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PREFACE.

I ¥BED scarcely assgre 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 fietion.” &

The name and residence of Lenore Purolee are really fic-
titiots, but, as to the narrative, there are thousands who will
bear testimony to this true and interesti‘ng story. 'The anthor of
this book is a native of North Carolina, and for some time has
been o consistent member of the Preshyterian church of C .
She has cast her anchor in the * Future Great City, and now re.
sides on one of our niost popular streets. Our acquaintance with
this young lady has beon extremely limited, but bringing, as she
does, muny favorable recommendations, and exhibiting a marked
purity of principle and character, we can make beld to assert,
without the slightest apprehension of being contradicted, that she
. will meet with s liberal share of the public patronage, and that
“ONE WorD AND & Tgax,” 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 mﬁdehty, which wreek
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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v, o Preface.

- great siruggle was between love and revenge, Love has an ol;ject.
and in thig case, in the person of Lenore Parolée, it was pure and
noble—and as the Reader glances over the light naure pages
whose terms have been dictated by a sorrowing spirit; when she
poured out her soul in tesrs 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. -

Revenye has an object, and in the person of Lenore Paroles,
it had a strong argument on which to sustein itself.
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CHAPTER I

A CHILD OF SORROW,

Y dear reader,—if one I am honcred with,—I

do not present myself before the world as an

3| 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.
¢t But must I write to tell the tale?
My tongue is feeble, wealk;

Oh! whatcan idle words avail,
Unless the heart could 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 straing of melting woe, if the sigh

of another’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 experienco 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 dright ; 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.
MeClain, who 8o dlstmgmshed 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,
ns T have before stated, left me at the age of seven ten
thousand times worse oif than if I were, inits true sense,
an orphan child; not enly without moral training, except
the little I caught from observation, bu, subjecting me to
the hardest trials and severest aﬂhctlons{ Very often
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we missed her in our unhappy family group, not knowing
whether she had drowned herself or in some other way
had committed suicide; while at other times my own life
was endangered, heing inferior to her in strength and
unable to manage her.

'This constant dread and ever-present danger constin
tated 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:
‘ _4God moves in & mysterious way,

: Hig wonders to perform.”

In 1861 T was sent to C— Colloge 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 guardmn, for the many
favors he has so generously conferred upon me.

'T remained at college one year and o 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.

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,

2 brlght and shmmg hght—m the world, a rlpe schola.r

L

Mr. L. C. Elworth; | -
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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 vest which remaineth for
the people of God. , ‘

It seerns that T 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. f

‘At the close of the session of 1862, we had a fine
examination and concert at night, notmthstanding our
“country was then shaken by the storm of war, insulted
by invasion, threatened with conquest, and we were pre-
paring to- vesist its rudest shock. Darkly and swiftly

gathered the sulphurous thunder-clouds from every quar- ’

~ tor of the political horizon, 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 o¢pposing ioemen, 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 cave of the ser-
vants during my absence.

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 npon my cheek,
Her soft and gentle kiss;

And remember not of hearing her spenl,
In tones of tenderness,

She never came at morning light
To hear'my weking sound,

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

She was never near me when I played
Out in the vpen nin;

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

-1 see other girls around,

A mother’s fondness prove;
But I can naver hear the sound,
Of a fond mother 8 love,

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

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

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

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

But alas, she is gone from me,
And T can never know her lova,
Arnd she’can never quell the storm,
Beating down her household dove.
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In yonder guiet burial ground,
Benenth a cedur tree,

There rises up a flowered mound
Beautiful to see.

My father’s dust is lying there,
Bereath a sweet perfumed bed ;

A monthly rose blooms at his feet,
Sweet carols at his head. ‘

T Yightly tread by his rural tomb,

And o'er it plant some gentle flowers ;
Sweet symbol of his spirit’s bloom,

In o far brighter land than ours.

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

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

T know be is an angel bright,
‘With raiment white and fair,

‘Who dwelis in yonder cloudless.]and,
But I shall know him there.

CHAPTER II.
ORPHAN’Y TRIALS.

AM not writing a journal of daily transactions,
but rather throwing into & conneetive narrative
such important incidents and events of my life
as will be most likely to interest the reader,
and conduce to the denomement 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.

T sprung from my bed in agonizing terror, and threw
open the window blinds that T 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 filery 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 ‘

T
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house fell in in a few mmutcs, and my dear old home
soon crumbled into ashes.

Morning came, and the sun rose in its splendor and
“ looked down as if raocking upon the ruins and its dis-
tressed inmates, while the old chimneys were yet stand;ng
a8 & token of destruetion.

Imagine how I felt, a gitl of sixteen, with the cares
and responsibilitios of a deranged mother resting upon
my feeble cfforts, 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 ﬁxihg up a
comfortable house to live in by moving some of the out-
‘buildings which escaped the conflagration. And success
seemed to crown our fecble efforts, and the God who had
promised to be the widow’s friend, and a father to the
fatherless, seemed to lend a lisicning ear to the cries
and wails of all the throng of orphans of our horror-
stricken Jand.

Now we were stifled with the sulphurous smoke of
civil war, and the hissing sound of hostile shots were
whistling in our cars—fire and sulphur had burned the
very darth, and its ashes were arid.  The air of subjuga-
tion was dark and dismal, and ull the rivers of plenty had
heen {ried 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 wa,dmg through the country like
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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 1 refused
to attend, notwithstanding the great digpleasure it caused
to many who where otherwise my friends ; and not a few
rough men clothéd in the garmenis of the soldier, which
of itself should create a gentleman, even threatened to
pierce me with their bayonets, and to bwrn my mother’s .
house, but I told them to burn if they wished to, that T had
rather die in its flames than disgrace the Southern cause.

On a certain night when I cxpected to be ealled to
attend one of thesc parties, I crawled inunder the kitchen -
floor and lay upou the cold earth, taking for my pillow
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.

"4t Ask me not what the muiden feels \
Left in that dveadful hour alone,
y Perchance her reason stoops, or reels
Perchance n courage, nol her own,
. Braces her mind to desperate tone.”
But to my great relief the Confederate troops came upon
them, and they had to fiy to their camp, leaving behind
them « set of miscrable girls who for a time had thrown
off the Southern banner.




CHAPTER IIL

A TRIP TO VIRGINIA.

Z1HE war was over. When the danger was Dash

)9 and my system gave promise of recovering from

the shock that followed in rapid succession, I

get out to Virginia to visit my brother, think-

ing it would n relief to my storm-tossed soul. It wasin

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 fievce raing 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
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often thought since that it was through the mercy of God
alone that I was permigted to reach my joumcy The
car on which T 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 ii: happened, the cosch 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 oliffs of Virginia.

It is not my intention to detail the history of ocour-

rences, or describe scenes that are caleulated 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 a table, and before them lay .

a manuscript blotched with toars, and others were mak-
ing their retreat from their eyes.
«Qh! sister, too late, too late, why did you not come

“sooner? he is gone, he is gone,” was all the information
" T could ascertain of the scene hefore me. Assoonas I
. could release myself from the sorrow-stricken sister, I

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

. table a.nd read which gave me suﬂiment explanatlon
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OBITUARY.

# ALPHONSO PAROLEE—Only child of Clornelius T, and
Ophelin M. Parolee. Died of brain fever on the 2lst of May ,
aged five years, ive months, and eight days. -

Could the skill of the physician, the sgony of the parents, or
their nnwearied walchings aud devoted care have availed, he
would not ke diced

Bright snd benutifui was our cheriched darling, possessing in an
eminent degree ali those quaiities of mind and heart which belong.
so peculiarly to early ¢chiidhood. Frauk und contiding, ali his lit.
tle thoughts and feelings were poured witl? lovely simplicity in his
parent’s ears ; truthtulness was stamped upen his noble brow, but
ah, those lovely qualities only endeared him to us more; and the
ways of Providence to our darkened minds seems so inzerutable,
that this, the only housebold treasave, should be taken when bis

mind seemed daily unfolding some uvew benuty, some bright

pl‘ulﬁise of future excellence; bul God knew the adverse winds
of earth would but biight the purity of this spotless flower, and
ho hath in merey transisted it in his gavden of love. The mind
of this precious child was eacly impressed with religious foel-
ings; wheu his infani lips could only lisp the prayer at his moth-
er's knee, he loved to heur about the Saviour. His painfal and
lingering iliness he bore with the sweetest patience. The night
befure his death, wheh his anguished parents no longer controtied
their grief, levking at thew tenderly, he said #Good-by mu,
goed-by pa,” and suid he was going up to that other home, and
repeated his prayer several times over, and received the parting
kisd from his parents. At eix o'clock in the morning, denth was
settling upon his lovely form; a halo of glory seemed to encirels
his dying pillow, and we almost felt. the presenee of the angels as
they bore his little ransomed spirit te the boscmn of the Saviour.

We miss vou, sadly miss you, firecious ¢hild ; vour ouce happy
heme is desolate; its brightest light extinguished, No more wiil
it resound with the jovuius tread of your litle feet, und our
hearts are crushred and broken. The auguish of your parents is
uuuLLerable, when Lhey think their hriglxt and beautiful L'oy hath
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gone from them inthis world forever. “Yos, we have laid thee in
thy littla grave, my durling. Wurm hearts and genile hands
have borne you from us, kind ﬂtmnveln——-Hem,ﬁm bless them:—clus-
tered arcund your lovely bed, covering it with bright, fragrant
Howers, sweet incense to your memory; but the eve of fnith will
foliow you to. vour radiant home in Heaven. Yet, come to us
denr ane; come in robes of angel purity; hover over us with
vour shining winge;. tell us of the blssful glories of thy benue
teous home, of the golden harm now waked to heavenly music by

_the seft touch of thy gentle finger. (bl lure the hesrts of thy

sad, stricken purents from this poov workd:
“Till visen with Christ at Tust tiiey’}l be,
Besutiful cherubs with God und thee.”

As my efes ran over the manuseript. my own tears fell
and mmcled with those of the hereaved parents.

My stay in Vifginia was very pleasant. notw ithstand--
ing the dangem and excitements T had to undergo.” T was
very much pleased with the country, the people are very'
kind and Lospitable. Ihad to lay over in Lyochburg
several days, on account of the cars not making their
proper connection.

Lynchburg is o beautiful and 1mpmmns place' the
city Is picturesque and ple%mltlv situated on the banks
of the James Hiver. apd isin full view of the Bine Ridge.
Any onme who can stand on the baleonies and survey the

. beautitul valley crowded with happy homes and busy
" marts, interspersed with green fields and blooming or-

chards, see in o Drame of distant hills and \\mn‘{:-, and
overbung with the soft haze with which summer suffuses
the landseape, without being filled with » uoble juy,
might stand uomoved in the hdlls of the seraphim.




20 \ Lenore Parolee.\

I remained with my brother until September, and with
it came thoughts of home und mothei-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, witil my heart replied, ““ T will eare for
mother now ;> and in a few days I was prepared to set
out on my jowrney 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 earries with it 4
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 ecivilized, the harbarous and
the enlightened, to all is home a sacred word ; it is the
place in all thig world were hearts should be swe of each
other, Itis the place where we tear off that mask of
- grarded 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 teaderness gush out
without any dread of ridicule. Let a person travel where
he will, Home s the place te which his keart untrammeled
fondly turn. He is to divide all pain; he is to double
all pleasures there. A happy home is a single spot of
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vest which a person has upon this earth for the eultiva-
tion of their noblest sensibility.

First if you wish to make your home happy gow the
litile seed of love and tenderness. Kndeaver to make
all those around you happy by loving words and gentle
manners, even as the sunheam 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 wmust not be like the torch-blaze of
unnatural dxcitement, which is easily quenched but like the
gerene, chastened light which burns A safely in the |dvy
east wind as in the stillest atmosphere. Let each hear
the others hurden the while ; let each cultivate the mu-
tual confidence which is a gift capable of increase and
improvement, and soon it will he found that kindness will

" spring up on every side, displacing eonstitutional 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 o happy home,—

Sow this litile seed my friends,
Its fruit is rich and rare,
Wherever it spreads its golden leaves
Tis summer aiways there,

And as the sensons roll around
And chiiling winds arise,

Tlove to go and breatheiwhere blooms
This flower of paradise.

1¢ i3 o gift that God has given
T'o radiate our way to Heaven,




Lenore Parolee.

f

Wherever it sheds its eurtain round
Pence and barmony there is found.

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

‘ And write on earth a record sweef

That seraphs may admire,

In the little wood-vine cottage,
‘Where this little seed is sown,
There is musie in each voice
Of the Joved oncs at home,

It eheers tha weary traveler
To see such perfect bliss,

It cheers the heart opplesmed with eare,—
Who would not love a home like this ?

CHAPTER IV.

THE TWO ORPHANS AT THE GRAVE.

HE 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

—=2i around me, and dmgged me out of the car-
riege 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 hack' to -us safe and sound ; and
here you are, bless the Lord. I knowed you’d come
soon, for T could not keep my mind off of you; I dropped

~ the dish-rag & dozen times this morning, and I thought

the old rooster would split his throat.”® I could not help
smiling .at Edncy’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 veceive her little uandelel back agam while
these words were whispered in her car: .

¢ Rock me to sleep mother, rock me to sleep.”” Tt
was the first time since my 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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sent an eternal noontade 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
{reasures,

“These who have nover been deprived of that pme 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 voiee 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 cvies, 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 full of joy; or if our brow was clouded, with loving -

words and gentle manner, she was ever ready to dlspelse
it In youth she gulded the feet that were so prone to
erT, into the paths of peace and wisdom; and when we
go forth into the world, if we are in prosperity, many
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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 i the depth of her devotion make us forget that . 3

the world 18 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
reswrrected 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; s6 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 stoed by me with the fidelity of = mother;
when the billows of adversity were ‘Tolling 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 sicknesg falls on the heart;
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when the setiled 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, vedoubles its energies
when & 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 rave, 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 speud as much of my time as
I possibly could with her, without injuring my own
mind, or impairing my health ; fer my mother’s mind
was so much impaired, thers was no ‘pleasure or satisfac-
tion in her eompany.

My home was desolate, and life was nothing but soli-
tude and sorrow. I was isolated and alone, with nu
kind voice to whisper one word ogf 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 pers
sons, took her best friends to be her worst enemies.
Once she imagined that 1 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, bus was
prevented by my nurse, who always slept in my room,
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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 aet of cutting my throat, while I was wrapt in

. slumber, unconscions of the horrible death that was hang-

ing over me. Edney sprang up and took away the
deadly weapon, and/ asked why che wished to kil her
child. It is not my child, ”* she replied, ** 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. ‘ o :

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 listle 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 brunetie; 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 himseif.

I had spent several days with my cousin, and was now
on my return home, accompanied by my cousin Dors.
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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. Tdid not envy my cousin
Dora’s beanty, and if T was not blessed with a fairy’s
form and an angel’s ‘face, Lfelt per fectly reconciled in

~ vegards to good looks. I was prowded with a pair of -

bng white eyes with a blue spot in the middle, and blue
always struck my fancy, Ifelt consoled as I thought the
matter over ; if 1 was not precty 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 biseuit and a
cup of tea.

All day we had been gathering honeysuckles and wild

flowers, or chasing the honey-hees 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 antigipations, and growing heartless and weary
we turned our steps homeward. But instead of going
home,—
Throngh my futher's grave-yard’s lone reivest,
Our meditation led;

Wo walked with slow nnconscious feet,
Above thesleeping dead.

And by his lonely resting pluce,
. 'Wa stood in waking dreams
"Of the pale cold form that slumbers there,
Beneath those boughs of avergreen,
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When tired of thescenes and sirife,
When weary of the daily care,

1 often seek this lonely spot,
And fondly nestle there.

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

And often there my epirit dwells,
When my frame is far away.

While gazing upon this hallowed spot,

The dearest face I know,
Seems to flit for an instant before my sight,
 As T had seen it years ago,

Bui before I ean address him,
Ere the word of love is spoke,
Quick he'vanishes from his_place,

And the shadow spell is broke.

* It is a strunge mysterious truth,
That drives me to despair
To seek my father to embrace,
Aund 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 freshuess above his
last nurrow 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 band 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,

v
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save the All-seeing Eye, who has promised in merey to be
the orphan’s friend; for no orphan finds a heart so true,
.a8 the one over which the green sod is pressing.

And now we communed ;~-each wnfolding 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 @ valued friend had béen 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 4 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 bereaveménts, until the sun hid -

himself behind the western hills, and bathed them in his
subdued splendor, with which he sets in apring.

Spring is the season dearest to the recollection of
man, inasmuch as it is associated with all that iz pure,
and innocent, and beautiful, in the transient annals of
his early life. There is always a mournful and pathetie
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 maniféstations of all that was
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virtaous 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 theix early lost, so do our recol-

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

der ussociations of spring, whiclh may, indeed, be said to
pefish and pags away in its youth. '

The evening was indecd o lovely one, it was one of
these sweet May days, the brightest that some ever ve-.
member to have seen. May is in general a beautiful

‘month ; it 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 ﬂ(_)wer, but even
to the very heart of man. Ithas sparkling days, such

a8 inspire hope{-, and love, and kindly feelings, they thaw

away the fro? of winter, and free na’Fure from hey 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 clos?d the
gate hehind us each little one.would hide himself in the
leaves of the multiflora that were el}twined avound 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 forlomn
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heart had 8o 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 aliving 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 Ireceived 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.  Bhe was oscorted by the wedding guests to
her new and happy home, where she was received by his
mother, in the capacity of a daughter, with a warm and
hearty welcome. We will here leave her to her hap-
piness. :

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 return_ed
from 4 gay party, and was seated at the win-
d 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 T 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 sweplt
away the property” which my father had left me, I was

. totally unprepared to brave the trials poverty always en-

tmlli. seemed that.the fate that ruled the mighty world had
set its face irr%%ably against me; for gverythipg tha.t
I possessed was swept away by the war, and I was Jeft
penniless. I had been busy the day before pac].img‘my
trunk as L was to take charge of a little school in a few

3
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days some fifteen or twenty miles from home. ¥ 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 go firm and
immovable, is turaing upon its axis with a speed of a
thousand miles per hour, and making its revolutions
around the sun at arate of twenty miles per second,
accomplishing its journey of more than 6,000,000,000
of miles in & 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 ag it hwries upon its allotted way, the
noisy prattle among rocks, the rear down the cataract
snd the far resounding swell of the great deep.
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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

gin, sorrow and pain. ‘
And they rest not day and night saying ¢ Holy, Holy,

Holy, Lord God Almighty,” which was and is ta come.”

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

"ing him day o night in His temple.”

This train of thought leads to the practical conelusion,
that'it becomes the creature o 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—yen, even interceding for the slothful -
and wicked servant, with groanings, which cannot be .
utiered? Therefore let us not be so proud and presump-
tous, as to be ashamed of that which our Lord and Master
did. s ‘ ‘

Oh! that we all could view this matter as did the poet
when he exclaimed-— ‘

# Domestic hnppinees, thou only bliss

Of parsdise that has purvived the full,

Thou art the nurse of virtue in thine arms,
"The gmiles sppearing as in fact she is_
Heaven-born and destined to the ekies again.”

1
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In & fow 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. (ne
. among the circle of friends that L visited was a wid-
owed aunt—wife of my uncle Samuel MeClain, and who
was formerly the widow Brandon, My unele lived ten
- years after his marriage, and died leaving behind him two
little boys, Charley and Esther...

My aunt seemed to thyek a great deal of me, and ob-
jected to-my leaving herjand insisted upon my staying
and teaching the chlldren 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 peiusal of that page, 80
- sweet, and yet so bitter,

A mystery it 18, 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 ag strangers,

~until in each is hghted & ray Whlch reﬂects upon the
other. -

My aunt had one son by her former husband whose
name was Oscar Brandon. OQscar 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 tome 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 ecommunicate together. in sympathy how blissful it -
js! ‘When a setret 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 $0 unlack to each other
their innocent thoughts ; hotw 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 hepe, ne 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 deéarer 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, aud my heart was attuned to
its . vuisite melody; s love amounting to idolatry ;
aL. such brings its own retribution. .

i
I
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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 wnseen chords. -Ah, I look back upon that fond
tranquil tire 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

-—glas, poor mistaken child that I was—that I, and only -

1, 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 nside

his reserve, and spoke out of the wery 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 o 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 hearf. 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 sepamte, as I knew my aunt’s dlspomtlon, and
wag confident that she would not hear to 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 caleulation-

in every plan ; an absorbing interest in one only thought,
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the shining ore, which builds 'nound all human gympa-
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 beachmg ;
and excused myself by saying that I was tired, and could
not hear the confinement. But as she was not aware of
the love that wag 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 1eader‘;, 1 presume, would feel ' -
disposed to charge me with any tendency to supersti-
tion. That I felt its mﬁuence, 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, dnd 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,
Ibegan to experience that vague and undefined terror
which steals over the mmd from an mvoluntary appre-
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hension of the supernatural. A singular degree of
uneasiness came over me ; I coughed, hemmed, in order
to break the death-like stillness in which Ilay. I cov-
ered up my head, stucked my thumbs in my ears to shit
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,
soleran, 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 X
had heard into a natural sound. At length, as Ilay
almost dissolved in terror I thought that an indistinet 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 sn
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 annt 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, wlnle the pers-
piration bursted from every pore.
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“Oh!» Aunt Fibby,” said I, I am frlghtened a’lmost
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 know what the living are doing,
and have daily communication with them ; and if mortal
spivits ever were permitted to return to this earih, that
form was the spirit of your uncle Samuel.” !

“ It i3 nothing perhaps,” said I, bt solitude and its
associations acting upon my nerves ; thus enabling me I
thought to see the very form Freated only by my feals,
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 conisent to stay.”

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

T 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
coneluded, that if teaching the children of ry poor dead

uncle would be the means of reconeciling his roving and
4 ] o
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restless- spirit, I would do it at all hazards, and let it
return in peace to its shadowy home. 8o 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. 8o we were parted fora 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 aun#’s, who seemed
much rejoiced at 1y 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 eooly, 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.

tt There are loves unlost, when they seem but, dead,
There are wounds unseen, that have often bied ;
There are griefs unknown, there are thoughts unteld,
There ave hearts that beet warm, when théy seem but eold.”
As soon as my school was out, I was determined to
exchgnge for some distant place, and carry away that

S0rrow nome might ever know.
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Although Osear had never confessed his love, he had -
told me in every way but words that his heart was wholly
mine. I loved Osear, but, with a trae woman’s pride, [

‘tried to comceal 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 prond, 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. Ie 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 samt‘ Sleep peacefullv in your
decayed ‘charnel house ; rest quietly in your corroding
sepulchre’; but if it be permitted, descond 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-mereiful
Judge, through His only Son, our -Mediator, has prom-
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ised that those who love each other in a pure spirit upon
earth, may meet again to tre&d the Elysian paths of
Paradise.

