful pleasure in this scene of my ds of in-

nocence, and lived over years of by-gone times. t

At last, I turned with sad feelings froi the spot which

memory had held sacred ; but which in its change could

be sacred no longer. Material things are called sub-

stantial; but it is not so. Change and decay are ever at

work upon them ; they are unsubstantial. A real sub-

stance is the mind with its thoughts and affections. Forms

i

.
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but the "sky is all blue now, and the current smooth,
and the gate propitious." I feel as I ought to lay down
my pen for a season, and revel in the bright sunshine, for
indeed, it is dazzling.

built there do not decay. How pe fectly had I retained
in my memory the home of my childhood ! Not a leaf
had withered, not a flower faded; nothing had fallen un-
der the scythe of time. The greenness and perfection of
all were as the mind had received them in childhood.
But the loving, trusting childhood is gone now, and why
do I dwell upon it ? Why does its sensitive life yet move
and stir in my memory ? Has it aught to do with the
cold, dark present? The present!!-alas! what a con-
trast it is to that childish faith ! I almost wish that I
could now believe as I did then. But, no. Reason and
the stern realities of life have dissipated -the visions and
dreams of childhood. It has made unreal to me that

which was most real. In its cold, chilling light I have
'looked into the world of tangible facts and possible real-
ities.

Now, my dear reader, Ihave given you my sad history,
and were this sketch other than faithful to the fact, it
would have a far more happy sequel. As it is, the reader
must accept the truth, which is stranger and sterner than
filetion.

Dear friends, I must bid you adieu ; my inclination
leads me into a land of strangers. We must part, but
the parting will only draw closer the tic that binds us,
and may the setting sun and evening star which have so
often witnessed ou1r1 sseial intimacy pilot me safely to my
new and happy home in the West.

Kind and gentle reader, whatever name you bear, I
trust you have followed with interest my sad history ;.

i

'1

FAREWELL TO THE HOME OF MY CHILDHOOD.

Farewell, farewell to the home of my childhood,
Where first my foot-steps trod,

Where first I learned to count the stars,
And lisp the name of God.

Farewell, farewell to my &ar native home,
Where my father in his grave is sleeping,

As the wind moans a gentle dirge,
While the willow tree is weeping.

Others may pass o'er thy lonely bed,
And bestow not a thought upon thee-

Yet thy image in'my breast will dwell,
'Till we meet in the land of the free.

Farewell, beloved relic, no longer I see,
The place where thy dear for, was laid

Though presentiment tells me, that ere very long,
The tall grass will over me %wave.

Then who will kneel beside thy groue,
And pull the grass away,

And whisper affections from a <bdiig.. tongue-
When my frame is far away.

Thy grave ny tears iu t cese to )ut

,h ',lbwes lnut witeeand di,
The wind will niourn a gettle dirge

As it siglinubses h y. 9
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Now, mother darling, I must say farewell,

Though it melts my heart when I bid you adieu,
A tumult of woe in my bosom is swelling,

While memory sad has her power to renew.

But take me in your arms, dear mother,
And let me weep upon your breast ;S

The world to me is cold and cheerless,

I am weary, let me rest.

O'er the ruins of home, o'er my heart's desolation,
No more shall thou hear me murmur or repine,

For death's dark encounter I will make preparation,
T hat when I am gone sweet rest I may find. - TO BE S00N P UBLISH E D.

THE MARRIAGE UPON THE SCAF-
FOLD. By Miss BELLE PETERSON.

- AND-

POETI L WORKS. By Miss BELLE

PET RsoN.

FRPELIBRARY