DREAMLAND'S GATE.

"My weary eyes by tears are dimmed,
They are fulling while T write;

The friends ¥ loved are cold in death,
AndI am ead te.night,

T 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 foil and pain, to win
QOpen to me the dreamland’s gate,
And let the weary soul pass jn.

To a maiden, pity show, '
Who seeks for rest but finds despalr.
Lift up your head, ye magic gate,
And let the weary soul pass there,

And let me dream of childhood scenes,
‘When swifily 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 n glimpse of my childhood’s home.

l

. Sy
Dreanzlaq;d.’s Gate.

Although it is in ruins laid,
Tts fairest blossoms now are dead;
Yet still their deep and solemn shade,
Upon the waving grass is shed.

"Pis oft in the land of dreams I see’
The light of faces fair,

There 1 hear musical veices
‘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 '=‘iecp

The father talks with his lonely child,

Though he be buried deep,
There 1 sea my mother's similes,
‘While passing through the gates of sleep.

Arcund me the tall poplﬁrs towered still
Seoming those light and fleecy clouds to kise;

And I drank from the clear chrysial fountain’

That flowed from the side of the hill.

The multiflora vine in the corner
That embraced the syeamore tree,
The bush that bluched in the garden

Were all famitiar to me,

The white rose bush that seemed to snow
' In the corner by the door,
Was decked still in its snowy array,

As T had seen it years before. .

' Oh, my childhood days !t

Their joys havo 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 o world of pain,

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

CHAPTER VI,

A DREAM UNDER THE SNOW-BALL BUSH. ‘

FEW evenings after my retwrn, I was wander-

ing alone in the garden; I had walked up and
down, and all arcund it, trying to worry off

the wretched feelings under which I had been

laboring all day. ‘At last I became weary, and feeling
solitary and alone, [ sought the shade of u beautiful
snow-ball bush that stood in the centre of the garden,
and threw myself upon the long grass bemeath, with
¢ Swrrey, of Hagle’s Nest,” open in my lap ; I intended
gpending the remainder of the evening inreading. 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
gong 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,
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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 unsble

long to keep my mind interested in the tale, I elosed 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 eommunicated to the clouds that peculiar soft and
golden tint on which the eye Ioves to rest; but from
which the light was now gradually fading.

While I was thus sitting heneath 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 ag if they were trying to catch the
faint whisper that I uttered in my sleep.

I dreamed that I was writing my jownal, a history of
my own life, and the title of this book was, ¢ Oxg Worp
&xp 4 Tesr;” while Osear 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 coloys
apon the fair pages with the crimson current of my own
heart, '

This strange and mysterious dream mado 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. T sat for some time rubbing my
eyes, and trying to interpret my strange and mysterious
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dream. I was somewhat bewildered, and caught myself
uttering my thoughts aloud—* In the name of all that is
good and peaceable why did I dream such a dream? I

“know that T 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 7 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 .hdd 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 vest. o :
. T arose and went into the house. Oscar met me at the

door, looking somewhat surprised at me.
4 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,
80 we thought you had run away and left vs.*?

“I was in the garden,” said I, and passed on into the
house, ag calm ag if nothing disagreeable had happened.

“ Why, I went into the garden and called you—why -

~ did younot answer ?”?

“ I did not hear you,” I replied, ““I was aslecp under
the snow-ball bush, and did not awake wuntil 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 1’

“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 ay fresh in my memory, as if it were but
yesterday. '

“Iwill 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. yather 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.”

vy

CHAPTER VIL

A PRESENT BY MOONLIGHT.

porch watching the *‘ queen of night as she

3] rode at anchor on the azure waves of Heaven,

like a ship with its silver ssils 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 traqes of his subdued

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

as T 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 silyer
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 o 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 witk}drawn, famished flowers
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raised their drooéping 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
acknowledgrient of the rich blessing. X

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. |

1 sat as one fransfized with my- eyes upon the moon,

my heart upon Oscar and my mind in = 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

- 80 hard to solve, wont you ??

. “Ihave untied every knot but ome,” said I, *and
you may help me to untie that one, or at least give me
some information.” - -,

¢ Ok, I don’t like to untie knots,” said he, laughing,
“Ihad 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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préfer;mby the way of Washington City, or over the (:“/hesa- ‘

peake 77 “ ‘ "
© ¢« What! you arenot 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 secreis ? I cannot bear to hear you talk

thus, and I will not hear of it.” o
¢ Yos, Oscar, I am going away, but T am going to

. give you a present, to remember me when I am goxe, Iam

going to give you yonder star that seems to be dancing
b 3 . " -
around the moon, and when you look at it, you wﬂ;

‘think of Lenore.”

. ¢ No, no, Lenore, you shall not go, you shall not leat:e ‘
me, hut one of these days T am going to explor.e the fa.u-
land and will carry with me the idol of my hea}jt if shg wﬂ:
go,.and that is my own dear Ltenore. Will you go?
will you be my wife? Give me  right to call you n’a:ne,
Lenore, and this will be the happiest day o.f ny life.”

Would I go with him ?—VYes, througl} joy or sorf'owz
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 d}'opped slowly
from my eyes at first, and then like rain drops_; the
friendly twilight hid their traces from him and I did not
ry to stop them, for they eased my heart.




CHAPTER VI,

SUNSHINE AND SHOWERS. |

I was a lovely evening on the twenty-second of
June ;- the last rays of the sun were tinting the
distant hills, and their faint and radiant tjglow
= were reposing upon’ Nature’s breast. Yes, it
was June, that bright and leafy June—and such a gl(;ri-

~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 bad dismissed my little pupils for the evening, buf

_ had not retired from my schoolroom, for T 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, yot a barriar deep as the grave, and which
death only could remove, seemed to be between us forever

1in this life.

W]'ailst thus occupied, I heard a footstep, as if one was
entering the room, and, naturally turning sround, I be-
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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-
eation 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. T accepted the invitation, for I thought a walk in
the open air wouldirevive mmy drooping spirit, as the room
wag very close and warm, with only one small window
facing the garden, and Icould see nothing all day except

" a patch of Irish potatoes and o row of garden peas.

We both left the house looking unusually grave.. The
divection in which we strolled was toward a calm and de-
lightful retreat from the natural simplicity of the sweot
but humble scenery around us. : ‘

Oscar was the first to break the silence. Ie paused,
placed his foot upon a little pine root, and took my hand,
which was placed passively in his, and whispered in alow,
tender voice, that breathed the softest and most conta- '
gious emotion of the heart:— :

“Lenore, I know you probably feel that my avowsl
of love ought to be linked with flowers, veiled over by
the hypoerisy of language, disguised by the hackneyed
forms of mere sentiment, ugtered like the assertion of a
coxcomb, and degraded by that tampering with truth,
which makes the heart lic unto itself :—porhaps, 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, ‘llife to me will possess no blessing. - All that I ever
conceived of its purest and most exalted enjoyment, is
ce.ntel;ed in you. Now tell me, Lenore, will you he ,my
wife? My happiness. depends upon your decision.”

.I &ave 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 wh;ch 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 :

“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 (ted 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 L. 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 mo "good angel to whisper to the -
mnocent child that she did love in vain ?

1
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¢ Dear Lenore, did you think that I loved you any the
Jess 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.”

« Bat, 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 sowarm? I know that you love me, Oscar, and at
this time would be willing to sacrifice your life for mej— -
but 2 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.” : ‘

¢ ghall ever be guided by that principle, Osqar; 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
. yemains 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 ovet the still quiet
evening-tide, and all the shrubbery was astir ‘with an
aw;akened sobbing wind, I passed out into another
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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 & single minute 3 for the bloomin
flowers of love had swallowed up the footfalls of time,

:  and each moment as it flow sparkling by, was only an in-
divisible part of that long, bright minute of Iove.

As we entered the yard, my aunt Fibby was standing
at the door. I caught her eéye—and may God ever pre-
serve mé from seeing those eyes again. I could see the
scorn and hatred gleaming in them—they were dark and
demoniae—and I would have proferred a seat among the

« hideous dead, in all their ghastly, loathsome putrefaction,
or. laid side by side with the sweltering carcass of the
 gibheted murderer, than to have come in contaét 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 -
Jknew all about our engagement. 'The sunbeam vanished
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 gtars, and the snm-

from my heart, and a dark and heavy cloud seemed to -
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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 Iight. and’
bewitching éounds, an image was enthronfad for an .uiol.
There was a well-arranged moment. of silence, as if of

- golemn self-examination, broken by the tender tones of

an eloquent lover, followed by & sigh and a tea,r,datllld-
words of sacred meaning, while the m.nd laughed and the
stars hid their faces for the shame of hgl.]tly fpok"an 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 Wopdered if,
in this wide world, there was one so ha;ppy' as myself. Iiﬁ
was the golden evening of our lives; neither had, umtnd
then, actually realized how complet{.aly love l%ad entere

into our ‘hearts, taking each so entirely captive, that n]c;
earthly strength, no after-time could ever wholly brea,

the chain that bound our hearts together. ~Although .tfhe
“Tinks were woven with starry flowers, that sparkled thh
an Eden-like beauty, and yielded a fragrance that had

been wafted from the unfading buds and blossoms of

Paradise,” I looked forward with pleasare and saw ‘thg

future bright. I had found one to whom I coul(% expxes;
my past difficulties, my by-gone sorrows and trials, an ‘
whose firmness strengthened, and whose tenderness com-
forted me. And in trusting him, what & perfect dream

i
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-of bliss was life to me now. I had not a wish separate
from him—not & 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
ihat gave the blessing, and worshiping in blindness more
than the Creator, the creature whom he had made.

CHAPTER IX.

MORE‘ THORNS. FOR TIE ROSE.

Jl summer days sped fleetly on and Au-

)9 tumn came with its gorgeous beanty, 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 conld
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 conld
do mothing. to please her. The whole house was in a
hurly-bwly from’ morning till night. She scolded the
children, dusted the farniture, 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 mouth

until it was blown out of all human shape and gaye it a
resemblance of something like a French horn,

- Although she did not mention the subject to me, she
would talk 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 devices. to

accomplish her selfish, despicable and heartless 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 eonceal 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, Ie marked my
altered looks and sad countenance ; for my aunt’s treat-
ment of me was intolerable. The manifold jnsults 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 @ 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 from 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
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s;he must have ; nothing would do but Jerusalem oak sefad, :
and Rose knew exactly what her task was every morning
before hreskfast.

One morning T 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 caugl‘lt tlfe words
as she passed, and like the poisonous seed which is blown

‘by the slightest breeze, they were ‘destined to take root,

land 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 nioments the very
force of my indignation kept me silent; at length I
spoke. ‘
¢ Aunt Fibby, I. am glad to hear you express your-
gelf so freely, and only wish that you had done 50 eight
months ago, that I might have been saved from all the
torture that T have suffered since T have been under your
roof. You say that you do not want your child to !ne a
waiting-boy for me, I sincerely hope that 't-he 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 1s 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 aboveme ; and when 1
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condescended to come to your house as a teacher, little did
I think that I would receive the treatment I h;ve from
you. AndT ought, at the moment I first consented to
your proposal, to have heen guided by the instinets of
ity ow.n.heart, which prompted me to recoil from yo
proposition. I'know that I am poor, but T am not deyeur
dent upon you ; and I would suffer death before T wﬁulll{i
remain under your roof any longer. You may slight
me becanse adversity frowns upon me, and prﬁs eﬁt
still seems to smile upon you, but there is an hourpc d
jslng——‘ thou lover of the shining ore! it hastens on ‘?—0-121;
]fur 'when that ]‘miaped up treasure will hang out T:;efore
t. y sight such vivid sketches of. these dreams in thy life’
history.” And your unprincipled and 'inﬁﬁm&hyt} ets
ment of me will prove the source of a retributive jud 111(;: ;
on your head.. Yes, fortune has lavished her gJiftsg u : |
you, but not In consequence of your own good condtf tn
buf: by some accidental circumstances whic}: in your -
estimation have elevated you; yet I assure ouy 0 e
not elevated in the estimation of others but a,ls‘; cc,mi'; arg
little below the common level. And when m Irll gle
used to feed her house-servants in her fine gobletsy ang '?r
ver cups, litelo did she think that her brother’s wife i
especially one inferior to her in every respect sljm‘nid'
refuse her orphan child a drink of water out’of llie
ten-cent tumblers, Oh, I do not wonder at the s iriti, ;
my uncle being disturbed.”” - Without another V\Ford 2
s]}ghtest t-oken of respect or courtesy, I deliberatel an;
with an air of indignant scorn, walked back to m;r ’seat,

- Movre Thorns for the Rose. 85

leaving my aunt Fibby in a position which I dare say
nobody will envy her. ‘ 4

‘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 l-—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

"t understapd and feel overy tone, and temper, and

motive, and manner of treatmént ;—thus in the spring-
titae of tender youth and innocence to e 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 thie most sacred of themi 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 orplianage.

The day passed away unpleasgantly ; night came on
and found we very much out of humor. My aunt Fibby
tried to apologize for her eonduct 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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herlﬁihtlcame on, and little Roge, ag usual, came in with
et 1;;] ;e a:qu:;;ds to spin her task before going to b.:d

2Ung Fibby came in behind her, . ’
pen had the speed of hey tongue ! butr;vh ot
L' made a retreat to the porch. -

Oscar had been gone all day attenéing to some busi-

ness, and came home Jg
ter than usual; ag h
. e
through the room, he looked around iI; uirin lpassed
ex%mmed, ‘““ Where is Lenore 7% ARG and
o .
e tﬁgedemi;werzd ﬁfﬁzcept his mother; but she did it
pth an ness joi
e opportei of her heart, and rejoiced at
¢ T thi l |
i Shem‘l;: you én.ﬂfjt be very much interested in Lenore,”
sd s h, Jou don’t seem to be satisfied only when ,
e i tc}e}r co’ti]pany, and you don’t seem to eare for ;‘;?u
o u exl'{ ;7 at the same time pinching up her mo tﬂ
e a cork-serew, and 1 "
— y 105¢ a3 sharp ag Cleopatra’s
« | ‘
i;D()ksca,r did not reply, but walked ont on the porch and
v tha S(;at some .dlstance from me, and seemed to be lost
n C?;fd t. He du% 1ot sce me at first, for it wags dark and
the 8 were ﬂ‘ymg fast across the murky sky :vhﬂ
e :’]l.g gusts of W1'nd at times, swept along from th,e east;e
branéﬁg thf ‘tall hickories, and stietching out the slentllet"
brond 5 0 rhe.: oak, and causing the forest to send forth
L muring sound, a8 though spirits of evil were
.:u Ing its lonely retreat. The mgon had not yet 1(‘10“
i hs appearance with its soft loving eyes to look dg apon
- the two lovers bowed in silent grief. e

en she came in,
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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 heauty
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.
Qscar soon perceived that I was near, by the heavy sigh-
ing that was so familiar to Lis ear. My head was bent in
silent grief, and my face was bathed in tears; for T had
wept as though my heart were water.  Oscar came and
took 2 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 50 1” I gave

him no reply, hut the briny tears continued to flow.
“ Lenore, will you not confide in me, and let me help
you bear your troubles ¥’ D ‘

«.Qh, Oscar,” said I, struggling to repress the anguish
of my heart, ¢ would to God we had.never met.”
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“ Why do you talk thus, Lenore? Have I ever done
or said anything to hurt youwr feelings, or to mar your
happiness 7 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 faithfal
and devoted lover could be, Your mother hag treated me
most cruelly for the last few weeks, but I do not hold
you respousible 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, bus I don’t cave for that. I am
going to leave Monday, if you will take me to my cous-
’s; for [ 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 etetnity,
and all T ask of you, is, to prove true and faithfal to me
- a8 Iwill to you; and if we never meet again, L 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 ho 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, “‘hut
though short, it is full of comfort—hope.”

““ Alas, Oscar, I feel to-night that it has been blotted
out of my life. Tlook for it; I search for it, but in

~
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vain, In this world I ea-nn!ot find it; I say 111 this, bg-
cause now, all about me is darkness, i};tld pain, a,nd‘ sull
fering ; and I feel there is no consolation, only throug
of the grave.” .
thenga:ild me higs determination, that come what might,
his word ghould not be broken. He besought me not :;10 .
forget him in the brief time we were to be separa“;e ,
declaring that, bereft of my love, life would be a bur. en.
1 vetived to rest that night, but I could not sleep; tO(t
many conflicting feelings rioted in my trox%bled b}'e;st,
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 fairy

But there’s a pectless gom on earth,
Of richer ray and puter worth.

' of the roseate hue, ,
Bo';‘f;:a:l‘:ttinged with fresh and changeful shade;
But give & heart that's warm and true,

A flower that time can never fade. .

A flower that is so seldor%h found,
“When mist and darkness close around ;
Changoless, fadeless, in its hus, |
It is the hoart that's warm and true.

Ardent in ité earltest tie,
Taithful in its latest sigh; .
Tove and friendship—~God-tike pair, -
Find their sthrone of glory thers. |




CHAPTER X.

THE 'PARTING,

1 next morning I arose with the determina-

O] tion to leave the place where I had shed so.
5| many tears of joy and sorrow, and spent so

% many howrs 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 T felt
that I could not possibly spend another Sunday under
my aunt Fibby’s despicable, demontac, and unscrupulous
domination.

“Well, Lenore,” sald Lilian, a few minutesﬂ after ¥
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 ust be one of the fallen angels, or the
morning star of Pandemonium.” -

“Well, Lilian,”" said I, laughing at her remarks, it
i5 to be hoped she will not descend upon me with more

The Parting. T

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
iri this manner? I thought you were all-in-all with her
—and I know you were always Uncle Samuel’s favorite.”

- “T cant’t imagine, Lilian,” said T, 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 utnost 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
g%ve her & small portion of my mind.”

¢¢Ttis 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-

‘nea,th all human contempt.” -

¢ No, no, Lilian, that I’m not; for I expect to take
my departure to-morrow mornirig, and Jeayei the dragon
to rankle with her own conscience.’

“] am quite sure that you would be h&ppwr 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, Llhan that is true; for I asked Ellen Norman
the other day to come and see me, and she remarked, I

I'were in my own house, she would visit me often; but

that I need not expect to keep up the demands of eti-

[
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- quette in other people’s houses.” And this is the reply
of nearly every one of my friends. T 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 dow’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; T do wish somebédy would go
and marry her, and change her name, for she is not wor-
thy of her husband’s title.” ' ’

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

¢ Ah, Lenore, I have had a poor opinien 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 o 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 bave killed ber. - I heard he shot at per
once, bitt ‘the hall missed her, and came near passing
through her child.” |

¢, is not that awful, Lenore! I wonder what she

had done.” | -
«Theard she got angry at him for some trifles, and

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

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

head in with it.”? | |

¢ Qee 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,” saidI; “Dbut I am not sur-
prised, as it is natural for such reports to go out, if &
gentleman goes with o lady to chul'c}l, once or twice, or
pays her the least attention. [ am innocent of tl‘m,t, for
T am a stranger to Cupid’s wiles; afnd know but little of
the tender sentigaent.”

¢ Yes,” said Lilian, ¢and it i3 very natural, too, ifor
people to deny their engagements, .when at the same time
they are on the very brink of mutrimony. You negd not
deny it, Lenore, as everybody knows that you and Oscar
are loving.” '

«T would like to know how everyhody became so
wise,” sald I, blushing. o .

«Very, well,”” said my aunt Margaret, “1 knew it

long ago, and spoke of it to Lilian, for he could not

[ L
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keep his eyes off you when in your company, and wonld
blush whenover your name was mentioned—and that is g
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 lunatyi;
ftsylumf for she could not bear the ides of Oscar marry-
ing a girl wit ; has & iti

thf gﬁ;d e ;; 1;1;:1’1; money ; she has such an ambition for

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 wher Oscar and I should be sep- -
arated-—to meet again, when, where, and how ?—and peg—
ha'ps‘ never until we passed from this life into a higher
existence.

We returned home that evening, orrather to that deso~
late and solitary abode, which I had been accustomed to
call my home, though no longer mines 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 f;mhfeady packed, and I was preparing to set out on
my jOlII'Iley. :

'I bid my aunt Fibby good-by, and that without shed-
ding 2 tt.aam—and I don’t suppose she shed one for me, for
she rejoiced to see the hour when Oscar and Iwoulci 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 fow weeks béfore Oscar
and T 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. A

It was a lovely morning, and the road over which we
traveled was lined with a profusion of oyr finest forest
trees, all arrayed in those rich and varied colors, which
shed such beauty over the landseape on a fine antumnal
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. :

¢« Qh! 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
80 dear, and thus rehder her child miserable for life. She
caves nothing for my happiness. She has been a wite,
and yet a stranger to love. She married for wealth, and

. now wants ‘me to follow her example, although riches do

. not constitute happiness.”
“/Phig is true, indeed,” said I, ““and in many cases

it helps to destroy it. I would to God you werc poor;




76 Lenore Parolee,

Oscar, that I might prove to you that I love you'florz

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. : K d
“Oh! I’m so glad you have come, Lenore,” s2id Do-
ra, as she threw her arms around nie, and imprinted a
kiss upon my cheek, “ for I have been more than anxious
to sec you, and would have sent for you, but did not
“know your whereabouts.” 4
I had told Osear that when the time arrived for him to
take his departure, I would not be present to hid 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 loft the
housg and walked into the garden, and took a seat under
the grape arbor. Never was a place so well fitted up for
soxf?wful meditation. Into that secluded solitude came
no s:_lngl?i‘; or sound which could distract the heart from
pondering upon its grief; the leaves rustled only in the
topmost boughs, and the clonds of heaven sailed unseen
over ity gloomy shade. Bough on bough swirled and
sighed around, and here and there some light ‘erispy
lenves, withered by the touch of Autumn, fell quivering
from the rustling eanopy 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 waicher 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

gee more clearly, there came distinetly to my ears the

words:-— 4 :

© «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-gickening 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 lof 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 o Tear.”

«Stars of heaven I would not be you, .
Too dark nre the scenes that you often see

Moon! I envy you not your light,

Tt falls too oft on woe and blight.”
How long T remained beneath the rustic canopy, Ido
pot 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 wpon 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. T have stood in the midst
of the dead and dying, and listened to the low, ceasoless
wailings of pain and suffering that mingled together ag
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 eoffin 1id, but none have sank

80 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 heyond the stars and uttered a prayer
that e, 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 Jooked into )
my own, and whose voice had whispered in my ear one
goft 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 ha.uthed my eyes in W]fter to
cool my aching brow, and rejoined my cousin, Who :eaﬁ
very flippant, and had a great many funny ﬂl}ngs to o
me, which dispelled some of my gloomy feelmgs,' and.

would now and then force a smile.; ‘_‘ But hqw’l;land it i8
for the lips to smile when the soul s in despair.” It wa;
about & week subsequent to Oscar’s dep{art‘ure that

wrote to him the following letier :

Drar OscAR— ) ‘ - .
u Daylight has shut her curtain down, nnc.1 has pm.ned it ‘\:.111‘11
a star,” w?:ile. T have been musing on its fading lovialm.ess, wf :;3
has st; often wWitnessed our social intimacy, and thinking o
t-gone hours of happiness. )
Pasvghera are you, to-night, dear one?—in th?t Tenely plnceI,
thinking of her'who is far from you, and ygt is ever An}ex':ugh
i H tilt in my dreams. .
will answer, Yes; for I see you 8 re! though
' t our spirits meet in
are separated from each other, ye :
‘:13 siic Eaﬂd, the land of dreams, and holdz sweet communion
thire And I hope the time is not far distant, and the. happy
days may soon dawn bright and sunny, when we shall meet x.ae::r
to part until we enter into the, sancium sanciogumI oft‘ }lm;;%mant
: much, for I feel s
Dear Oscar, I want to see you very mu ol sad ond
‘ i down next Friday according to ¥
lonely. I am expectingyou ‘ ding to ot
i it wi long, long time. Dbring
mise—but it will seem such a long, long : '
Elll.: news: T have 5 -heap to tell you. Agitis getling dark I will
¥ ]

a and faithful
have to close, From your tru LENORE.

My Owx Dear LENORE— 4 ‘
1 havejust arrived at Cem——s, and have been to tho office for
: There was soveral lettors handed to me, but there was

seognized the fair
ith rapture whon I recognize ’
heart with raj o 1o poal )

my mail.
that filled my ;
(i):s(::ription. With eager hands and anxious heart I bro

¥
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and you eannot imagine tha exquisite plensure it gave me at
hearing from the one who js dearer to me than all the world be.
sides. . .

Dear Lenore, you eannot think how anxious T am to see you;
for it seems months . sinee we wers together, and yet it has only
been a few days; but if life is spared I will see you next Friday
ovening. ,

You asked me where I was on the night of the 12th, T was
in that lonely place thinking of the dear one who is far from me
—for I never think of anything elte. You are the chief object
of my meditation. I received the piece of poetry yon 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 mest, and never part.  And may
His providence protect you from all harim, is the prayer of

" Your true and devoted Osoar.

CHOAPTER XI. -

 REVEALING THE SECRET,

TIOW long the weok is, it scems that Friday
O will never come,” said I, half al_oud‘ to myself,
a few ovenings after the reception of Oscar’s |
‘ letter. o .-d Dora
¢ Are you expecting any ome, Lenore, B:;l A ,
¢ that you are 8o anxious for Frlq&j-" to come t—but exi
cuse me Lenore for being so inquisitive, th‘e reason,E
asked the question is, that if you are expecting an?f’o
your friends, 1 would like to make some preparatwrll ; a8
T wish to treat your friends with as much ‘complmsa?ce
and civility as I wouldmy own.”” “¢T want you.to fen.]og
youi'Self when you are with me Lenore,” she. continue
« and consider yourself at holme in gry house, for as long
a home you are welcome, )
N ‘I‘"}]i‘?;ik you, dzar Dora,” said .I, as.I wipéd the t]f.a,rs
of gratitude from my eyes which in spite of every t 1I:1g
T could do to hide them, would steal doym my cheeks.
¢ T have but one friend,” I continued, ¢ that‘I can, oF do, .
expect, and that is Oscar Brandon. I r.ecewed a ;etter
from him a few days ago, in which he said he ‘Wpul pay
us o visit next Friday ; so you may-‘put the httl:ai pc: in
the big one, and have a skillet stew.’’” T uttered these

slang phrages in order to unchoke myself, for there
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appeared to he a wad in my throat as large as my fist.’

And in spite of all my efforts I could not kide the tell-
tale blood which rushed to my cheeks when Oscar’s name
wag mentioned, _

We had been silent for about a quarter of an hour,

when I broke the monotony by singing :—

T have something sweel to tell you
But a socret 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 he
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 4ies of
fmendshlp
¢ That is an old favonte tune of mine you were sing-

ing, Lenore, do sing it.again, it makes me think of time -

past and gone,” said Dora.
Agam I repea,ted the Words but in a, clem and distinet

‘voice.

Revealing the Secrel.

« T have something swect to tell you
But & secret you must keep.” -

« Fxcuse 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 youw.”

Dora looked up from her work-box somewhat surprised .
at my remarks, and the manner in which I spoke them.

¢ Leriore,” said she, ¢ you have well tried me on that
point ; and did you not find me true?” ‘

¢ Yes, 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 T would trust-a secret with.”

¢ Well, do tell me what it is,” said she impatiently, and
lookmg no little curions. ¢

After I had gotten her cu11051ty a3 hlgh a8 woman’s
curiosity would go, I said,—

¢ Did you know that ()scar 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 tréated 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
wnderstand it yet, for lad it been me, I would “have told
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him good-by, by all means. Supi)ose Ihad 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 ery, and then I would betray myself, and I did not
want you to see me erying.” . ;

“ Well, well,” she said, laughing, ¢ who would have
thought of such a thing, you are o perfect novice. But
when are you going to get married 1 ‘

“In January.” :

“You are going to remain with me until then, wont
. you?? Tt

“ 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 hushands 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

;
; .

f
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of wedded life, you will find the hearts that once beat for
each alope, 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' hushands would be like Mr. So-and-so!
Before marriage, it is mutual devotion ; afterwa,ras, 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,” ete., when marriage has taken the fascination
.~ away, and family eares have furrowed the brow once so

smooth, and made the steps heavy and slow, that were
once so gracefully light.

- ¢ 7 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?”

~«J 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 evirices 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 make the effort to appear fo be, the

angels they were before marriage, and men forget that

very often just such little incidents in- themselyes, may
f

h
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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 tha.t people
always put the bright side of the marriage state out, but
it seems from your unspa.rmgly descriptions, that-you
have given me the dark side,”said I, laughingly.

¢ think 1t 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 Osear Brandon,

. you will not marry an,angel, nor must you expect to glide
into an ocean of bhssjas you might enter a state of pos-
sible happiness, and—"

¢ Probable sorrow,’ I interrupted. o

¢ That is just what I was going tosay, 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 o warm and true as his.”

kindled in our breast.”
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< God gront they never may, Lenore. I “hope you
may be as happily marrjed as T am; I do not wish for a
better husband. Do you remember the conversatmn in
your father’s graveyard, Lenore !

¢ Yes, Dora, and I have often thought of it. For it
was there the bright flame of love and friendship was

¢T have often thought of it myself ; and the verse of
poetry you repeated, while kneeling by the grave, made &
decp impression upon my mind. '

4 Q, would that I could share thy sleep,
I then from sorrow would be free;

Wild tears within my bresst 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,—

T forgot to ask you, Lenore, whether Oscar s mother
congented to the marriage or not.”
it 0, 10,” said I, ¢ she will not approve of it when she
finds it out; she docs not know it yet; although she hag
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suspected it, and has givén Oscar several lectures, and
told him if he did matrry me, or any other girl that could
not equal him i fortune, he should never enter her house
again. SoI 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 itin 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 swrounded 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 preveht your mar-
riage when she finds it out ¥’

¢ No, 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 Osear Bran-
don will never deceive me, for if there ever wad a perfect
man, I beligve he is one; were he to do it, I would never
put confidence in a,nother 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.”?

£¢ Tenore, 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 makmg any effort to impart any more of it m our
experience.”’

As the subJect was becommg ﬁnpleasant, we droyped
it, not to be again rcsumed




CHAPTER XII.

THE EVENING WALK.

5 AANIE week passed slowly away, and Friday came
(X :?:\‘ at last, though it seemed like an age to me.
J k2| 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. ( o

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 howing
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 folinge 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
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lively and pleasant hue than even young Spring with her
magic pencil conld 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. o -

<t Qome, Dora,” said I, *“and let’s take a walk, it is
such a lovely evening.” g

¢ No, Lenore,” 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 clbow
resting upon my left hand, and my chin propped with my
thumb and ﬁngeI), 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.

" Tt is time he was here, for the sun has already hid him-

gelf 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 T know he will not deceive
me. Hark! I think I heartheroar of wheels, and a voice
behind me which sounds so familiar,” - T turned around,
and T 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-
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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 teérs, and we
wept together once more; though they were tears of joy
and which terminated into a peal of laughter” He iookeci
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,” gaid I, I am aying 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 awayso 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
enjoyed yourself 1’ T

¢ Most excellently, for Edgar and Dora are so zood,
and kind, and generous, that any one- who has a heart,
could not be with them without enjoying life, if they were
ever 5o gloomy.*? '
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¢ Alag, 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-1 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 2
tear, for T felt all the springs of affection and tendernesg

_open, a5 it were, in my heart, when I saw how deeply he

was affected. f
¢ Qhe 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 ceasc to flow, a3 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 vﬁrhep I am in her -
company. I have beon to W—y and succeeded in got-

- ting into business, and will commence on the first of Jan-
uary,” ¢ Then,” said he, taking my hend, while a smile -
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mantled his face, ““T will take my Lenore home, where
- nothing but death shall separate us.”

said my cousin Dora, as she came out to meet us, ¢ that
Lenore was antlcxpatmrr & ride back.”

By thig time wo had arrived at the house, I knew »

CHAPTER XIIL
AUNT FIBBY’S LETTER.

[E shades of evening had séttled down, at last.
% The windows and doors were closed and &
moderate fire was burning in the large open

- fire-place, and two lamps were throwing the
light of their united rays upon the wall and the pictures
which stood upon the mantle-piece. It wonld make earth
too pleasant in its fleeting state ;—too much like Para-
dise, did every cirele present the same beautiful aspect,
and live in the same pure atmosphere of love that floated
around that litile band—the family of Edgar Mansfield.
¢ There must be an end to aII earthly scenes Whether of
joy or sorrow.’ :

“ QOscar,” 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 sm:pnsed when I received your mother’s let-
ter.”

¢ What,” said he, looking at me with & mingled feeling

of surprise and wonder. < T did 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 & 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
la?ughed freely ; for at the first glance I perceived’ that
his conntenance was unusually grave. I have an-
gwered it,” I continued, “‘but I would not mail it, until
you came, for I'did not want to do any thing that would
?mrt 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. ’

Lzxore—I want youto come up and have a fair seitlement ‘

with me, ns I do not consider that I owe you any thing at all
for you have flaunted around %withl Oscar’s horse nndabuggy'
enough to pay for what little teaching you have done, so I thiul;
you have gotten enough out of us already., And I wang you to
understand that I have your unele’s two little children to raise

and educate. And_also I have not authorized Qsear to advance -
you one cent, and if he does, it i3 all void; so you need not ex-

poct any thing from me,

. Mrs. Fipsy MeQrarn—

I received your defrauding and ungrateful letter, and it is
enough. for me fo say, that it was beyond all human éontempt.
Yo wish me to come up and have agettlement, I can have the
“matter settled very essily without going te your house, as I do
net wish to come in contact with you any more, I bave Just re-
leased mygelf from your jaculated tongue, and I dont think you'
will bave the pleasure of lashing me with it any mors, Itseems

-that you have decided the case entirely by yourself, You cer-

tainly must beigrorant of the laws of the lnnd, 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
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will have fo 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 &et, and also for the sake of your
children. Never let the world know that your heartis black

‘enough to defraud your husband’s orphan niece out of her honeat

labor, while you have plenty of money at your command, though
you are too stingy to enjoy it, and would « skin & flee for its 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. ‘ i

Nothing more, only I hope you will not anoy me any more

" with your letters, but will send me 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. Ie said that he
would take the letter up to her himself, and pretend that .
he had taken it out of the office ; for he knéw better than
to let her krow 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 hiad been
vich, but_had never been loved by any one beyond the
cirele of her own household. She was stern in her man-
ners, unstaple in her dealings, and wnfriendly in all her
acts. Like the rain which turn to ice upon the sturdy
oaks, was the affection of human hearts on her forbid-

v
' . -
. -
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ding temperament. She was ahout 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 onie could harmonize. She was
heetle-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 anxiousand timorous look, and always seemed
to be in pain, for thero was an everlasting secowl 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,

hut either in its original cast are by some mishap in hey -

youth, it had become squatted down, and spread out, and
then run up again, matving whatever of good appearance
she might otherwise have possessed. Her manner of
~ dress was not remarkable for anything, except her pecu-

- Harity 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. Solong 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

%1 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,

a8 m;;r cousin had promised me an elegant part~—of

course my wardrobe was to be furnished complimentary '
to the occasion. We invited Osecar to accompany us,

which he did very readily, and took us around shopping.

T was standing with my elbow upon the counter, gasing
at a beautiful wreath to which I had taken a part.wular
fancy, while my friend was looking over some article of |
dross. ‘ o K .
¢ Well, Lenore,” said Oscar, coming up t0 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?”* o
¢ Yes,” said I, with a deprecating look. ‘
¢ Ave you sure,” said he, ¢ that you have everything

that you want 7 o
“%T\Tell, no,” said I, *“ not exactly ; there are several
little articles I would like to have, but—"’

¢ But, what, Lenore !’ }
“I a,x’n 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.  UZ quimus, quando ut volwumus non
licet.” ' '

“ No, Lénore, you shall not go back dissatisfied. Get

whatever you want, and I will pay that little account in

C~—; it 1s a matter of nothing.”

.+ “I om very much obliged to you for your kindness;
but I don’t want you todo #. I don’t want it to be said

that you had to pay my debts before—

“Now, stop,” he interrupted, before I eould 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 car, ¢ What difference does it make —you
will soon be mine, any way.”?

We both laughed beartily, and there was nothing more
said about the matter, as I was under the impression,
t00, that I would soon be his. So I concluded my pur-
chases, and we took the cars, each one feeling a3 happy
as & sunflower,

Oscar remained with us several days, and then returned
‘home. T proposed to him that'T 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 ‘2 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. QS-
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 drizzlefi 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 & d.ehghtful 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 sl.xort-
lived disappointment. How vain are human expectations.
Tn the morning, we dream of happiness, and before cven-
ing we are really miserable. A .

& i is not the growth of earth,
| ?].f;: s}:)?lr’gr{liz%IJIZSB itf yougseek it there;

"is an exotic of celestinl birth, .
And never blooms but in celestial air.”

“ Bweot plant of Paradise, ite soeds are sown
In here-and there, sbreast of heavenly mold;

1t rises slow, and buds, but ne'er was known

"o hlossom hore-the climate is too eold.”?

¢t Well, Lenore,” said Oscar, o few min’utes after “I;e
had started, ‘I was down to grandfatherr.l last week,
mother had me to take her down, and made it convenient
to get the whole family together in order to work up{?al
my mind, and try to break our engfmgement; thelglr :aau;1 :
everything they could imagine or think of ; they thoug
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they would chill my affection for you, for the only reason
that you -are poor.”” :

I did not veply, 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 froeze 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 anythiing 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 tempus 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 erush ray heart; and
destroy my happiness, just to.graiify their vain desires,

‘and carry out their fiendish and diaholical 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 tully
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 mever 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 prejttlest
to-night, I reckon the next wedding we go ‘to will be
ours, don’t you ?”’ o
«T 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.
T am sorry that I told you what I did; you seemed to be
5o cheerful before, and now you look as if you had just a8

soon die as live.” . , -
¢Yes, Oscar, death would be preferable to this de-

spondency ; —would that I had the wings of an eagle,

that T might fiy away and be at rest.” ‘
We arrived at the vesidence of the bride’s mothe;' 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 & mockery to my feelings, for



3

1M Lenere Parefee.

beneazh & Mosom so white lav the sheh

. —

Bearii and chose ::‘;assv caris, which

\‘. A2 s
Covad il

bt 5 fe Bt ot demen ik e ! ~ CHAPTER XV.

S b
B ICW JOUrs 09 i~ {’{a
{ -ﬁ

Tl tesrE

My eves wae uumsestel. ey TURDTE 3 Al
whole ';.{w\ s owlisire ¢ omiwe. Gaeie ool DO YOU DOUBT HIM?

P
LW rea R K. I
m\11u»-€\ WTORS SOl D T

Y oalverse cnos, - R : Tell me, tell me, King of Dy,
‘ R o ‘ T * That makes the heaven's bright—
PRI L o TR DI T B BT Know ye & hope tiiai dawns,
And doth not Bad ite night?

Know ye nsinless one
That doth nof act deceit?

Enow yea loving one
Whose joys are not fleet?

N ‘\.h_o:_‘. AT
Tell me, O fair Queen of Night,
Proudly sitiing on thy silver throne—

Know vea happy heart
That doth not weep and mourn?

Know ve ona that has never
Loved and been believed ?

Enow ye one that has never
Trusted and been deecivied ?

Tell me, tell me, twinkling stars,
Allin your glittering train;

Know you a spot on carth,
Where sorrows nover roign?

D hearts an oarth o'or lova
With foelings that will iast?
Will pasgion aver vong,
I'hat §s not swillly pasi?
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O tell me, lofty mountains, -
" Bathed in the rainbow’s dye—
Did ever a-hourt, tried and true,
Upon thy bosom lie?
Yes, tell me, lofty mountain,
_ Are joys not all ns Beet,
. Assparkling gems of sunshine
That play around thy feet,

‘Tell me, maiden, has there eyer
A sunbeam round thee played,

That did not take a darker hue
And ereep into the shade,

Tell me] O loving heart,
*Docs not thy mind oft sce,
The love that is thy lifa
Turn silently from thee?

Tell me, O passions warm,
That deth 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 o friend in the neighborhood, on whom
Oscar and I had ealled 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 tell me, 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 snd-
 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.”

(), Lenore, do not talk in that way; you make me
feel as if something awful has happened, or was going to
happen—uwhen there is nothing.  Thave 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 he for the last time. (rod knows it was not
my intention ; for we would have heen married in Janu-
ary, as I promised you, had I not been disappointed my- -
self. But it will not be long, T 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. T would have heen teaching
all the while, but you lod me to believe that we would be
married in January, and go to housekeeping. But I see
now that Twill 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 i out I will then be ready to
take you home, dear one, and a home of owr own. You

do not know how it hurts my heart to see you alone in-

this eold. world, 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 willdo

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 mariod until I had built—and I want an ele-
gant house when I do build.”

“Well, Oscar, L know it would be better to have a

home of owr own,” I replied, ¢ but, Oscar, you seem to-

be so procrastinating, and this makes. the second time
that you lave postponed our marriage.  Yet, if you had
told me in the beginning, you could not have married me
undex two or three years, and not had. me living ail this
while in suspenso——and you know too| my nature ; you
know I cannot bear suspénse—I would have waited pa-
tiently. DBut you have appointed the time so often and
deceived me, that I have almost become doubttul of your
sincerity.”

“TLenore, I have uever deceived you in my life—nor
ever expect to-—and all I want s for  you have confi-
dence in my truth and honer.” |

““Yet, Oscar, when you make a promise and fail to
fFulfill it when you could have done it, you have de-
ceived ; it matters not how small a matter. And when

E
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" we once deceive, it is almost impossible to restore confi-

dence.” : ‘

«Well, well,” said he, “I gnoss you are right, but
we will not quarrel about it any more. We will soon e
to your cousin Edgar’s, and then Lwill have to leave you,
and I want you to get in a good humor before we part.
1 will be up in a few weeks, and if you wish to go to
§——, I will take you up. Three months will soon pass
away, and we will then be no longer separated.”

¢ Yes, Oscar, to you, enjoying constant change of
scene, but to me—<lonely and sorvowful, in your absence
—it will appear an age.”

T 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 .
of my hat and shawl, and went into the dining-room,

where my cousin Dora was preparing some pies for dinuer.

¢ Where is Oscar, Lenore ?*’ suid she.

¢ He has gone home.”

¢ Why, I thought hé would he here for dinner. Why
is he in such 2 harry ¥ .

¢ He is going to take the cars for W, this even~
ing, and be was afraid if ho romained 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 Osear’ going to get
married 1 ‘

«T don’t know, Dora, hiehas postponed it again.”
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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? e pretended he would marry you in January
‘apd after you went to the expense of buying your wed-’
ding apparel, he put it off. And now he has done the
yery same thing over—and if T were you he might go for

~ .what he would bring. He should never have the chance
. to put me off -again in that way. Were I you, I would
have a fair understanding, for he is just a,s‘rea;dy 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
1s waiting for; -and it is the opinion of most people that
he is going to fool you.” g

To deseribe 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 deopened, until my very temples and fore-
head were burning red—¢ lot 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 gentiment, and I care not for all the world: it i
not my idol—I'do ot worghip .it, nor ghall I ever do so.

L
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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 prin-
ciple of Christian truth. And I think it is very essen-
tia] 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.
I£ T 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.” A

Dora saw that T was deeply moved, and she seemed
mortified at the pain she had cansed. Iad her spirit
been about to take its flight into another world, it could
scarcely have left a more bloodless cheek; while Iwas
sitting before the fire, with my arms thrown up over a .
chair, as I was wont to do in childhood, and tears were
fash falling—such tears as a true woman sheds when her

~ pure and trusting heart meets tho cruel thorn whers it had
- hoped to find & holy resting-place.

¢ Oh, Lenore,” said she, forcing o laugh; *don’t:

think of living an old maid—the title is 50 obnozxious,
"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 history;upon
the pages of memery, 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 snatchingeFiylcy A% TTaeg]l that is said about

ik Me in the world.”
i ) cousiv Edgar,

&iy are

old maids,
Our coy

1
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- who came into the room and handed me a letter. T took

 the letter, and stole away to iy room, and breaking its
seal, I found within a little seroll where a few lnes were
traced, bearing no signature, and reading as follows:
Dusr LENORE-—

A woll is lurking in your path, clothed in sheep's garments;
and it is no other than Oscar Brandon. You i.mngine yourself
happy in his affections, when he hag placed them upon another—
although his affections are considerably limited, except for dol-
lars and cents.  He is a chip of the old bloek, and understands
practicing deceit to perfection. T heard the other day that he
was engaged to Gertrude Waldon, and T have every reason to be-
lieve it, for he is capable of angthing but acting the part of a
gentleman, 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. T write you this, denr 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 loyes 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 FrIExD.,

The feelings which rioted in my breast would be im-
- "possible to déseribe, 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, ‘ . .
“Ob! would to God 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 eould live
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without him, and it would he happiness enough for me
to love him—yet, could I endure that he should love .ag-
other 7 and my reverle turning into prayer I uttere 3
(0 God! have mercy wpon me!” Throwlmg mysel.f ups’
on the bed, with my flushed cheeks pressing the pllllowi
still the one Teverie prevailedfthff reverie of th'e 1deI=IL
made palpable—dissolving from time a8 beforeiglto the
devout petition, O God! have mercy upon me. y
The trembling heart, which had committed it ¢ (:)‘ICQ ‘
treasures to one whom I fondly thought could appreciate

them, and from whom I expected o rich return—not in
]

gold or silver, not in land or bonds, not even %nl.m};;h
things as many think the female heart peculiarly thlal 1%' .ts |
—ecostly furniture and costly dress—Dbegan to .feel tha 11:@-;
warm affections would be trampled be'neath his feojt,' a
though Oscar had written often during our sepa;)s'xtw]l:,
and is letters were painted in characters of five, breath-

. ing of love and unchangeable fidelity.

Tt was on the evening of the #ifth day following, when
1 wrote to Oscar. :

Dear OsCAR— ‘ ‘
It is night, and T feel sad and lonely. Witl}‘w!axitt':nc';ilt;t:irﬁ

gshall I amuse this wasted hour of darlmes? and \:acul ¥ A

endenvor to dispel some of my gloon}y feehn:gs by mt]i\;'e.roubly our

letter, which I received thisdnl)jo:mnigs;wg:en;“g tg_ni‘,ht, »

~T am not oniy sad but miserable. ] o

:5[3:11; gzige aIl.uddy fire, i)ndulging my faney in walﬂ-“g[-fllll:aj;]:;

a flood of the past, the present, and the dnrk future,

before meand steeps my goul in utter gloow.

Do you believe in dreams, Oscar? Oh! I wish I could not,
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for I had one the other night, and it made such a doep impres-
sion upon my mind, that it is eyer lingering around my heart,
1 know you will think me foolish, weak and stiperstitious, But
itis not my drenm ulone that throws around me such s gloomy
spell. T 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 T know
you will share my troubles with me, and not let me bear them
slone, if unother is to share your happiness, :

From your tree and faithful, ' LENorz.

My Owx Drar LENOR:;-;-

‘Who has made you s unhappy? 1 know some designing

wroteh, who hud private views and private ends to angwer, has

imposed upon your credulity, But, darling, do you think me
capable of 50 buse an net a3 to destroy your happiness and peuce
of mind? 1 theught 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 -

mch as wandered away from you. Inyou are centered ull my
hopes of felicity, With you only ean I be happy, so let me
beg, dear Lenore, that you will luy aside all those unnecessary
scruples which only zerve tg make one unhappy, who is already
struggling under all Lhe anxiety of real and genuine love. T will
be up in the course of a few weeks, if nothing happens.

From your true sud devoted g Oscar,

CHAPTER XVI

TIE LOVER DREAMSE AGAIN.

o IPRING had come again, with the singing _of
i | birds, and ‘the waking up of blossoms, with
the new blessed vitality throbbing through the
)} heart of nature; the sky was deep and azure,
and the woodland songsters rejoiced, at the returndof -
the bright golden weather; the zf,tmosla.here was la eg
with delicious perfumes, for myriad of gorgeous-hue
ers wer soming.
ﬂoﬁ? “Iftlei 2%10; SEI‘iI;gg! but it is all over now. Tte
wind tossed the flowers, the untimely frost spangled tho
leaves with a fall’s beauty, and time swept everytlur;ﬁ
away but the gloomy waste ; and that r.emamed a8 (il)d
and stark and dreary, as though no bright flowers ad
ever burst through the grassy carpet, or green leaves ‘m;.l
young buds had ever gprung or bloomed under the bright -

sunlight of Heaven. o 3
Yegs, it is all past now, and I can recount 1t with calm

ness and stoicism, notwithstanding all the grief it brought |

me——grief through which I have often since wondered
that God let me live. . . '

Tt was indeed a lovely evening, and thfa sun, about to

" bid adieu to the clouds which were clustering Siflﬂ argund

his path, threw hack upou them such o flood of rays that
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they seemed like a golden vesture, which he had left be-
hind to bless the carth awhile with its light and beanty,
when his quickening beams could be no longer feltw-
when Oscar made his appearance. 4

Words cannot express the mingled emotions which agi-
tated the hoarts of the lovers. The meeting can be better
imagined than deseribed. Tt 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 I3 ““if T do, I must be a fright, though I have seen .

trouble enough, fo make me look like a ghost. - But,
Oscar, do you love me any the less, because trouble. hag
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? T would not have
you changed for the world. But something is troub-
ling you again, what is it? What are these tears for,
Lenore? Wil you not tell me ?”” The pathotic 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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curred since our Jast interview to occasion this dep.lora,ble
change—this awful spivit of despair, that 1 read in your
face 27 '

" After Thad gained sufficient composure I rela;ped all

: 1 ting.
that had happened since our last meeting. .
¢ Where is the letter, Lenore ¥ he exclaimed with

' starling and exciting look upon his face, which ap-

peared to produce a feeling of the character of a disag.re(.a-
able dream, that slightly disarranged t}?e‘ faculty of his
thoughts, and which placed hin} in a position where nov-
elty, in general the source of pleasure, was here as-
i ly with pain. :
Soiia;eghfswy it in }:;he' fire,” said I, “as I did not want
Dota to see it, for she, too, believe.that you are <?.ece1jr-
ing me, neither did I want to see it any more; ‘1t wg%
one of the most tormenting things my eyes ever heheld;

and T do would rather witness the spectacle of the very

brow of perdition with all its. boiling,.bubb}ing—.—scallfi-
ing, roasting, frying, scorchmg', blazing, bu?nmg, the
whole dark . infernal machinery in full ollwratmn-—t{ha,n i
to take another glance at that which has lJlighmd my joys
o 22 )
aﬂ?‘ ;(:alr)jre,” gaid he, ¢ you are too easily excited, and
must not allow your mind to be so imposed _upon b)i :ehe
fraud, deceit, jealousy, and treachery of this world ; for
it seems that' the awful ma»chiner.y you have 80 tlnspai"-
ingly described, is at full work against us both. Blil(t we
maust have patience to hear wi%h these trials. You | 1;ow
that it is some of my enemies who wrote tfhat etter

3
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fmd.if I were you, I would not worry my mind abont it ;
1t will only tend to make you.miserable.” | ’
““ But Oscar I had a dream th i i
to add to my misery.”’ ° qther night which helps
‘ What did you dream, Lenore 1’ ‘
13 ‘
) I dreamed that you had forsaken me and had mar-
iled another, but you were not happy. If you only knew
oW my poor heart has suffered, you would not be sur-
prised at my bad looks.” o
“T wonder i i
ot onder lf. you are so &illy as to let a dream trouble
¢ 'Yes, Oscar, I can’t help it, it has lett such an il(n-
pression upon my mind, and I can’t help from thinking
?hat som; great trouble is"going to befall me, for I am
Impressed with a i i Wi ‘
e presentiment tha?t this wﬂl be our lgst
: (]}{oming ovents cast their shadows before.*”
ou foolish child,” said he, laughing i :
ghing lightly, ¢
a,llo‘w yourself to be troubled, by, drcams,gahdgsac{ ,forf:
boilmgs. ]zrop all those unnecessary scruples—they are
on t -mi
forysmean?”or weak-minded people. 'When shall we start
““Iwould like to- go this evening, but itis too late
now, though we can go by and stay with Lilian, and
~ complete our journey to-morrow,” ,
“Very well, I can carr i i \
, ¥ you by if you wish too ;
we had better start for it is getting Iatz. ” e bu#
So we b1d my friends bood-by and took our departufe.
I could perceive that there was a great change in Oscar.
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His laugh hecame less frequent, he looked thoughtful, and
ot times evensad. He tried to talk but his mind seemed to
wander. T tried to talk to him, but my ¢ tongue would
cleave to the roof of my mouth.”

« T,enore, 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 bero 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 fo see me,”
he said angrily. ¢ T 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
worso instead of better ; for you would talk to me then,
and now you wont talk any, I don’t know what 1 shall
do with you,” he added, forcing a smile.

«“ell, Osear,” said I, looking him straight in the face;
T 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, 1 will do it, if it is in my power.”’

¢Ty is in your power; Oscar, and yours alone, Do you
intend to marry me ¢’ ' .

¢ Certainly I do, Lenore, that has ever been my aim.”

T 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. |

* No, Lenore,” he said, after some moments of hesi-
tation 5 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
oye. ForIcan 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 Ishall 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 feelI
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 T 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,”
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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,
a8 we came in. ‘8o walk intothe 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.” o

Lilian was very gay and flippant ; talked about pie-
nies, tableaux, protracted mectings, ete., 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 asif 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, andretired. _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, a8 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 Wrapp'ed
" in slumber, I was thinking of the dark fature, which
* yolled out before me—a cold, dreary bleak. The golden
 sun that had brightened my life, hajti( given place to a deep

gloom. “Oh! that I knew Oscar’s heart this night,”
thought T, as T laid there with a tranquillity of agony in
9 I .
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my heart, ¢ What wouldI give ? but ah ! T 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
never gone. It is strange some people can’t bear promo-

tion. But how can he prove false to one who has been

g0 true, and would ‘be willing to, lay down her life for
his sske, 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 brlght
to last long. . Earth was like a paradise, but now it is as
_one wide sepulchre. If Tcould 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 ig false; that he
has deceived me; he has not, and his last words were,
¢ Lenore, if 1 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 canl 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 ith
painful freshness, and across my agitated mind dark vis-

.- Would to God he had :

 through this and every other trial.

|
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ions we1e'passing, which would have filled one less deter-

mined with gloom of despair. :
Tt was a beautiful night above, the StdlS shone with un-

usual brilliance ; and ag my agitated feclings 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

1

SILENT GRIEF.

"was such o grief, too deep for tears

" That aged my heatt for more than years,
How old it scemed e'en when 'twas new,
Backward it stained life’s pages through,

And ere another leaf T turned

On alt my past its impress burned,
My happy days a mockery seemed,
T had not lived, but only dreamed.

And then when first T wished it done,
Life scemed for me but just begun,—
Begun in bitler unbelief

That time could dull the edge of grief;

. Could give me back my hopes and fears,
Or bring me any good, but death;

. "T'was but a moment, yet to me,
It scemed 4 whole eternity.

I felt how gray my heart had grown,
Its pinstic wax was changed o stone,
When misery there its signet set
Impressing fines which lmgergyﬁt..
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On ench 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 tlister through ’til 'is red,
A real grief is never dead;

Tts fuint fingers stern and dark,

' Leaves on the fuce and heart & mark,

As quickly cut—ac 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 nnught
Althongh with deepest meaning frought ;
The grief which kills, is silent grief,

For tears like words will bring relief.

Husband and wife, from each concesl
The wounds which ave too deep to heal ;
But when hope and faith scem dead,
‘While many s page must yet be read.

And in despair ¢he heart doth sigh,
And wish then it teo may die;
Remember that no night so dark,
But can be seen some litile spork.

And when the sky, in dorkness shroud,
There is asilver lining to every cloud ;
And patiently wait, 1ill dawning day
Shall'its red lines of light display.

CHAPTER XVIL.

THE BOTTLE OF ETHER.

per Claton’s. Oscar seemed cold and reserved,

more so than T had ever seen him. And his

2] manners wete 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 steod more erect, and his neck wag 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

creatured 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, Leénore,” she said lsughing, and wmkmg, ““that
is always the way with these parvenus just entermg 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-

[ 55237, JHE next evening we started for my cousin Jas-
f"’
5
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nul obeyed his command at once, and in less than two
hours hie stopped in front of my cousin Jasper Claton’s
house, ‘ , o

The afternoon was fine ; the sun, though sinking, was
brilliant, and the cloudless throne of heaven seemed to
vefleet his flood of mild effulgence, which poured down
from the firmament.  The air was sharp and pure, with
scareely, o clond visible over head to dim the beautiful
halt moon hanging in the castern heavens. T'he goiden
rays of the sun- streamed through the forest trees, and
gave o motallic lustre to the gray moss that hung in fan-
tastic loops from the tops of the giant oaks, and lighted
up with a silvery glewm the long feathered sprays of the
graceful pine trees, waving gently and slowly, as the soft
breeze passed rushing among them, and they wandered
wmnong the dark glossy foliage of the tall groups of holly,
and twinkled like stars upon their stiff pointed leaves.
But Osear was too much absorbed in his own thoughts to
notice the loveliness of the evening, or to apprehend. o
tear, that now and then would steal down thée cleeks of
her who was by Lis side, counting every stroke of his
hewrt, and frying to penctrate his deep and far-away

thoughts. :

Oscar remained with ws until aftor tea, and then went .

to C to visit his mother, which was ouly half an
hour’s ride disiant, and whow he found almost in a state
ol usanity ; for if any orie had seen her & fow minutes
before Oscar came, they might have supposed her to be
selzed with hydrophobia. Seme one had scen us pass and

Rl
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had informed her of owr arrival ; and to make t!xe matter
worse, little! Charley came running in, and said, ¢ Ma,

" did you know, that big buddio and cousin Lenore was .

married ¥
“No,” said she, ¢ they are not either.” . :
« Yes they are,” he persisted, ¢ for Juck Perking told
o just now.” ' A
me;s ghe seene cannot be described, the reader. is left to
imagine the outrage, the clamer, and tlixe scur.rllous yell-
ing'of the enraged woman, after hearing this, It had\
heen reported & few days previous,that Oscar and my%lef
were married, and this report had.reached my aunt 11*110-
by’s ears ; but she only puckered up one cornex; of .her
mouth, and said, ““Tt is not so, and you noedn’t believe

" it. If Oscar was to marry that good-for-nothing poverty-

siricken Lenore Parolee, he should never dtwken' my (}:)or ‘
again—I would smash him Iuto a thousand giblets.
It is not my intention to give my 1'eudurf'5 uny 1eugf;h— ‘
ened description of my aunt Fihby’s.gcumhby whon she
-got the information from Jack Verking' own lips. He
had met Oscar snd wyself on the road, on our way to my
cousin Jasper Claton’s, and there was 1o doubt in the
world but we were married. o .
There was in her heart, anger, habtiree?., sw‘kemng pais,
a burning desive of rovenge, o vindictive dﬁberun‘natmnj
10 do she knew not what. Words could hardly describe the !

. convulsive vehomence of the feelings that tore and shocked

her soul. Mhe old Greok fuble—of men possossed by the
furies—seemed reulized in her.j! : ‘
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¢ Gtive me that bottle of ether, Charley,” said she in
one of her hysterical convulsions, ¢ I bélie:ve I am goin
to have another one of those bad spells.. Rum Rosge a%
hard as your heels can fly, and bring a chunk of fire ;‘nd
heé‘zf; e some bathing water.” ‘
Miss Fibby, please mam, give me a match. the
EI:;?S Iaugh at me when I go after a chunk of fire,” saizl'

141 g 1
No no; run along and get it, I hate to strike my

matches when fire is so near by.”

By thi?, time Oscar had driven into the yard. So there
was nothing more said-about the hot water, nor the bottle
of ether ; for the moment Oscar entered the house, she
began to explode, which made the poor fellow éta: er
back and turn pale as though he had met a ghost g%e
was almost dumbfounded, for he had no idea sh.e' was

aware of his taking me to my cousin’s, hus got out of

the awful dilemma by denying it, and saying it was Miss
:zfl.ﬂhe was with, which brought balm to her wounded

The bottle of ether was put up, the ehunk 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
d‘ead, but now is found; was blind, but now he sees.”
Thercfore all the family was sent for, to rejoice over the
lost son.  And he had grown to be such a big wan, too,

~sinee he went to town.

It is certainly true, there is more joy on. earth as well
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a8 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. - He
was a long, big-boned, coarse man, with black greasy
hair cut square at the ¢ars; high cheek-bones, flably -
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. He seemed
to be always straining at something between his jaws that
was hard to bite; or as though the sun was throwing his
dagzling 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 foree of religion.

Brother Hay, as they. called him, was law and gospel,
He alwayé went to town on hig father’s raft, and sold his
tar and twpentine; he also churned the milk for bLis

. 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 diseasc;
but, at all events, they indicated a yude. and unfecling

 character. e was.doomed to live the life of a hachelor,
which made him more popular in his home circle ; of course
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tho property would all go back into the family. He wag
stake and rider, and was always the one to give advice
when there wag any needed,

L L1 NP 1 :

‘Mwmtom, he was dispaiched to come and see Oscar. to
which request he made no delay. And as the serp;nt
}vound 11‘13 coil about, he smiled to see the work progress-
g 80 silently yet so sure. ¢

CHAPTER XVIIL

THE OLD CHURCH-YARD,

N a fow 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

fist, especially for onme whose heart was a burden to

6OTY,

‘ \K?"hen friends prove so false ; when weak hands have to

toil ; when the hire is so meagre and the task ro heavy ;

when the weary brain can see no stars through the dark

clouds 1 and when the heart is so bruised and mangled—

is it f—o0b ! 15 it worth while to live? ‘
- 8o often did these disconsolate thoughts come o my

‘mind, that T almost sunk beneath their influenca ;. for

there was s pouderous load at my heuwrt which seemed to

~weigh me down to the easth,  But T straggled ; 1 would
“not give up v de@pa‘n‘; for I koew 1 bud tu depead upon

my o dubor for subsistenee, and the hand that toils can-
not afford to wipe away continual towrs.  JButlsbor sine-
fimes Drings sweel repose to the wind, and the weay
spirit muy yeeover its tone, whon the respauding wind

- will resume its strengthand it hope.  But it broagin e

relief 16 wy poor laceruted hoart-—that heavy weight ou-
tinued io oppress . Phere wis o bitkorucss of anguish
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in my llleart which seemed to drink up the very fountain
of my life, and 1 could feel iy strength decreasing da

by day; and my spirit sinking deeper and deer;er into thz
vortex of wretchedness, Ak! me! if that dear old

church could speak, per i
: cak, perhaps 1t could help me ¢
that which my pen is fechle to describe. ’ P

At noon, when'the children’s merry peals of laughter
would echo over the hills and through the dales, T would

wander avound the old solitary church. or through the.

t“:lt‘-t‘:l-)i-ng grove, where the food of my girlhood was so
.f:naxttllql', and pass through its very shado?vs—eomino: as
tkhuey did, from objects that I had looked upon a; ’the
friends of my childhood, before life had opened to me the
ok -.mfl blotted page of suffering and sorrow. There
murmuring slamberously, wag the transparent brook t(;
~ the left below me, where I had taken many a stroll w:izh
groups of my light-hearted companions. ‘ '
And when I spoke to its dancing and sparkling waters

and asked the question: ¢ Where ave all tb.om:J » tin;"
‘ sc“cmed to say, ** they are all gone, some deud. others
+ dispersed——all vanished and gun;.’ * A litdle furth:er on, I
coujid seo, without difficulty, the old gray mill, and tile
}\'hltb\ caseade tumbling over che ﬂood?guv’ce am’i Lrem*irk
its bright seinillations that looked under,the Ii&hu‘ ot
thi sun like masses of stlvered ice, were it not th:;: such
o uotion was dispelled by the roaring, dashing, and coni-
rnwous murtaur of its waters, which in d;n:; of vore I
had beel‘; plunged into in the name of the Father, Son
and Holy Ghost, B
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. At times my fancy would lead me to entor the walls of
the old church, and walk up and down the nisle, or wan-|
der among the seats where I had sat g0 often and listened
to the voice of those who had wooed me to enter the path
that leads to peace and everlasting happiness. Then 1
would ascend the pulpit, and there repeat over and over
‘again to myself, Christ’s Sermon on the Mount, ag I had

heard it there in my young days.
« Blessed are they that mourn: for they shall be com-

forted.
¢t Blessed are the poor in spirit: for theirs is the king-

dom of heaven. ‘
‘Blessed are the njeck: for they shall inhorit the

earth. . o
¢Blessed are they which do hunger and thirst’after
righteousness : for they shall be filled. :
«Blessed are the mereifal: 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 Grod. o
< Blegsed are ye when men shall revile you, and per-
secute you, and shall suy ull mauner of ovil ggainet you
~ falsely for my sake.
¢ Rejoice and be excceding glad, for gresd 38 your ve-
ward in heaven, for so persceuted they the prophets
which were hefore you.”
Then T would kneel down, and with the padme of my
uplifted hands pregsed veverently togetler; would try 10
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pray, but my prayers seemed not to avail. Heaven’s gate
seemed closed as I looked, with that poaderous load of
adversity which was crushing me, through my blinding
tears, to that one Great Source of strength and comfort,

T had lost sight of the farthest star, the last glimmer
of light was quenched in utter durkness, 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 thet are pust so long ago,
That now their memory seems
A strange, confused, unreal thing,
Like things we see in dresms,”

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
Iligh._j ‘

0, BID ME WOT 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 Autumn lesves, lio crusked nnd dead,

.

\
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0, say not that it's sweet to think
(n hours we ne'er again can seej—

The memory of the scenes and {riends
‘Of other days, is sad to me.

How many hearts, congenial, true,
And forms too fair, too frail to Inst,

And sunny smiles and joyous scones,
Lie buried in the gloomy pngt, -

Then say not that 'tis aweet to think
On happy hours forevor flown;

But rather teach me to forget (
The joys I once could call my own.




CILAPTER XIX,
MY LAST DAY AT THE OLD CHURCH.

Q ;)f ENORE, when fﬁd you hear from Oscar last 7*?
%is“" ?’Ske‘i my eousin Mento, who had been watch-
¢ .‘-s".‘ ing, from- day to day, my haggard look and

sad eountenance.

(4] ‘
I have not heard from him since he went to W—

I replied. And I would rather have di
edge the sad fruth. ave died than to acknowl-

“ Why, I thought that you and Osear were regular gor- . -

respondents, being you are engaged,”?

1 r 1 )
Oscar has been very punctual in writing to re here- -

tofore, ‘an'd I don’t know why it is he does not write, un-
Ies‘s he is in a pet and is trying to Wworry me.”? ,

[4 ) |

What have you done to vex him, Lenore ? I did not

know there was any difficulty between you, althoughI

;oulg sce a great change in you that I could not account.
or. -

; “ I have said nothing, Cousin Mento, but what justice -
emanded of me, and I am not sorry for any thing that I -

hm‘r:a said, fmd I'would say it again were it necessary,”
You did not discard hin, surely ?”? o
111 ]
) Well,» §u1d sl}e, after I had related the conversation
etwe')en us, if he is gump enough to get miffed at that
let him go; there is as good fish in the sea as ever Waf;

(1
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caught. He only wanted an excuse that he might play
o, and T 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 mot made his appearance.”

«¢ T veckon his mother gave him such a fright the even-
ing he brought you up, that he will hardly come back any
more.” . ‘ ‘

¢ No,. cousin Mentd, 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

" damzling the vision of any one; and I can’t sce why you

are 50 carried away with him, for in my estimation he is

nothing but & lump of dross.”
¢ Cousin Mento, I know I have not been gifted with

that strong sense of propriety which many have, and T

" may have been less on my guard against the faithlessness

of man than many of my age, but Thad a free and guile-
Jess 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 aceepted them in
good faith, and 'as these tokens of his feelings were neither
few, nor far b tween, they worked upon my heart. He
became meore and more associated with happy spois in
my existence ; his presence scemed to be necessary 1o

.
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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 confspicuous figure. In my dreams by night :md
in ?,hose livelier and more entrancing dreams by di;y in
whmh.my spirit loved to lose its present realities z,md

‘ bfxthe in delight of its own framing, he was one—the prin-
cipal one—whose virtues, as my mind painted tll?xem,

gilded the v!rhole scene with rays of beauty. And around |
my susceptible heart he has cast a chain whose links.

hold my ardent feelingg 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 ver_)'r
unhappy—I am wretched, Yet this is wrong ; for wh
should I add my sorrows to the weight of mis:ar it iy
selfish and ungenerous to do so.” o R
‘-,‘ No, my child ; whateter weight of grief 61‘ “Iniser
?vh.ich we are forced, perhaps for wise purposes, to beéu‘y
it 1 ordained, for purposes equally wise and b;neﬁcent’
that every act of sympathy with another’s sorrows, lessén;
our own. Your heart will soon become light, and better
spirits will return ; and I trust, Lenore, you will be happ,
yet. ¢ When the; dispensations ripen, then comes the half
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 unchaﬁgeable purposes of God.
{&nd,' Lenore, you must not look, as most young persons
like you do, upon the trials you are at present foreed to
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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
sevorer 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 affliets 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 irvHis 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——. T'invited him home with me, buti he said that -

- he could not come this evening ; it is probable he may

come to-morrow evening, and you must have on your best .

bib and tucker.” ! o

The next morning T 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. 1 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-
lof 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, bt did not feel like walking twe
miles, for I had not eaten a mouthful ginte dinner the

day before. S
¢ { wonder if Oscar'will be there,” I murmured to my-

-
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self, as T 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, askmg me s0
. 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 wag 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 hordered 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 stﬁps with my face upon my arm, which
rested against one of the posts, at the tlm,e\
when light is divided from darkness, and there is

that reflection from the sky upon the earth, wlnch enables

one to see an object.against the horizon. A bird ﬁltted
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
erazed 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 hieroglyphicd, as they played upon the ground.
I shook with “awe, and wondered why all nature was so
calm, so happy; how flowers conld bloom and stars shine,
and the moon sail so peacefully upon her sparkling azure
sea, when such agony was oppressing my heart.

< Ias the soul,” reflected I, ““no power to give, from
its high regions, consolation to a miserable human Jife 7
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While in this position, metionless as a statue, I heard
s 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,— B
“Well, Lonore, 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 impa.s'sioned beings
whio have staked their heart’s most cherished feelings on

the throw of a single die, and like myself Jost. Never,

perhaps, liad o more sudden and terrible storm swept over
a human heart: it was like a hwrricane of the tropical
regions, blasting the rich bloom their hui‘ning sun had
called forth. E

“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 as great as I can bear.”

And the wounded dove folded its wings, dl'oliped its
head upon its breast, and sank upon the floor.

‘¢ Lenore, Lenore, my child! you must not give up in
that way,” said niy cousin, as he raised me from the
floor, ¢ I should not care for the' d——d rascal ; he is not
worthy of yourlove; he is not worthy of the love of a
true woman. MHe is a fulse traitor, & mesly-mouthed
Lypoerite.” ' .

¥
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When the heart pours out the first wails of its agony;

when dire ealamity in its most cruel form first strikes the

appalled senses—there is such an utterance to the horror -
of the sol—such an outbursting of the spirit’s pang—
such a heaving away of all barriers by the rushing floods
of passion—that any hoart 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 Owh room, murmuring as I went,
“My God! my God! hast thou forsaken me.” My
dny-book fell from my hands, and I groped my way o8
one blinded. . ‘ ‘ ‘

“The strongest impulse in the first anguigh of my
my most bitter pain, was to hide myself from every one.
No need for light. T extinguished it; and had T had the
power, I would have reached forth andl 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 & world howling in utter
darkness! I gnashed my teeth in blind and hmpotent
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 seream of

~ agony, which rings in my eas to this day, and often

makes me shudder as if it was the shricks of one in ex-
treme agony.

'
|
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Large drops of perspiration rolled down my forehead,
as I lay with my hends clasped to my throat, as if to
repress the choking sensation which seémed to deprive me
of my breath, o :

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 ¢loud 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 ieeping 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 haud that would attempt to bind up the
shattered and quivering fragments of the heart, would
only torture it with the proflered kindness.” We will
not be comforted, but linger around the valley of sadness
—the pall of blackness. We can ses 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.




CHAPTER XXI,

THE LAST REQURRT.

i Y dear reader, words eannot express the miser-
4 e I suffered during that wretched night, yet
k| T shall try to give you o faint deseription of

them, that from it ;
your soul may conce :
I must have suffered, J give Wh’}t

é There sometlmt?s_ 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

thel_n, even after the lapse of long, long years, without
an involuntary shudder, and & reverent thank ,to God
that it.is all past.

Sometimes indeed, we bear away ag a legacy from
scenes of imminent peril, something to serve, through the
coming years, as a continual remindér of the time when -
we s.tood helpless and friendloss upon the verge of des-
‘truction, and had not the arm of Him who “bholds the
world as water in the hollow of His Hand,” been out-
stretched in our defense we might now T,Je 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
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I turn from it with » shudder, and endeavor to forget
it amid my books.. *Tis all in vain, owing $0 some
strange cause—a problem for metaphysicians slone to
solve, :

There are certain times, when the mind, unable to re-
sist the intrusion of disagreeable reveries, will entertain

" in an unwilltng manner, that which it cannot dismiss.

The second day after the scene which has just been re-
corded, T experienced a stupor amounting to 2 complete

nconsciousness of existence, except an undying impres-
sion of some great evil which had befallen me, and which

' lay like » grim and insatiable mouster, tearing up my

heart. Ihad, 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 ¢ould hardly aceount for what had taken
place. , : "

While in this wretched state of wind, 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. Osear is false—my lover—
my promised husband—the one idol of my lonely and
loveless life is gone from me—he to whom 1 have given
the love, the strength, the life of my heart. I ama
wreck upon the. tide of life: he has scattered my happi-

© ness, and has blighted my only joy. Oh! why was I
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ever created to love and then torn away from the object
of my affections 7 Would to God that my life had gone
out ere this great sorrow had fallen uwpon 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 hear$

writhe in agony under a mask of smiles, which is hut
mockery to my feelings? No, T will put an end to a
weary existence.© I will put o 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 ;

Drar QstAR—

T write to you onece more, and for the last time; and should
these be the Inst lines ever penned by her wha was once your
Lenore, “ may the memory of her never swake a pang in thy
heart, but linger nround it 1ike the aroma of precions flowers.”
And if we never meet again on enrth, I pray wa may meet in
heaven, where there will be * neitler innrl-iage nor giving
in marvinge, and where the weeping of orphans iz hesrd no
more.” And there I will meet viy dear father, and he will take
his poor distressed child to his bosom, and there wili give her rest,
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Do you remember the little song wo used o sin? Shall we .
other there. ) ; ‘

kn](;‘:aiag)}slcai, I want you to visit my grave when I am dgone.
Befora you come back, the earth will be l_nx?g over me, ;:n p;]alr-
hape the grass and wild flowers will be growing green above w{,
grave. Although yoh are so far away, I take n stran'ge pieasm L
in feeling that you will ope day be 50 Dear me, It is p ens::lx:e
to think that you will kneel down beside me, and put away b
grass and dead leaves, and whisper my name, cven 'tiloug ) : :
shalt not know that-you are so near, nor hear the familiar soun

of your voice.
Iydie for you; I love you next to Ged, and every echp LT

to say, farewell, farewell.

Oh ! need I nsk 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 seenes and days forover fled ;

Oh, let the veil of love concenl
The{frailties of thesleeping dend.

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

i r part ?
. Friends meet, and never, never pa
, LxNORE PAROLEE.

As T concluded, a fresh flood of tears suffused my
burning cheeks and fell, mingling with the drops which
here and there stained the written pages.
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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 goul there came a low
whisper a8 if from Heaven, saymg, “ Lenore, Lenore,
art thow going to destroy the image of thy God, and
plunge thyself into an everlasting hell? What right hast
thou to take that which thon 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 ha,ngmg on the cross, bleeding that thou mightest
besaved. 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? Thave kept thee thus far;
can not I preserve thee to the end 17

I fell upon my knees in prayer and supplication to the
mercifyl Redeemer, who withheld me from defacing his
image, and redeemed my. soul from an everlasting punish-
ment. Although my prayer was but a fechble 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. O, God! touch my heart with
a féeling 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, O, God, that, this great
trouble may prove a glory to Thee and a blessmg to us
hoth ; that through a gentle chastisement, we may be
bmught to 2 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 Ilis Father in
heaven to ¢forgive his murderers, for they knew not
what.they did.” O, 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 per petual happmess crown me with -
thy love, and kindness, and tender mercics, 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, nelthcr 51gh1ng, nor SOrrow, nor

pain.”

TRE 1'W0 PILOTS AT 3EA.

" Alone I paced my daily round,
Reminded by each scene,
The sorrows of my former dnys,
But sull in memory green,
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Till depressed with care I wanderod forth
Some shady spot to seek;

The sun was shining bright in heaven,
1ts rays the sky did strenk.

Through many a narrow path I pressed
Tili, *neath an ancient tree,

Isaw an mmd man at rest,
Aund lost in reverie,

Upon his venerable brow,
Daop thought had set its seal,

And 1, with & vespectful bow,
Did thus to him appeal:

#0ld man, yon soem contented,
~ While my hesrt is heavy lnden;
Can you tell me what is best

For a discontented maiden?

“What is the best for me to try,
Contentmeat th secure ;

‘What will my many wants supply,
And happiness insure P

Looking up with tearful eyes,

The old man did thus respond,—
+ My ehild you seek perfection here—
"I'is nowhere lo be found.

“ Eartbly anticipations bright,
However freely they are given,
Bring never unalloyed delight;—
There is no peace this side of heaven, -

¢ Religion points the only way
To charms 50 truly great;

The honest Christian surely may
It peace those charms await.”
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T then my own little chamber sought,
And knelt there down and prayed,

That God would give me cournge,
The sea of life to wade,

Then upon my eouch 1 sank,
My troubles to forget,

And seon to the land of dreams I roved,
And there two pilots met,

Upon & ship T seemed to ride,
Whose eails were blucker 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 snd stormy main,

‘Upon their heads they wore . crown,

‘Whose signaturs was writlen there,
And as'T gazed on them T found
"T'was Doubt and Despair.

Oh! those awful, hideous Bgures,
O'er me their forms were bowed,

And o'er their face was wrapped a mantle,
And lobed as with an angry cloud.

AU glve you a crown,” said Despair—
A ¢rown & queen might proudly wear,
Whose leaves and stems with matchless sheen
Of emerald seems superbly green.”?

And upon my pullid brotw they placed
1A wreath of thorns instead of flowers ;-
Then came the mocking laugh--+Ila—ha,"
Ac they gazed upon'the brandish howers.
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I, then, with bitter anguish fung . ‘ Upon a ship so passing fair,
Myself beneath the darkening sky— - . With hope and joy I landed there;
o black the clouds that o’er me hung, ‘Where glow-worms drop in shining- showers,
1 i1aid me down and prayed to die, : : And my thorns were turned to orange flowers,

But vainly rose my feeblo prayer—
The King of Terrors eame not there;
The wind swept on in ceaseless moans,
And mocked my prayer with hoilow tones, -

% Now, come,” said Doubt, * and dweil with me,
There is no gne that cares for me;

For there's naught but grief and pain—
Hope and prayer arve allin vain.”

“0Oh, no,"” gaid I, “you eannot be
The Iriends that I would wish to see.

1 spy another ship afwr, ‘
‘Whose piiot is the evening star.

“And from that ship I hear o voice
Saying, ¢Come yo unto me,

All that's weary and hoavy Inden,
And I will give you passage free.

i No storms disturb our peaceful isle,
No tempests wreck anr happy shore;
All is caltm, repose doth smile,
And there is peace forever more. ™

With drooping wings and bleeding heart,
Isought, alas! the peaceful ark; '
And the weary dove found a place of rest,

Reposing upon her Saviour’s breast,

Thon whoere dark clonds so late had driven,
And rolling thunders so fiercely spoke;
Now sunehine through the gates of hexven,

In streams of softest s?lendor broke,




CHAPTER XXIIL
TUE 00D OF ADVERSITY.
ONG the mingled sounds of mourning and

picree the heavens, none areso sadly mowrntul.
s0 overilowing grief-frought, as those which
buibt trom the bleeding bosom that has bubn berett of the
’ heart’s chevished idol, ‘
But how cowfortable are those words of St. Paul:
“our light wilietion, which is but for a moment. shl
work out forus w twr move exceeding and eternad weight
of glory.”
= By atlsetion the miad becumea humble and the wiii
Do, and vur stong grasp of the world is broken. o
vanity of its eujoymenis, and theiy insulficiency o meeg
the Wanls of the wind, are fully displayed.

v

- Adllicsions serve w lead us to value the blessings of
Clwistianity, and to bokl in the lower estimation our vwn
a g e 1 e L i i .
wiworinyicss. Lhe heart I3 obien sultened and opensa
CFoe the admssion of uuuh,“nd thpobui Lo seel w poruon
from aboyve.
N L :

I Ls goud for e billows of adversity w voil &munu
we, o both, fn respect of ourselves aed others. 0 the
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lamentations thas go up from the earth to
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being uscful to others. The most Mlessed resuli of wil-

versity is in its soitenmg effects upon our nalure.  del

us experience the forms of adversity, let somow Tarross
our circumstances, and trouble oppress ow wind, we arc

- glad, woare earnest to find rest Christ.  We will soon

be converted into humanity, and learn to melt at the sigh
of another’s sorrows.

¢ In prosperity we sec everything through u falve me-
diom. The world smiles upon us hecause fortune does,
and we know nothing of the realities of life.

““People are apt to be puffed up, and forgefel of
themselves, they begin to look upm: thelr Tellow crestures
ae heing of an inferior nature. Old friends are forgo-
ten, nay, even thosc who have conferved benefiie upw
thers in their less fortanate days; and ofwen wample th
most saered principle wuder {vot. :

“ Bur while abiding the storur of adversity, we bave
ali things presented to ws n the undistteruy roulitis.

“When everything goes o1 soilly, wud uotiing t
Iterrapt the preseut vnjoymnents ; o },)d;Lb &AW
strewed with flowers, und every wait suppliéd, aud Gy
wish gratilied, and hve bountifubiy ‘um(} the Lsaricr st
blandislunents of life, we uuavmmm beouiue seidsl and

A1

egotistical, wud Lorget the Goil that made ue, wnd sy wise
unpeialieled wssurance, ¢ Who i i Almiui\tbv, Bt S
gnould serve i antil ine the svw thande varibic
tes

¥

peas. thay wove she bheary s cuateitiog, aut 1ecad! G
¢ sense of our obligation o Hiur,
Ay fuws Lo will endeaver W war ws buck by w glatic

\ .
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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.” ‘

“Chastisenient i the rod that is given
To draw reluctant foet to heaven.”

‘“As often as we fix our affections immoderately upon
any of the fading objects lere 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 Ogear Brandon, T wouid
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 Fis bosom. No, I had
placed my confidence and hope in my earshly idol, saying,
¢ Osear is my comforter, my guide and protector ; in him
T will pu my trost. I will rest my weary head upon his
bosom, and bury all my sorvows there.”

Alas! he'has broken the foundation upon which my
foot rested, and has scattered my hopes to the wind. Bat,
thank God, they are placed more surely upon the rock of
ages ; and T can now say, ““Thy will be done.”  And
through the bitter cup my loving Father has given me o
dvink, T have learned to know the good from the had, and
the false from the truc; Thave 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 my burden

upon Christ, while passing through this great ordeal ?
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" But I heard my Father’s voice, saying, ‘* come unto
Me all ye that are weary and heavy laden, and 1 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 Redecmer, I hope, may
pardon all my sins. And in my darkest tials, when my
enemies were hurling at me their poisonous srrows, in
gvery direction, I was made to vejoice in my afHictions,
knowing they were working out for mes 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. S ‘

Hs can.make s dying bed
Feel soft as downy pillows are,

While on his bresst 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 o 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 higli-~those who fove God shall rest
under thy shadows, where there 18 10 wore S0ITOW, nor
pain, nor the sound of weeping. | |

Let us therefore resolve to submit ourselves to the will

l
L
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of our Heavenly Father, and chose our place where Mary -
sat—a lowly, loving hstener at her Savieur’s feet, and

who has go decreed, that our way to everlasting happi-
ness should be through the wilderness of aﬁletmn

"FAKE UP YHE CROSS.

‘Greater the cross, the nearer heaven,
Godless to whom no cross is given;
Blessed arc you dear children of God,
On whom he latys the cross, the rod.

Full many a garden dressed in vain,
Where tears of sorrow never rain
In flerécst flames the goid is tried,
In grief the Christian purified.

'Midst eresses, Fuith, her irinmph knows ;
The palm tree pressed, mére vigorous grows,
Go, tread the grapes benoath thy feet,

. The siream that flows, 1s fuli and sweet.

Crosses abound, love seohs the sky;

Blow the rude winds, the flame arise ;
When hopeless gloom the welkin shirouds
The sun comes laughing through the elouds.

The cross malkes pure affections glow,

Like oil thut ¢n tho fire we throw.

‘Who wears the cross, prays oft and well—
Bruised herbs send forth=the sweetest smell.

‘Were ships ne'er tossed by slormy wind,
The polar star who would esre to find.
Had David spent no darksome hours,
His sweetest songs ne’er been ours.

CHAPTER XXTIL

THE GUIDING STAR.

JOES this star ever @ppear o you, O, ye, wh?
mourn in agony of soul, over the loss of some
idol, treasure, some dearly loved object of cave,
tenderncss ? Does it ever throw its dazaling
brightness around your pathway, sparkling and daneing
like the chrystal waters of some pure fountain? Suppose
you are suffering the pang of bereavement; that some
yushless hand has plucked the jewel which shed its lus-
trous brightness over your whole heing, and your poor
heart is quivering, in its great agony, bleeding from -the.
ernel 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 compr chend your
grief i—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 ealm the
troubled waters of your goul. Whis makes you feel
doubly bereaved, and you turn away in darkness and des-
pair. But listen | gentle ag the fulling of the dewdrop
upon the soft petal of the tender ﬂowcr bmght a8 the
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pinions of an angel’s wings, falls the ray of this little star
—-the st.ar 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 reverberate({

~the soul-checring message over the hills, and through
the dules of Boethlehem. 'The Hebrews bowed in abori;a
reverence, when they saw the bright cloud of light 1'&53;
over the Ark of the Covenant; they knew that Jehovah

T o " N t ’
~ was there ! the first born of iman and of beast was

sa.cred to the Lord,” and light was the first of all created
things. It is God’s own chosen symbol——]ic;ht the swift-
est of all oreated things. o

. “The Lord God is a sun and a shield.” < He i the
father of light with whom is no yariableness, neither
shadow of turning.” ¢ God is light, and in h,im! is no
durkness at all.” ¢ He is clothed with light as with a
garment,” etc.  God, manifested in the ?1@311 said “(I
am the light of the world.” O

Heavy clouds may hang in fantastic

Forms above our heads, and -~

These clouds will burst, and the lightning flash

Down rush the flood of benting ruin; ) ,
While billows caught the voar, aud dush

Their thundering echices back again. B

But we must 1ot despair: look to ITim who said to the
raging billows, ¢ peace; be sill.” And after a night
dark and tempestuous, a little star will shine, like a dia-
mond in the mire, which will send a ray {)’E light zu(ui
cquort into owr hearts ; and we will look for anotier, 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 genile
vapors will descend and bathe our heads with the dews of
hegven. And the bright beams of daylight will come ;
and the rising sun flash on the hills, and its golden rays
illuminate the vallegs. Tt will scem as if an angel over-
shadowed the fields with diamonds, and hung-u 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 morc splendid
radiance of the sun of righteousness, spreading, far and
wide around us, celestial glory, such as bewmns from the
throne of God. That sun will shine through darkpess:
and storm, when all other suns and stars shall puss away.
To will beam on our path, and conduet and checr us through

 the midnight gloom ; ¢ suateh from death the poisonous

sting, from the grave the boasting victory, and point the
soul to its erowning glory, a blissful immortality beyond
the sky.” S o
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WILL YOU ACCEPT MY LITILE RAY {

A littlo atar stepped from its silver throne,
. And peoped cunningly at me;
With the brighitest little eyes,

That ever I did see.

Said he, “ the sun is in the west,
Tts twilight rays are gone;

Will you accept my littio light, *
To guide you through the gloom ?

#T am burning high in heaven,
But my beams are mild and bright;
Sparkting from my cloodless 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,
Through the folding glooms of night.’”

4 REPLY IN OBEDIENCE TO THE 3TARS,

I will sceept thee, little star,
In thy bright silence seem the power,

For thou hast watched me through the nighs
In my durk and lonely hour,

0, yo, littlo star of night, = |
How often you have seen my {ears,
And have given me your wonderous light
And banished all my doubts and tears,

Ob, yeo, stavs of Bethlehem,
Who send your light, alike on all;

Brightiess and majesty spread o'er the luad

Whetever your listle rays do fall.

The Guiding Star.

Thou art a gem of beauty, wandoring
All lovely, and alone, '
'Mong the myriad stars & glimmering

Around your sapphire throne,

Little star, iz not your being pure,

That beckon the soul with cheerful ray;
Can sin, can death, your light obscure,

Can years have power to limit yodr swny?

No; sit ye on the throne of night,
Darkness is turned into light by t.hee_; ‘
Time, cannot conguer thee, with nll their might
Years have no power to limit thy away.

Though bright you shine all lovely
Amid your glimmering train; ‘
A beacon to the sailor boy,
‘When he plows the stormy muin,

To the wanderer on the fosming ses,
Thou, bright and besuteous star,

Bringest back the fond loved memory
Of his native land afar.

Thus, thou shalt be forever .
Ty my soul that germ. of Hght;
And though the world niny sever
The bends that did unite—

My ever hope of joy to thee,
Though they may all depart,
Like a rainkow on a summer seu,
And leave this dresry fieart.

Yet shall thy memory wear o hloom,
That never will decuy ;

And light me through life’s lonely way
With thy enchanted rsy,
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The idol of my youthful love,
Thy emiles alone shall be;

That heaven of bliss te me,

Thou, beautcous starof light and ldvo,

CHAPTER XXIV.

0SCAR’S LETTER,

third day I felt more composed, although
9 1 was very weak. My frame trembled, my
eyes were sunk back in their sockety—the
2l glow had left. them, and they bore a ghastly,
deathly look. My cousin Mento hrought me w 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 vest 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 ag with 2 new spirit. The dark mist
had cleared from before me, and though the wreck of
my love lay at my fect, I was endowed with a uew
strength. Thought wid yeason came back to me, and [
felt iike one that had boeen shipwrecked, and was heuved
on the shore by a wave. ‘
It was the severost trial that 1 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 carth 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 recetved a
letter from Oscar, bui the words which should have
brought balm to the wounded soul were. cold and cons-
trained,

Dear Lenorp—

I received your letter this morning and hasten to reply, I
wrote to you a few weeks ago, and T presume you did not get
my letter; but I will give you its contents as near as L can, as I
think it is always best to be plain with you, Lenore. You re-
member when I suw you last, you said that you wished me to be
. pluin 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
-t0 hold you in suspense any longer, [ expect to see you before a
«:eat w'mle, and T will explam the maiter to you. I will not tell
you néw what has been the cause of all thiz;. but soma day when
youand I forgeteach other I will tell you, Don't take it too
hard; it will not be long before some pretty little fellow will
come aleng and make you happy. :

And I hope you may marry a kind and affectionate husband,
who will treat you as you should be, foi you are worthy of any
man. Ishall be glad to hear from you at any time, and hope
you will not treal me coldly when I see you, for Tam sure I wiil
be all to you that s frue and devoted cousin should be. Friends
a plenty, I know you have, and I will ever be one to you,

Yours traly, OscarR BRaFDON,
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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 mmpassionate vows of unchangeable love—of

‘unwavering fidelity. .

These WOrdS’ silently burnt their way into my heart,
and traced themselves wpon its fair pages—a record
which no future could nover wholly efface.

No tears fell from the sad blue eyes and blot the
strokes that had Dbeen penmed by the paw of a wolf
é,m'ayed 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 T had thrown it with a lock that

my cousin Mento mistook for regret, while it was wmeant

- for one of contempt. Gathering it up silently, I replaced

it in the envelope, murmuring almost dreamily as I looked

gi the fair inseription—*¢ it is well,—

1 Let him pags, I'm net too much
A woman.not to be a man for onee,
And bul?y ail, my dead like Alarie,”
My school at the old chirch was already broken up,
and my little light-hearted pupils had dispersed and cach
one gome to its respective home. 1 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 sett;ledcmy,s:elf
down for the‘summer. My school-house was setting

back in a little black jack thicket on the margin of a
12 . |

A
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whortieherey waesh, withont even a shaie tree to protect
@ dvom the sune Bt was then August, and 2 very hot
ot ab that, for it seeneed that the sun would bake mv
beains brown, ay U went to and Trom school. and fels
mere Lk aw eveatie than o didaetie.

s the'days passed, and the well unoted dave inm
woeeks, awd weeks nte wenths, and T eould hear e -

dings of Osear, except 0 word now wud then thae {

would cateh [vom his nuele’s wife, who' wag enssining,
awd who vanue at wy cousin Jusper’s, fonded with oeo-
siry, teying bo gor all the nformasion siie cowtd o son-
vey o ler sstor tbby, whe, over sioce she moved oo
downy was o Godesend i the familv, for they aiwavs
‘wade 16 convenient o call en her when thev wenr w
wown, and especially as'meal times. Suo it was Known
ey never visited her when she ived w die countv—
Hwn even A e hour of sickiiess.

My e Bibby hadronoed vug ber farm, 2o oad sone
o e ar the plrpose’ of  CULCRLLE aer WU e
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Jast twenty vears had to be changed far a chignon.  Her
washing and ironing had to be hired, whiel she thought

“was an unpardonable sin.  But she asked ne odds of

anvhody, and she done her seouring ut night, while Rosc
hold a hand-toreh, as it was tou expensive to bury o
lamp, and—

Al day long, from marning Gl sieht,
This peor woman was doing e might;
Her wheel melodious tanes it rang, '
‘While ber lootn wont bing-de-bang.

The tresdles flew, the rods eleared back,

While the butten plaved the tune pit-de-pnt,

In goes the siuttle, out it comes -

Would that my pen had the gpeod of hur tongie

Ehe entee not fur fushions,
She eares not for fame-—
All she wants is money
She hus money on t]w benin.

Therz is ong thivg o I hinve o eay,
¢ If you will listen o iy lu_\‘

That poor womnt witl lose hop soul,

%F she does noul vease to woishiy geld,




CHAPTER XXV.
KNEEEING BY THE LITTLE R0OT.

T was a quiet afternoon in early autumn that
my wandering feet chanced to stray by the des-
| olate and solitary dwelling of Osear’s mother.

@
b dl Though it was’ uninhabited, and a death-like

calm had fallen over the whole surrounding country
¢ like thick night over its eourse,” there was the well re-
membered school-room, the familiar garden, and the bush
gtill snowing in the center, underneath whose boughs I
had dreamed my destiny. The garden was overrun with
clder, and grass of idle growth ; the railings befere and
around the dreary dwelling were broken and deeayed, 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 ; amd the doors, all shattered and -

almost hingeless, shook and groancd 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 troaking of frogs, and the melancholy
aries of the screoch owl, which made life seem more dreary.
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I lingered- for some time around the old building, and
then wandered to the spot and stood once more beneatl
the old pine tree, where Oscar and I hud 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 wheve we had idled away the sunny howrs, was as
lost to me as if T stood already on a foreign shore. And
the empty sound of the old pine struck cold to my heart,
as | 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'Jow hollow moan, and died aivay amid
the treetops as if it was mowrning for the sorrowtul heart,
whose dismal wa:hng was like its own.

The fire-fly Limps 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 unscen

hands, or gradually dissolving linto airy nothings and
fade away ; the innumerable shades of gearlet and por-

ple, silver, amber and gold, ever blending and changing

in fantastic shapes and infinite varieties ; kaleidoscopes on

wwhich the angels looked with awe and wonder. I'stood

for some moments, with my hands folded upon my breast,

and tears streaining from my eyes uutil overcome by a

deluge of grief, I sank upon the ground, and kissed the
“ L3
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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 whlspeled
in my ears on a.certain twenty-second day of June, as
we two stood with clasped hands, while you offered your-
sclf 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 chanee to stroll by this hallowed spot, say to him,
“egy amo te adhuc.”

“ Darling, darling,” echoed a voice, but hoarse and
faltering, *‘Iam 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 seck
doath, or your forgiveness. A mortal chﬂl 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, 1 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 7
-
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- Iraised my eyes dreamingly, and the speaker was kneel-
ing before me. A quick vibration of light, eold and daz-
zling as the night gleam of the aurora borealis passed over
his features.

¢ Oh! Oscar,” said I, ‘“have you come to tmment
my goul unto death ? Mock me not in my despair, I pmy
you, but leave me alone to my grief.”

““ No, no,” said he, “I have come to heal the wound,
and bind up the broken heart of my poor wounded dove.
T often’ visit this spot myself, and to-day I chanced to be
strolling in this direction when Lheard the familar 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 love and 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 af 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 iy na-
ture took on her new allegiance ; the very sound of his
voice, low, and slightly tremulous at times, vibrated through
my. whole being a8 no sound either of speech or music
had ever done before.

I felt the power won from the cleciric 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 late to the master’s player.” Co
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, 23 the two lovers knelt with clasped hands to renew
the broken vow, and linked again the chain that had been
torn o sunder. | , :

Was this all that had witnessed the scene? No! The
first sound thut came after the heavenly peace, rustled
faintly like a passing breeze over the grave of buried hope;
though no lonuger buried; it had risen and hroken the
bars of death. '

It was a peacelike 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. peinon had been forn 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 ne earthly power ever again break this
solemn vow.” ' '

¢ Oh! Dora,” said I, for the intruder was no other
than Dora Mansfield ; ¢ 1 am happy once more, but how

-came you here? I am bewildered with thoughts—T must -

be drea,ming-——I‘ am too happy, for it to last long.”

Uy
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¢ Yes, my ¢hild,” said my cousin Hattie. **You are
dreaming, and your dreams must have been min.g}ed with
pain for you have beeif sitting up in bed -holding on to
my hands and erying as it your heart would ‘brea,k. ”But
pray tell me, Lenore, what you were dreaming ‘of?

Oht T was dreaming, I was dreaming,

Of joys I once could call my own ;

Dreaming of eyes that met my gaze

Through the duslay‘sltﬁ(lqws of by-gone daye.

Dreaming of words that filled my ear,

‘When the form of & lover lingered near;
" Dreaming of words he said to me, B

While standing benonth the old pine tree.

Dreaming of vows so solemnly speken
Dreaming of vows that now are broken;
Dreaming of lovely woodvine boyers;
‘Dreaming of pathways strewed with flowers.

" But now I'm waking, oh I T'm waking,
To another day of toil and pain;
But there's a thought that chéers me still—
A thought that night will comgragain.
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CHAPTRRsXX VI

THE WOUNDED DOVE I8 BLEEDING AGAIN,

my cousin Jasper. “Did he not write to you
that he was coming to see you, and give you
an explanation ¥’ :
131 "
worf;fs, he did, but hg docs not seem to be up to his
“ It takes a man with Lonor to come up to ilis word,
said he huhskily—rﬂ“ not such a cowardly liyena like Osc;r
Brandon, whose aspiratious tend no higher than to in-
grmtiute himself inte a woman’s affections, and after he
finds that he has won her, trample her beneath his feet
~—though T think it will be the best thing for you if jfou
I;‘leVel‘ marry him; and I am really angry at you, Lenore
for giving way to your feelings as you have. Th(;
rageally eur should never have known that you cared so
much for him, for he is beneath the notice of a cood
yle'('l—do'g; everybody looks down upon him with'?:on—
tempt since hie treated you in this ganner—and he was
no 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 c’I
ha‘,ve’ heard, it is nearly gone—and I would not give him
fifty cents: an acre for his land; and whoever marries

SUPPOSE Oscar Brandon is up aguin,” said |

4
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Oscar Brandon for his money, will surcly be disappointed.
T heard this morning that he was to be married soon to a
Miss Waldon ; but she is perfectly ignorant of his en-

. gagemeit with you—but 1 guess when she finds it outy
she will send him afloat.”

For an instant the room reeled before my eyes'and
grew Dlank. T felt as if an carthquake had rent the solid
foundation. I was fast forgesting where I was, what
had happened, what was to_ follow ; my senses seemed to
be failing—but something came fo my aid. I must not
surrender. Tt was a sharp agouy that followed, like that

experienced by those afflicted with certain vital discase,

which lagt but a breathing space, sinee flesh and blood
could not endure another second longer. ,

Nobody had observed me. I was quite myself, now,
and I spoke without hesitation. ‘

«“Well, he 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 lhas
ireated me in this manner: justice demands it of him.
If 1 had ever given him any cause to treat me in this
manner, L would lave bovne it in silence, and alone,
and spent the remainder of my wretched life in solitude ;

but I have never given him sny cause whatever, and it

‘is more than I will stand.”?
At the hour of twelve, silence had spread her mantie

over the whole household, save the shuill, small winding
Horns of the inseets thut roam the stilly night; but sleep
had not yet brought her blessed dew to seal the eyelids of
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all bencath 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 1

was.Julled to sléep by the dismal and melancholy mourn-,

ing of u scrooch-owl, whose wild and wailing cries seemed
indeod as sud and despairing as my own.

When morning came, it found me firm in my. re-
solution ; and in a few howrs I was seated 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
& noar neighbor of Oscar’s mother,

¢ Bessie, ig Osear Brandon in town 77 said I to Mrs.
Hartford, the married daughter of Mrs. Peabody, whe
had just stepped in to pay her mother & call.

“Yes, Lenore,” said she, “I think T saw him ag I

‘passed the house.” ' S
*“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, PIL tell you what yeu can do, Lenore—you can
seud for him to com¢ over here, if you wish to see him.”

“Will you go for him, Bessie #—don’t say, No; for I
must see him before 1 leave this place.”

“* Yes, Lenore,” said she, looking at me curiously.

“Well, go,”” said I'; ¢ tell him T want to see him once
moro, aid I will nover ask to ses him ggain ?—and I
burst into « fit of weeping. ' ! :

“Dear Lenore,” said Bessio, who seemed very much
moved at wy distress, *why Jdo you weep so? Dry

I
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your tears, and tell me what igar the matter, and then T will

" know better how to proceed. Is your marriage broken

99 _ |
* i i : denc
¢ Yes—yes; - his family has gained the ascendency .
over him; he has deceived me—I am o vietim'to a eon-

’ 3
spiracy.”

] 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 aw surprised
vet, for I did not lth'mk that Le 'wou.ld. do ’s’uch a wean
trick—and everybody in town knows it, too.

¢t Account? what account, Bessie?” | o

¢ Did he not promise to pay an account of ton dollars

(13}
foi‘y;lés, yes; I had forgotten all about it. it wars-.the
time Kate and I went to W——, to supply our bra(_la]
wardrobe. I did not have money enough to fll my bill,
affer reserving ten dollars to puy an account here, 50

Osear told me that T need not reserve any to pay that

account, that he would pay it himseif, u“d to g(?f; wh'at-‘
ever [ wanted.  And now he has refused to pay it, afier
proposing and promising to do it Wf-l.l; well, poor man,
has he lost all the honor he ever had?; .
«Ah! Lenote, he never had any io lose, _‘anld it js to
be hoped that you do not love hitn now, after treating
rou in that manner.”
)o?t 1Sr,ie‘fjsljdlhsssir:;, it i something—I1 don’t know “lldia—-;
I can’t explain it. I love him, and 'yft I' hate hmff 1
adore him, yet T loathe lim; L cou d kill hl.m’ yot
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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 cousidor your position happy to what theirs

is. You have only beeu o 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 T saw Bessie entering the house, as

I walked to and from the window to the fireplace, await-
ing impatiently the retwn of wy messenger.

The minutes secmed to spin themselves into an in-
definite length ; moments seemed to multiply themselves
as in geometrical progression. ‘

Bessie vetwrned 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 sec the only one that T had ever loved, I felt as
one stricken with lightning; a cold shiver seized my

o ¢
frame; my heart recoiled in my bosom, and I felt as

though the hot August atmosphere had suddenly changed

into an icy wind. ‘ o

1 seemed to be riding upon a tornado of destruction,
a whirlwind of :orrow and of anguish, which seemed to
drive anything like order from my mind. My hands

were tightly clenched, wmy heart was on five, and again

cason 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 scemed to be neaf'ly spent
—but T was prevented by the family, whom I atterw:x{'ds
thanked foy their kind consideration ; for all my pride
had vanished—had died with my hopes. .

T had indeed prayed and struggled to he weaned from
Oscar and the world ; yet still my affections tied me down
to earth. Heaven had still a rival in my heart, though .
T tried earnestly to forget him, and fix my eye upon the
eternal world. But I viewed it at too great a distance.
T had deceived myself ; I fancied T had horne my troubles

“s0 well for the pure love of Christ, But I have since

found it was only a faint ray of hope that I st‘ill enter-
tained. I cherished a hope that Oscar and 1 would meet
again; that our separation was not ﬁn:lml', and .that. t‘he
angel of terrestrial light might yet dlp. the tlpf)t its
its wings in the ocean of Dliss, and baptize me with the

. futtering of his pinions. And that hope had too-gicat 4

share in reconciling me to my troubles. ‘ .
Hope, indeed, is a sweet siren, and when it ﬁx&fs its

dbode in our bosom, the sad aspects of dife arc }Jloltt,e(l

from the sight, and the eye catches bright glimpses of the

_morrow : the heart flies to it when oppregsed by sorrow,

and with a smile bids the rude tempest cc%ase. Its ayhor
is the anchor of peace. Its heavenly light can makc
every shade of sadness pleasing o thg cye, by fixing the
sight upon future bliss, and changing a}lgm?h to cage.
It bids the thoughts of the poet to aspire ; it hreathes s

t
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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 dazsling 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 ol I how zadly changed the-scene
My youthful funcy painted bright ;

A cloud obscured that happy dreans,
And sunny days were turned to night.

The vision soon did pass away,
And ministers of dark Adespair,
Like spectres from the shades of hietl,
Did place within a viper there.

My hopes were high, my spirit free,

v Anticipations bright ;
But sorrow eame and dimmed my sky,
And turned mv fairest day to night,

The flower of hope did wither,
It’s was but & brand;

The leaves faded from my view,
And turned to ash‘es-in my hand,

‘Weary ate 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.

Alast alas! I might have known
That ¥ielon was too bright to lust;
The golden dream at last has flown,
My earthly hopes of peace are past.

Grent God, dispel this awful gloom,
And let not this grim visage last,

And forbid it, Great Jehohah, Lord,
That the future should be like the past.

The Wounded Dove s bleeding again.




CHAPTER XX VIL

THE LITTLE CHAIR. .

ZJ URING this painful scene, Colonel Raymont,
a cousin of mine who resided in the'vilia,ge,
was sent for, -

4 Lenore, Lenore, my child,” said he, coming
gently up to me, and unclasping my hands that weré 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 permitied 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

10t destroy my happiness for a man with as little prinei-
ple as Oscar Brandon ; as for me, I hag rather follow
you to your grave than to sec you married to him now.
L.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
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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 fecl 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 T were you, { 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 kirid encour agement sank like a sunbéam

.into my heart, and my overwhelming grief was calmed

into a gentle flowing of tears, and those beals Wd,ahed away

the last of my bright dreams.

Hast ever seen a w:h:el‘ed rose’
Beneath some fooé-step crushed ?

Hust ever seen s harp-string broken,
And its silvery musie hushed.

So looked thoe [onely Lenore,
‘When the fearful mood was parst;

© Those swert toars were blessed things,

Although they were the lnsts

The Colonel was one of those individuals who knew
nothing, of the up-stairs self-estlmatlon which is often felt.
by some weak, ignorant persons. He never forgot o fa-
miliar face, or neglected to give a kind word, even to the

. humble, and Posse?sed the merit of good principles. He

i
]
|
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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, Hewiped mine away as
I told him my sad story, with « AWord 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
submlssmn——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 apphed to 'y head to cool my aching

brow.

. lhearda footstep, and the next moment little Rose
" came tripping into the room and said, ¢ Here is a note
for you, Miss Lenore.” ‘

another. ,

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-
torned. ,

One night that Ralph had gone out to spend a few
hours with one of his friends, my brain being full of mis

I took the note and read it. It was from Oscar’s -

!
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chief, I proposed to my aunt, to have some fun. So my
aunt Mariah, who was always up to something funny, or

to something that she thought the young folks would en-

joy, sanctionéd 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
avound it, and set it upon the,gate-pest 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 Lenoye,” said little Charley, ¢ I
told you so. And if you hdd put yourself in place of the
chair as you intended doing, you would now have been
dead.”

“ Yes, Charley,” said I, ¢ youare a little lump of prev-
idence any way, and if I ha,d not followed your advice, I
would now have been as dead as a hammer, lfor I had no
idea that Ralph would shoot ; but ¢a miss is as good as
amile.” 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 eut up didoes and
double extras when she comes home and ﬂnds 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.” .
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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 sn 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 2’ said Mary, the hounse
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, lookmg some-

‘what displeased, ‘¢ you must not be carrymg fire - over
town so much ; you will set things afive.”

Rose took the matches and scampered off. The next
morning Rose was back again after another chunk of -
fire.

¢ Why, ate you back again after more fire. Didn’t I

P
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give you some matches? What have you done with
599 ,
¢ Miss Fibby took them and hid’um, and said there was
no uge in striking matches when fire was so near hy.”
“Well, well,” said Mary, as she twned 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 théy don’t, one of these nights they will wake

up and find themselves too warm.”
As soon as my feelings permitied me, T 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.”




CHAPTER XXVTII.

THE FLIGHT.

%3] FEW days after Oscar Brandon received the
s\ message, he showed himself into my aunt
x"ﬁ%‘b Margaret Raymond’s residence.

S “Good 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 Iimself back in a chair without an
invitation, at- the same time asking~the news of fh
day. ' ‘
¢“I have no news that would interest you,” she replied
coldly, ““1 heard some this morning, but I presume thej:

would not be interesting to you, nor would they be very

.pleasant to your ears.”

“ What is it 7 said he, as the doughy whiteness - of
his face changed into a scarlet. -

*“ 1 presume, sir, your conscience has told you already
wh@t I am about to say ; or, are you, sir, made up with-
outa 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 heing en-
‘gaged to her for two years, yet I am not at all surprised
for I had been looking for if all the while, as you a,lwa,y;
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carde premunt, alivd ore promuni. 1knew you too
well, and if Lenore had known you as well as I did, she
would never have engaged herself to you.”” ,

¢ Yes,” gaid Lilian, ‘I am surprised at Lenore for
engaging herself to you, for she might have known how
it would have turned out. Bat, poor gitl, 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 secorn 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 Brandon.
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 sappose 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,
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and I say, sir, Twould not trust you with my smoke-house

keys. ¥ou engaged yourself to her, merely to gratify

your vanity—a brutal gratification, indeed, the triumph

over the weakness of a woman, whose groatest fault wag
. that she loved you.” '

“Yes,” said my aunt,.*“ and you, or any other man
that would treat a helpless orphan, as jou have Lenore
Parolee, deserve to be hung like a dog. I say helpless
—a5 she is—for she has no father or mother to llaok tc;
for protection ; if she had had a father,'yoil 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 (— \ , she was
screaming and crying as if her hoart would break, and it
secmed 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.. Hor eyes spa;rkledl3
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 condémnation 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 gitl, and you will yet see

' the day that you would be proud to claim her for your

wife.”” : _ .
¢ T,ilian,” said Osear, <1 love. Lenore Parolee, and
I expect to love her as long as I live, and I never expect '
to see her suffer.” .

« Quffer | 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
Lias too much of the McClain blood coursing through her
veins. You may crucify her affections, you may man-
gle her hearf, and perhaps take ‘her life, but you will
pever 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 he had 1aid one
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fair form on the bleak shoves 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

W

THE BROEKEN 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 foet may stray.

I trusted once, and loved you dearly,
My heart had never loved before ;
Bul now I s¢e my error clearly,
And you and T must meet no more.

And here our paths diverge forever,
Parting now ean give no pain;
Fara thee well! and if we never
Chanee to meet in life again, .

Bome day, mark me, thou'lt remember,
‘Where your roses scattered lie;

In thy life’s cold, blenk 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,

Fuve thee well ; thou hast deceived me ;.
‘Well, indeed, didst act thy part, -

Once I trusted and believed thee, -

Now I cast thee from my heart,

 his arrangements, and in & few hours was on his way to

CHAPTER XXIX.

DO YOU BLAME ME?

STOUSIN Jagper, can I have the use of your
Liorses and carriage, this morning ¥’ said I, a
few days after the events related in the pre-
D) ceding chapter.

"« (Certainly, Lenore, and I am glad that you have

“taken a notion to gu in company once more, and be like

yourself again. ¢ Hold up your head, if you die hard,’
that is my motto. But you will bave to tell me where
you are going, for if you are going on another‘ Oscar
Brandon expedition you can’t go,” said he, laughmg.

71 never wish to .see Oscar Brandon again, nor I
ever expect to see him any more until I meet him face
to face at the bar of justice.”

¢ AL ! that sounds a long ways off.”
¢ Not as far as you suppoge,” said I, “ I do not mean

the bar of God; Tmean the bar where law offenders of our

tervestrial globe are arraigned. And if there is any justice

in the land, to it T will appeal. Atits sacred. altar I 1:vill
seek revenge ; and I hope the majesty of a sint-avenging
law may be sustained in the sight of God. Though I do
not want Osear Brandon’s money—and I would not have
jt—were I win it, I would either commit it to the flames
or give it for the benefit of the poor. 1 seek revenge
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alone, and I am going to have it, if my kife 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 T have.”

“ Well, Lenore,” said he, ¢ you are more spunky than
I thought you were. That is right; give it to him—I

d.on’t blame ydu; 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, ¢1 know that T have

sc?nie stead‘y, 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 vietory.” -

In a few hours I was at C—, seated in my cousin
Fred. Chesterfield’s parlor awaiting the arrival of my
“eounsel. ’ ‘ '

“ Lenore, are you not excited ?”” said my cousin Lorena
Chesterfield, who seemed to,be 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 dgath? if T 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 2 |

¢ 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 toall the cost I can. His
monéy iz not what I am after, it is revenge, and I have
no way to get revenge only by depriving him of his peace
of mind, his sweet repose, and the idol that he has been
trained to worship.” o

¢« Well, I don’t blame you; for he has caused you a

great dea) 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 itg 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 helieve 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 & twenty-five cent enirance
ticket ; so he wheeled about and started for home.”
«Well, well,” said she, *“ I knew Oscar- Brandon was
tight, but T 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 thls earthly
‘world, as long s she can see the eye of an cagle on a
* guarter of a dollar,” :

‘““Ab! Lenore, I would not be surpnsed 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 i ig buried too deep for resurrec-
tion.”

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 fairf spring morning, his mild broad disk
arose upont our Grodly earth, shine with more complac-
ency,” than did these two noble advisers—Colonel McKay
and Parson Stewart, And feeling that I was striving in
o just cause, I chose in my heart a wiser and better coun-
selor—the Great Counselor of the Worldmwhose 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 in the earth, as in the eternal frame,

By this time my counsel had arrived ; I felt somewhat

Do you blame me?

‘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 tapt scraph that adores and burns,

To Him no high, no low, no great, no small,
He fillz, He bounds, connects, and equal z}li.

I felt that the Almighty’s arm would sustain' me,
and T prayed as David did when he prayed for the con-

"fusion of his enemies :

“ Plead my cause, O, 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 wmngfully rejoice over
me: neither let them wink with their eye that hate me
without a cause.’

¢ Judge me, 0O, Lord my Grod, according to Thy 11gh§-
eousness ; and let them ot rejoice over me.”

“T,et them be ashamed and brought to eonfusion to-
gether that rejoice over me.”

¢ Let them be clothed with shame and dishonor that
magnify themselves against me.’ n
. ““Render unto them, O, Lord and recompensa 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 i
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plead my cause, although there was an obstacle in the
way. What ovidence 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. Idid not know at that.time that he had made an

open confession of his infidelity to my aunt and cousin.
What should T 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 T 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.

Cousix LENORE— .
Ihave well considerd the matter ; 1 do not love you, and I

hope you will consider me only s a cousin. I don't wish to cor. -

respond any more on the subject. You can write me friendly
letters, if you feel dizposed io do so. ‘
Yours Respeetfully,  Oscar BraNDON.

“ Full oft have letters caused the writer
To curso the day they were indifer,”

CHAPTER‘ XXX.
WOMAN'Y MISSION,

AS the rib taken from Adam’s foot, that man
might trample woman beneath his? Or was
it taken from his head that she might rule over

T him? No. Bat it was taken from his side,
that she might be his equal. What is the meaning of
equality as here used? Is it intended to convey the idea
that the soul of woman has an equal interest with man in
all those great events which have marked the dealings of
of God with His intelligent creatures on our earth, from

‘the hour in which Adam awoke from a deep sleep, and

found heside him the companion of his sinless and happy
life, to the present moment, when the sin-stricken and
sorrowing soul of man, echoing the Divine convietion that
it is not good for man to be alone, still seeks in woman
his ¢ help-meet’ in labor, the trials, and sufferings of
mortality ? :

Are we to understand from it, that woman, equaﬂy
with man, had a trust committed to her hy the Judge of
all, for the fulfillment of which she will be held re-~
ponsible ?

Can these things be mtter of doubt? Were not
Mary and Martha loved, as well as Lazarus? Did not
the soul of Anna kindle Wlth as Dmne an inspiration as

-
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that of Simeon, when she held in her arms the infant
Saviour ?

Or is the question, whether woman excrts 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 — yot 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 dxscover 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, inculeate 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 tendernesg, disarm passion, visit the
.coneh of the tortured sufferer, the prison of ™he deserted
friend, the cross of the rejected Savionr—these are . the
theaters on which her great triumph has been achieved,
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Oh! the love of a pure woman !—timé caiinot mar its
brilliancy, distance stremgthens its influence; belts and
bars: cannot limit its progress; it follows the prisoner
into his dark cell—she loves him yet, though the world

has twned coldly from him.. Still, as disease lays its

hand he:wﬂy upon the strong frame and sorrow wrings

© the ploud 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 frem his
path every stone of stumbling, and gently lead him on-
ward and upward te a Divine Consoler, with whose
blessed ministrations the necessities of a more timid spirit
and a feebler physical organlzatlon have made her fa-
miliar.

The couch made by the hand of the loved one is soft
to his weany limbs ; the pillows, carefully adjusted by the
same hand, bring repose to hig fevered brain, and her
words of kind encouragement revive the sinking spirit.

Tt 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 fmmortal flowers forever bloom,-and crystal wa-
ters gush forth from exhaustless fpuntains.

o, say not woman's love is bought
‘With vain and empty treasures;
0, say not woman’s heart is caught

" By every idle pleasute,” |




CHAPTER XXXI,

. THE WANDERING SPIRIT.

) UGUST with its parching suns and poisonous
breath has passed away, and October, wist-

geous garments with queenly bearmg, and the
frost- kmg in it§ train was beginning in silence to forge

fetters for the running brooks, and the gentle carrent of -

life that flowed through the veins of the forest, kis-
sing the tender leaves, searing them for the tomb and

-severing them frorh the parent tree. Drifted to thelr ‘

destmy, they Lreathed forth a sound as of spirits whis-
pering from another world, and died away beyond the
present in & low wail of sympathy for blighted dogm.
Every plant snd flower, every shrub and tree, were
arrayed in their antumnal 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 antmrpa,tmn

| fal -eyed and scarlet-crowned, trailed her gor-
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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!”’ ‘

" Tt is there the world i3 shut out; there reflection

énforces 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 ; but to

me it invited to serions thoughts.
The old clock upon the mantel piece, and the chanti-

“eleer’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.

+ ¢T3 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 ?—T had no matches in my room—no
paper, no ink, So I unlocked my room door very softly,

|
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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
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 sue-
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 aud went head foremost down stairs; just as I
reached the bottom, my head struck the end of a flower
bowl, that was Iying 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 Ikeep 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. Groing to the hook case, I took down an old
blank book, and cutting out the leaves that had been
written over, I seated myself comfortably, and com-

1
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menced Wwriting my journal. My heart was.full of, fan-
cies, and the pen.did not linger upon the paper; butas 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 thaif my
good readers will excuse its inferiority after recciving
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.”’ e ..

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 ofily. one
word, and then a tear. :

ONE WORD AND A TEAR.

T am lonely to-night, as I sit by my window,
All thinga are hushed, and no one is near;
But a soft gentle voice unto me now is speaking,
Thoun 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 T list to no voice, saye the wind’s gentle murmur
“‘Which seems to whisper, ¥ One Word and a Tenr.”

Will you listen unto me, whila my story I relate,
Perhaps ’tis a story you would all like t-o 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 & dream, under a snow-ball bush,
‘Which made my heart quiver with fear;

My lover difiped my pen in my own heart's blood,
For me to write ¢ One Word and a Tear,”

CHAPTER XXXIL

He toolied so pure while kneeling there,
Beneath the Jittle snow-ball treo;

But little did I think the time would ever come, .
‘Whon I'd tell it with a ‘word and a tear.

THE MESSENGER.

[’Wﬁ?’ ENORE, your cousin Edgar Mansfield has
l;;%ﬁ., come,” said my cousin Mento “and I am in

'l >
0 EZ9Y/; hopes he will cheer you up.  Why don’t you go
£ down and see him ¥? o
“Who? Kdgar Mansfield ?”” and I bounded out of the
room, and down stairs in a transport of joy—glad fo sec
my dear old friend once more, one in whose keeping I
had trusted all my secrets; onc 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 my memory,
like the coruscations of a southern night, the happy hours
that Oscar and I had spent together under his paternal
roof. "Apd then came over my heart, like a deluge of
eold, wild waters, all that I had suffered since the evening
Oscar took me From his house as his. betrothed bride.

¢ Oh! may oblivien come along and swecp away the
sad memory of the past.” :

After tea Edgar requested a private interview w1th 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 ake any law-
yer hunch up hig shoulders, anld .501'atch the back of hig

Perhnps you may think that I am Jesung,
But listen, my story you shail kear.

I dreamed that T was writing my journal,
And the title was‘* A Word and a Tear.”

"Twas after that, our love was linked— B
And linked as X thought for life; N |

One day he whispered in my ear,
That I should be his wife.

But there came one with stealthy staps,
Who poured abroad her wratl,
And trailed her deadly poisen,
PO - Across my sunny path.

My lover forscok me and turned to another,

And bis name my heart can no longer revere,
He-said hewould still continue my brother,

And this is my story of ¢ One Word and a Tear.

. I amtired now, and .ouelv, too,
“ : And my wings are nenrly fur[ed :
My life does seem 50 sad snd' dxeary,
1'm giad to quit this unfriendly world,

i
. l And when my soul has taken its flight
i [ Far, far beyond each starry sphere,
: ,_‘
[
E
|

Who'll remember the awful night,
‘When I told'my sad story with & wordands tear ?
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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, ¢ 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, T 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 Oscar have fallen
out.”

“You can call it what you please,” said I, ¢ but there

has heen 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 heneath his feet.”?

“I was very much surprised and grieved at your mis-
fortune,”” said he pityingly. ,

¢ Misfortune! do not call it 4 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, ¢ T
would not for the world this had happened. He is at my
- house now, and seems ko be in a great deal of trouble—
and upon my word I ‘belioye 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 was rumored to him, and is in hopes that it
is nothing but a false ramor. He is afraid to come to
G , and begs to know your determination. He also
requested: me to advise yon to drop the suit; and I do
think that it would be best for you hoth 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 I, ““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 thonght—he sent me word that he could not
come, that his mother would be watching him throughthe

- 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 bemy 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 advoeate 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
ahout.”’

¢ But, Edgar} he does not want the suit compromised :
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hie only wants me to dlop it and have nothing more to do
with it, that he may go like a brave fellow and wear the
lauvel crown. “But never will my hamble cfforts relax
until the erimson current ceases to flow thr ough my veins.

For my resolution is firm ; and I am determined that my
enemios shall not trinmph over me.  And, Edgar, remer-
ber that you have a daughter whom you love as dearly ag
Jour 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%lmoment Edgar, 1£ 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 T have -

done was through 2 pure motive, and I would not do you
& bai’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, Edrfm your sympathy seems to lean toward
Oscar andon you plty him, and call him a pom fel-
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low, and say that it makes you souy 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 destr oy 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 iy sacred

afféetions.” |

“ 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, 80. you see I have only one side of the story.
He had me under the impression all the while, that you,
discarded him and theri sued him for breach of promise ;
and T thought if such was the ease, it would e 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 ﬁcndxsh uncon-
scientious and unprincipled act.”

“ T was greatly surprised, Lenore, when I heard it, for
I had evety 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 1’ said I in amazement ; f‘ what letter do you-
speak of ?—and what kind of a letter ¥’ o

““ Well,” said he, pulling a Ietter out of his pocket,
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“¢ there it is, read for yourself.” T 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 handwmtmg, will know it.”

“Yes, Lenore, since you have mentioned 1t that is cer-
tainly. Oscm 8 handwriting.”?

¢ 1 see exactly whathe was up to; he thought that he
would send this letter to me, and I, bemg in a state of
excitement, would acknowledge the letter, and he then,

could have you for a witness. Bat tell him that I have

not entirely lost my senses ; although they like a heap of
being bunehed, 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, and showed them to Ed-
gar, which gave him sufficient explanation. '

“Well,” said he, I am perfectly satisfied, Lenore,
and I am sufficiently convinced who the traitor is, I
don’s blame you now in the least for the step that you

have taken ; and if you need sny assistance call on me, '

and T will help you all T can. T hope you will not

think any the less of me for coming as I did, for I came -

a8 n 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 ne]ghbors than he
did for himself, and was ever ready to contribute to tho
relief of his suffering fellow creatures.
“And to the houseless chﬂd of want
His door 1= 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
gpirits, blending in harmony, taste the bliss of pure
friendship.




 CHAPTER XXXII

"

LIGHT AND DARKNESS.

SINE evening' T was seated at my work-table,
p{ finishing a dress for my mother, when my
cousin Jasper entered the room, with a look of
o) disappointment on his face. He took a seat
"near mo, with his chin resting on hig hand, and looked ag
if it was o 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,— ' ‘ E
““Well, Lenore, more had news. - Col. Raymont has

Just received a letter from Dr. Grisom, and says there is

no room for your mother in the Asylum—the vacancies
are all filled, and a hundred appliéations 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-
sppointment ! Oh! what shall T do? what shall T do?
alone, alone, in this eold, 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? J am sick at
heart, and almost distracted. It seems there iz nothing
for me but gloom, disappointment and despair.”

T w
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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 secms
almost within our reach, then a dark and lowering cloud
will hang over us, and our spirits will be dopressed. A
strange presentiment eauses us to feel there is something
terribly awful in the mysterious future awaiting us.

The torturing suspense is at times hardly endurable,
and dread eealities would be pr"effemb}c in the midst of
this despondency. Some cruel fate will suddenly snatch .
the cherished treasurc and silently bear it away to un-
known regions, But we must not expeet 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 exadle to the grave, clouds east their

broad shadows over our pathway. None are exempt—

the youné, the old, the rich, the poor, have their trials.
The little*child, full of life and joy, buoyant with hap-
piness, has it serrows: but it soon drics 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 he has
not procéeded far before temptations and di{ﬁeultigs 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 gorgesus colors the anticipa-
tions of the future, and trusting faith looks forward to
their realization. -After surmounting his difficulties, the
clouds will disperse, and light will burst wpon his sou}—

. 3
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that light which enables him to pursue a glorious future,
and have his name registered upon the scroll of fague.

Then why murmur and repine at the Iot which Provi-
dence has cast for us? ¢ There is asilver lining to every
cloud ;” the dark cypress is always woven with the bright
laurgl, and for a *“ night of weeping is always promised
a mornitig 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 veverently, and

raised my eyes'to heaven, and uttered a few words in-

broken sentences :——

¢¢ Lord, thou hast promised to be the ¢ widow’s friend, '

and & father to the Tatherless ;> and wilt thou, O Lord,
help me to take care of my poor mother ?—for vain is
-the help of man.” O, 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, O Heavenly Father, in the name of thine only

Jon, to use thy mighty power, and inculeate upon the
\ J o
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mind of the Principal of the noble 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 i8 great above the heavens and thy truth reacheth
unto the clouds.” ‘ ;
In a few days I called to see Clol. Raymont “who was

¥ nephew of my mother’s, and who had taken an active

part in behalf of her wellare, 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 defraunded out of half of ity 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 éxpressed the joy of- the Virgin-mother on find-

ing her lost Son in the temple,’” and which was soon lost

in & 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.
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“Why, T have just received a letter from Dr. Gmsom
this morning, which informed me that there was a va-
eancy for your wother in the Asylum, and to take- her
iumediately ; but sho would have to pass a physical ex-
aipination,  But T had that attended. to several weelks
ago; she passed an examiuation before Dr, Brizzel, the
wost prominent physician in the place; 50 you can see
there is nothing to do but to take her there Immediately ;
and Lexpeet to start with her Tuesday morning. Be sure
und have everything ready.  Will your cousin Jasper as-
sist mo a little in this matter *? _

“Yes, certainly; he will do all in Lis power.”

- CWell, tell Iim to take his horses and carriage Tues-
day morning, and take Aunt Klmira out to the depot for
me; and be swe to be there by eight o’clock. [ shall
et Ter there, and take her to Raleigh myself,”

I took my cousin’s hand with heart-felt gratitude and
juy “ Our fiast thanks arve always due to God,” said I,

“and tq i my heart offers them up ;—hat, oh! how
feebly! Thauks to you, wy dear cousin, for your kind-
e bbmml know not how to measure e wy obligations to you.”

“ Oh, I wou’t have (lem weasured,” said he,’ nris-
]uv\uual_}——“ I will take the whole bolt. s ,

“Well,” said I, langhing, < T ge y refail them
out, as L bave so many custorners ; thdh 1 guess I will
have to let you have thew at wholesale,  But this will:
never do, if Tstand here all day, I will not ger mother
ready for thie journcy, as 1 havo u great deal to Cw yet—

. 22

50, good-by.” ‘ g

"her voice.
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I returned home and went to work again; but not un-
til T had fallén down upon my knees and given thunks to
God for his blessings. And I have been convineed that
“no circumstances are so depressed that Providence wiil
not relieve them. ¢ Whatsoever ye shall ask the Father
in my name, he will 'give.it you.”? '

Tuesday morning found me seated in the curria,gti with
my mother and my cousin,  Col, Baymont met -us “there
according to his promise, and theve I bade 1y poor mother
tarewell! perhaps never agcura to see her face—to hiear

Dear veader, my pen is too feeble to deseribe the an-
guish of that moment, as I looked through my blinded
tears at the smoking engine, a3 it bore away the form of
my dear mother. I could only conumit hu to God, say-
ing,—

“Lord, take wy péoy mother into thy protecting core
—and should we never eet again on this curth, ol ! iy
we meet on ihe celestial shores of the Great Hereafter,
where the weeping of orphans ix heard no move.”

ALOKE 1N TIHE WIDE, WIDE WUkLIs

Alone i the wide, wide world, T wander
And weep, for my heart iz su full

Of dreary and desolate shadows
Shrouding my iunermest soul.

The bright world is Lc:axutii'ul—-u\fur_y—---
With ite flowers and streame;

Bal my heart hus grown weary,
Aud sighs for o world unsces.
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But I listen to musieal voices,
To voices of seoming truth,
And my eredulous spirit rejoices
And dreams of returning youth,

But a glittering serpent has coiled
Itself in each beautiful Aower,

And a teaitor Judas has gpoiled
All trust in my heart’s green bower.

So I fold up my wings and grow weary
‘With this epirit of unvest and strifo;
And I wander alone and query—
Ts this wearisome thing called, Lifo?

Though I seek for the pathway of duty—
That, path so seldom sought—

Are its avenusés shaded by beauty?
Are its bowers with emeralds fraught ?

For my pathway is rugged, and brisrs
Grow thick with each coming day;
The road is of stone, and tirves
My feef in their toilsome wn.y.

So I wearily wander, and wander,

Through a thicket with sharp thorns rife—
And think T to myself, as I ponder—
© What is this weurisome thing enlled, Lifa?

When the burden of living, wearies me,
"And I wander alone and sigh, -
Then n glad thought comes and cheers me— £
It is this—that I can dis! -

That the heart’s pulse wide repeating,
8o throbbingly in my breast,

May silence its anxious beating,

And guietly take its rest.

© CHAPTER XXXIV.

. THE MEETING.

S

% :1 soft blue sky with its_ivandeﬁng white clouds
;\q and their rosy sunset tints, the low musie, the
‘o’| faint perfume of Fentle 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 it in the broad lap of stern old winter.
And cold, cold December, with its shallows of sunshine,

.was rapidly appioachlrag, and every onc wus 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 leaddmg3 citizens of the
county. ‘

The time had come and évery one seemed dctelmmcd

that it should not pass unheralded.
The music was loud and jubilant, and seemed to woo

the lofty and the lowly to enicr and find a weleome.
The time speed away rapidly on wings of light and

* merriment, closing with a grand ball ut night.  The

baJI -room was one blaze of Light—a rush of gay musie,
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wreaths of flowers and fraarance The room were a
crush of silk, satin, tullo, and lace, velvet and broadcloth
—a dazzle of white kid gloves, artlﬁcml 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 & 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
nothmgs in my ears. '

But one sound silent long, «
A whisper soft and low,
The eche of those fulse sweet words
Hea 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 e, the whole seemed
‘one vast mockery. Flowers, lights ind 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 standmg 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 ficod
of silver light, when the servant eamé to the door and
gald,—

< Mr. Brandon is in the parlor, and wishes to see you.”

I arose and walked into the parlor, Osear met me and
extended his hand, I gave it a friendly shake, and sonted
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 & -
yard stick. '

““ Well, Lenore,” said he, pl&cmﬂ' his elbows upon the -
arms, and leaning over like a crow peeping into a mar-

row hone, ¢* I suppose you have sued me ¥’

§¢1 have, sir,” I replied.

“ Will you contmue to pursue the course you h:we
taken 7’

T will, sir, with all my heart.”. :

“Do you thmk that you are Wping right, Lenoxe a8

“ That' questlon sir, has been will considered, and my
heart ansjvers i the affirmative.”’

““Well, Lenore, I advise you to drop this thmg, for

+ your sake and for the sake of you bondsman.?

I have counselors, Oscar Bxandon, and whenever 1

want adviee I will call on them.”
“Do you think you will 1eally gam the suit, Lenore ? ‘9’ ’
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“ The question can be better answered by the result
than by any train of reasoning. Yet I have nothmg to
fear, Oscar Brandon, for Diew defend le droit.”

“And 80 it was always my money you wanted, and
not me,” ' y

“ Inever wanted a dollar of your money in my life,
Oscar Brandon, and I don’t want it yet, and would not
h:we 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
homs, you will think of Lenere Paxolee 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, T 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.”

“Iwill, if you will drop this breach of promise suit ;

but if you will not, I shall not tell you anything about
t ,3
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«“ Ah well, T am not so” anxious to hear it as all that,
and I don’t think that my cuuoslty would lead me that

far.”
¢ Well, mark what I tell you, you w111 1epenb 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, whew

1 was a child, to amuse my childish heart.

And thus the conversation was dropped. Iebid me

| good-by and with rapid steps. he hastened from the place.




CHAPTER XXX,

LILIAN’S WEDDING.

] FEW months later witnessed a pleasant evlent
<y atmy aung Margaret Raymont’s. It was my
cousin Lilian Horton’s bridal night; and her
Iriends were determined that so important an
event should not pass unheralded.

Bright lights streamed from cvery window and flashed
among the trees, lit up the verandas—casting their broad
bands of radiance far out to the secluded walks amon
~ trees and shrubs, lighting here and there in quiverin§

bright gleams—-while the room was one blage of liwht—z
daztzle of bright cyes, flowing curls, byilliant jewell:s and
airt]ﬁcial blossoms. And Lilian with her vegal roi»e of
-silk, absolutely radiant in her floating veil, itté‘white or-
ange fowers, the black glossy curls, the sweet fair face

with its sapphive cyes * seemed rather like some enchant-

| ing vision of ethereal loveliness, than any earthly embodi-
tent 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 th: words
were spoken that gave the name of Tilian Ilorton to the
past.
Lilian Horton was the orphan child of wy aunt Jane
Horton. Her parents having died when she was quite
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young, she was compelled to seek a home under the par-
ental roof of her aunt Margaret Raymont. .

Lilian had no nearer relatives than cousing 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.
Bit, dear Lenore, let us hope for a better and brighter

" day. Lét us catch the song of thiutph that is wafted to

our ears and speak to ourselves words of lofty cheer ;—
there is ¢ silver lining to every cloud,’ and the ¢ darkoest

- 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.”
«T suppose that Gertrade Walden has discarded Oscar
“Brandon,” said my eousin Nora Raymont, who came in
just as the last words escaped Liilian’s lips. -
¢ Why—how did that happen ”” said L €7 was under
the impression that they were to be married soon.”
¢ T 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 iscarded him on first sight; and I think she dis-

played her wisdom by so0 doing. I dpn’c think I would

4
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venfure out to sea on the same bottom, after seeing other
shipwrecked before niy eyes.” a

““Xes, 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 o
sad mistake at last, if perjury is-to be accounted for:

although your false traitor, like many others, may look on.
that time at & great distance. But I suppose he - thinks -

himself excused, as heing more knave than fool, which
title, indeed, is so highly due to him, that [ bélieve 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 doitbt, he would have madean

intolerable hushand.”’

““ But it daily aggravates my troubles, Nora, to think
that I sultered 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 te condemn your judgment, for want of sa- -

gaolty 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 considerstion, that all afllictions of
whatever kind, proceed from God. ¢ I create light, and
make darkness, I make war and peace. 1, the Lord, do
these things.” . This, my dear Levore, should be your

first consideration ; andl st deus nobiscum, quiscontra
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nos 2 It was this that reconciled Bli 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 shal!
seem good. This reconciled Job to all bhis unparaileled
sufferings—¢ The Lord giveth, the Lord. taketh away ;’
rapacious hands, and worrying elements were only instru-
ments of His power. Therefore 1 bless and adore His
holy name. This consolation fortified our Savionr Jesus -
Christ on the approach of his inconeeivable 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.

. vn N ‘R
Don’t you remember the besutiful hymn written hy
Moore? If 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 cvery word of
consolation.” " '
~ And in the glow of her fine enthusiasm, Nora re-
peated,— :
. %0h, Thou who driest the ;nourncr% tesr,
How dark this world would be,
It when deceived and wounded here,
We could not fly fo Thee! .
The friends, who in our sunshinelive,
When winter comes, are fown;
And he who has but tears to give,
Most weop those tears alenc,
‘But Thoy will heal the broken hears,
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‘Which, like the plants that throw
Their fragranee from the wounded part,
Breathes sweetness ont of wee,

‘Whan joy no longor scothes or cheers,
And g’en the hope that threw -
A moment's sparkle o’er our tears,
Is dimmed and vanished, too,
Oh, who would bear lifo's stormy doon,
~ Did not thy wing of love
Cowme, brightly wafting through the gloom
Our peace-branch from above ? ’
Then sorrow, tewehed by thee, grows bright,
With more-than rapture’s ray ;
As darkness shows us worlds of light,
‘We nover saw by day.?

““None,” said Nora, ** but those who have had the sky
of their earthly affections shrouded in darkness, can fully
nuderstand the closing words of this consolatory hymn.
Whon we turn from all in this life that we vainly trusted.
and Lift our eyes upward towards- the sky, bending over
our sad spirits, an wnexpeeted light breaks in upon us, and

woe see a new fvmament, glitbering with myriads of stars,

whose light is Led from the imper world where the sun
shines Forever undimmed.  What is this [ifet Lt is nothe
ing move thau a blubber wpon the vean, to Hoad for o
“moment upon its surface, and then goue forever.  Just
o with the children of this world.  The things thue ave
seen are temporal, bub tho shings which arve not sven, are
ctorval-—there is nothing permancnt ov lasting in this
world, God, alone, can give us comfort, aud whem we

geldom regard but when we ave duiven 10 15 by necessivy,
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Solomon, who had tried all the alluring chavis of love
and heauty, whose qualities and riches gave Lim an ope
portnnity to gratify' every inclivation, withous any bounds
to his wishes, called them ¢ vanity and vexation of spirit.’
It is no wonder then, if every onv of us discover the sane
thuth to our cause. I have one question o ask you,

"TLenore; and forgive me if I wound, when 1 would oaly

heal; for T assure you, I sincerely commisserste your ca-
lamity, and wish it wbre in my power to alleviele your
thstresses.” Lo you Tove Osear Brandon still 17

“ No, no, Nora, my love is dedd, so dead that uo bt
can ever trace resurgam above its stifl white ashus.  Tean
never be morve to him thana dead mewory.  Respuct onee
lost dethrones love, and wine for him is buried tou deep
for resurrection. Bitber tears hdve quenched te avdor of
my affeetion, and the Jove-flavie can be lighted ey
more.  Pietures of real life touch sue et withe puwer,
while abstract presentations of auth glivier coldly b the

intellectual vegions of the wivd, and dhen fade from e

vereeptions, like figures ina diormma, Bu theve e some
memorics of the dead which no coffin-lid caw ever shutin
—memories which can never come o us the 2lighuest
thoughts, withoul wi exguisite thrill of puin. Tlid Jove
Onear Brandon better Gan Ddid sy Tife s and Bis Jiem-
Joss desertion s the keeneststing that time condd Bave for
we; though it las sought ont e oot eritel tortuves.,
But L woukd not vecull the pust and he Qwew?s wife fo-daye
i 1 eeuld s he would never Luve made e Lappyveonnd
vet Doved biwm with ag pure dllcetion us ever harnt upo




36 Lenare Parolee.

the altar oflove. T ouce believed in his truth 3 and yet

realized nnly his falscheod—and it ig written on a ve-

memhbered pawe of memory through all eternity. Tt is
indelibly 1mpuntul on my mind, and ig ever fresh in my
1Lcoll(,ctmn, and witl-expive oniv with life ; thongh T have
steugeled so hard to cease to think of hin and his infi-
delity, and tear his false image from my heart.© But will
the sun for rret to shine, or the seasous succeed cach nther
i tholr turn ¥ ‘ -

“ 1 kuow, Lenove, it is not casy to offace the deop
impression ho has made in your heart ;—that must be the

work of time ; tempus odox rerum, with Gol’s agsist- -

ance, which T hope, will never fail yon. And may the
grace of Grod, who has thought proper to send this trouble
upon you, continde to support you under this and cvery
other trial, venenwm in auro babamr, and  pas fof
naufragia pmms »

.CH APTER XXXV
RERIBULLON.

SZTHE wheels of time rolled on, as they will, regard-
o less of tho hwman hearts beating heneath then
—unmindfuf of the pctty righis and wrongs of
WO,
I Qor’t know how it is with my 1e¢ﬁdel but for myself,

I must confess that when intercsted .n' the progress iei
any work, or the. developinent or gmwﬁl, either in the
natural or moral world, I like to let peviods of long or
shorter duration cceur, when I shut them away trom my
observation, that I may mark with moxc. distinetness, thy
advanee which has been wmade. A pleaswre s often af-
forded to the mind more hmpressive thun can be deviveid
from the sume ohject, while viewing the slow and imper-
ceptible operatious of cuuscs und effects; as they work

their steady changes.

It iy too mubh to ask my reader (o take an eleewric
toap over two whole yoars of my moral exigtence ; to lea we
vur weary planet, with its countless inferests  to yoil
througli the long journey, while we take no nutice of its
idle whirl, The thing conuot be dene except on -
per : but sinee in this way, great jumaps way at times
be made, 1 must be indulged with the experhaent,

Two years make a great chunge, sometimes. It ig




288 Lenw'e Parolee.

long onough, with its whirling speed that now mark every
tovement, to ke 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 hofore our view into -

other forms and attitudes. We must run fast now, if
we would keep up with the world.

Oscar Brandon had enguged 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 fmd 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 wag begun, Oscar Bran-
don came, like a penitent sinner t0 the scat of merey,
humbly pleading for a compromise. OF cowrse my ten-
der nature could not forbear, How cowld I be so eruel
as to turn a deaf ear to the prayers and entreaties of
one of my fellow cveatures ! How cowld I bear to stain
my soul with his blood ¢ For T 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 cousented to a compromise.

"The voleanic fives of revenge were quenched ; for T felt

that T had my revenge alveady when I saw the pain that
T had given him, and heard of his insane blasphemics. -
L knew that I had filled up his bowl of agony, even asle
ha,d filled up mine, together with hlS OWL conscience

I . .
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* which lashed him like sg?nany 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
crmscentious principle within, which acquaints him with
the fact, that a point in the moral government of life has
certainly been made agamst him. So was it now with
him. Tt was fearful to contemplate the change which had
taken place in his appearance.  His countenance mani-
fested an expression of great grief and sorvow ; his brow
wore a settled gloom ; his lips too became tight and fivm,
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 compromsise.
~ After receiving the amount demanded of him, I satie-
fied my lawyer’s demands, and contributed the balance to
the benefit of the Orphan’s Asylum; fecling perfectly
happy at the thought of being of some henefit to the
poor and homeless ones. _
During these two years my aunt I‘lbby had grieved
until she was nothing more than a dried vawhide. Poor
thing, she too had starved he1seif untii she har dly had
strength enough to wink- her eyes: Her crop that year
was very poor, and she could net afford to-lay out her
money for provisions ; though the blessed Lord seemed
to smile on her after all; for ghe sold okra, beans and

“tomatoes by the quart, and she had collards for dinner,

collard for suppers, and collards for breakfast, which she
1
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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, *“ wo 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 Whlle I have the chance 3**
~and the poor woman flew around to such an extent that
she came very near flying off the handle. My aunt Fibby
scemed to be in good spivits, until she was informed that
Oscar had nearly o 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 vest and bright anticipations. But poor
woman, there, was another great trial for her, which
almost terminated in o 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 maried man long age, but you
have destroyed my happiness, and now I will do as 1
please.”

Retribution. 241

It was evident that Oscar Brandon had mamvied this
girl through revenge to his mother, for he had become to
hate her as he did a snake, and peace-and guictness
wasg 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
aiso her chickens and turkeys, and of killing the best
turkey ‘gobler she had, which she expected to get one
dollar and a half for the coming Christmas ; but this was,
an absolute falsehood, a3 Mrs, Pophandle was a flue old-
lady, and highly respected by all whe knew her. Mis.
Pophandle was not at all pleased with the mateli, 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 cousented to,the fatal knot, and
risked the consequences. Osear 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 ivon fingers
that grasped it so tighly ; for he had several heavy law-
suits previous to this and Lad lost all. Tt 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 &.ﬂe Address
0. 8. Brandon.

And at the same time it was so poor it would not
sprout peas if they were soaked in Warm water,




CHAPTER XXXVIL
THE LAST LOGK UPON TUE OLD TIOMESTEAD. |

2ALLL my kind veaders accompany me to take 2
, Tast look upon the home of my ehilidhood, where

~eight years have intervened since T visited the

dear old spot that was held more and wmore sa-
ered to my memory? A hundved times liad I proposed
to go back on a pilgrimage to the home of my early days.
vet T had not returned, my heart’s strongest tht'tr‘hment
was in another place.  But the desive to go back revived
after a season of aflliction and many painful defeats in
the great battle of lite. 'T'he memory of dear chitdhood
arew so palpahle and produced such an earnest longing

to rvevisit old scenes, that [ was coustrained to turn mf

tace once more toward my early home, :
It was one warm morning in May as the sun 1etumed

frowm his long but rapid Jjowney to the distant, east, and
sailod majestically up through the clear bine eky, that T

visited the old howicstead, with its climbing vines—a pic- -

ture which had grown more vivid in my tholghts every vear,
How carnest was wy desire to look upou it again. There

- was the dear old well with its ** moss-covered bud\et *and
the deep pure spring in which as 1 bent to drink, [ had so
often iooked upon my wirtored face ; and the broad, Hat
stoue near by where Lhad sat a0 many times. T woujd
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sit there again, after tusfing the sweet water, und think
; of by-gone dayx.  The dear brook tue, with its murmur-
ing waters, glistening in the bright sunshine, and the
river on whose banks T had gathered bervies, and wild-
flowers, and the old wine-press wheve I had so. often sut
and watched the purple ewrrent flow.

T could slesp hut little for thinking of these things, and
when morning broke, and the suu shone out, I whnt forth,
impaticnt to sec the objects which had heen so long pie-
tured in my memory. I was eager to yeach the old Lome--
stead.  Finally I came up to the ancient huildings whose
architect had long sinee been called to sleep with Dis
father, and over 7\\'11031-: walls thne had cast a duller
hue.’ . . '

Is this my old home! No—it camnot e, 'There is
some strange ervorl  Yes—yes, it s—for I see my fath-
er’s grave-vard—I cannot mistake that, I would know
it amid o thousand j-—and [ see the stwnp of the old

* walmut tree where I luve played so often beneath itsshude,
and swung in wmy rustic grape-vine swing.

I pansed sadly to nark the wreek whick time hadmade,
"The duck-pond in which Ihad sailed my tiuy buut, o
watclied the ducks sail majestically upon its swface, was
dry and over-grown with elder and rank weeds, Al me!
1 catmot make words obedient to sy thoughts in giving
utterance {0 the disappointment 1 then felr, A briet
space b stoud mournfully over the vudus, aud then maved
i again-—s painful presentimeut avising i’;;z my heart
all would not be s it N in sy chilihond days—-as I

; :




2{4 | , Lenore Parolce.

had pictured it in my imagivation. The two great syca-
BioTes that stood bending together, as with o sense of
protection, ubove that dear home ;-—where—where were
they 7 My eyes scarched for them in vain.

“Where is the spring?  Surely it is welled up here, and
this is the way the clear stroam Howed ! Alag ! the spring
wag dry, and searcely a trace of its former existence re-
mained.  "'he 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 crb 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 carden was
covered with weeds, the pailing that once enciosed it, was
broken down ; and the sweet roses of every hue, frotn the
pure Alboy to the durk Damascus ; the piniss, 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 beanti-
ful, evimson and white peonias, which iad been planted
and nursed by the hands of my dear mother, were all dead ;
the old damson plum-tree that I had onee loved almost
as tenderly us if it had been o humon creature, was 1o

more to be scen ; and the place where the grape-vine

grew, wag,a pool of green and stagnant waler,

My first irapulse 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 farced
.myself to enter my futher’s grave-yard. As I drew
nearer and nearer the hallowed spot, I was move and more
impressed with the fact, that, though change had Leen
working busily all avonnd, 1lis hand had spared the sweet
multifiora-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 & moment, laying his hund gently, as e paused, on
the saered mound and pressed it onward.

If there were ruing without, there was desolation added
to ruins within ; but, neither ruin or desolation could en-
tirely obliterate the form so well remembered. 1 passed
on, now pausing to recall an incident, and now hurrying
on under a sense of pain, at seeing o place, hullowed 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, emeotion grew too power-
ful, and u gush of tears relieved the appressive weight
that Iy upou my bosom.  There [ lingered Jong, with a
“kind of mouwrnful pleasare in this scene of my ri:k)is of in-
nocence, and lived over years of by-gone tiines. N

At last, I turned with sad feelings from the spot which
memory had leld sacred 5 but which i ity dinge conld
be sacved no longer. Matevial things are enlled suh-
stantial ; but it is not so.  Change .nd decay are ever at
work wpoen them; they are unsubstantial. A real subi-
stance is the mind with its thouglts and affections. Forms
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built there do not decay. IIow petlfectly had I retamed
in my memory the home of my childhood! Not a leaf
had withered, not o flower faded ; nothing had fallen un-"
der the seytho of time. The greenness and perfection of
all woro 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 anght to do with the

cold, dark prosent? The present'—alas! what a con- -

trast it is to that childish faith! T almost wish that I
- could now believe as I did then. But, no. Reason and
the stern realitics of life have dissipated the visions and
dreams of chillhood. It has made unreal to me that
which was most real. In its cold, chilling light I have
‘ﬂookud into the world of! tangible Eacts and possible real-
ities.”

Now, my dear reader, 1 have given you my sad history,
and were this sketeh other thd-p faithtul to the faet, it
would have a. far move happy sequel.  As it is, the reader
must aceept the truth, which is stranger and sterner than
fiction, ’

Dear frionds, I must bid you adicu; my inclinaticn
leads mo into a land of strangers.  We must pare, but
tho parting will only draw closer the tie that binds us,
and nay the sotting sun and evening star whick have so
often witnessed our speial 111t1mm‘\’ pilot me safely to my
new and happy howe in the West.

Kiud and gontle reader, whatever name vou bear, I
frugt you hwave followed with interest my sad history ;

\
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o

but the ““sky is all blue now, and the ourrent smooth,

and the gate propitions.” I feel as I ought to lay down .
my pen for a season, andrevel in the brlght supshine, for
indeed, it is dazzling, -

FAREWELL TO THE HOME OF MY CRILDUOOD,

Farewell, farewell to the home of my childhood,
Where first my foot-steps trod,

‘Where firsg I learned to count the stars,
And lisp the name of God,

Farewell, farewell to my ééir native home,
Where my futher in his grave is sleeping,

As the wind moans a gentle dirge,

" ‘While the wiliow tree is weeping.

Others may pass oler thy lonsly bed,
And bestow not a thought upon then;

Yet thy image in/my breust will dwell,
"Fill we meet in the land of the free,

Farewel], beloved relie, no louger I sen,
The place where thy dear form wus lnid ;
Though presentiment tells me, that are very long,
The tall gruss will over me Wave,

Then whe will kneel beside thy grave,

And pufl the grassaway,
And whisper affections from w daug. " longue,
Wien my frame js fur uway. ’

Thy grave my i(!f'll'E. sl cende o nolgl,
The flowers must wither and die,
" The wind will moearn w gentle dirga,
As it sighing passes by,
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Now, mother darling, I must say farewell,
Though it malts my heart when I bid you adieu,
A tumult of woe in my bosom ts swelling,
‘While memory sad has her power to renew.

But take me In your arms, dear mother,
And let me weep upon your breast ;
The world to mo is eold and cheerlass,
I am weary, let me rest,

O'er the rulns of home, o’er my heart’s desolation,
No mors shali thou hear me murmur or repine,
For death’s dark encounter I will make preparation,

That when I am gone sweet rest I may tind.
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